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10 SECOND INTERVIEW 





DAVE ALVIN MEETS GENTLEMAN JOHN BATTLES, 1985 


(still with Blasters,Alvin was subbing for Billy Zoom in X, at the time) 
John: Dave , I hear you're playing guitar with X now. 

Dave: Yeah, and you know who else? The Knitters. (Dave's Cali 
accent made the "tt"s in "Knitters" sound like "gg"s) 

John: THE WHO?!! 

Dave: The Knitters! 

John: The.....2??2? 

Dave : (Slowly) The KNITTERS, man. 

John: Oh, The Knitters! That's that new group with John and 
Exene, right? 

Dave: Yeah! What'd you think I said?! 
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32. Lenny Bruce 33. Jimmy Lynch 


“Strings and Traps-is-sort of .a garage punk version of detective 
full-of intngue-[&} attitude .... You'd-think. something-catled-Rocket 
would be: ndiculous, but...it- features pretty urgent.pop punk, -with.some 
excursions into: Merseybeat folk pop, and-lo-f. Wall-of Sound..Il-never 
ask for less monkey and-robot in.my salad, but. I'll fervently endorse the 
non-gigokeying sround here.” - Rectoher™ 
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Get-the record at rocknrolimonkey.comT 











When I Interviewed Dr. Demento by Sean Aaberg 
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“Odd quirk-rock truthtelling 
through poppy songs \that 
sound like weirdo novelty 
rock but are really life lessons 
that are actually funnier 
than real novelty rock.” 
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Cold Earth Wanderers: 


The Return of Chicago’s Psychedelic Warlords 





febm P.' 
by Brian Cremins/Illustration by John Porcellino 

In Roland Barthes’ 1972 essay “The Grain of the Voice,” he describes the 
difficulties of writing about music: “How, then,” he asks, “does language 
manage when it has to interpret music? Alas, it seems, very badly. If one 
looks at the normal practice of music criticism (or, which is often the same 
thing, of conversations ‘on’ music), it can readily be seen that a work (or its 
performance) is only ever translated into the poorest of linguistic categories: 
the adjective.” Later in the same essay Barthes challenges his readers to 
imagine “a little parlour game” in which guests must “talk about a piece of 
music without using a single adjective,” a limitation which might force the 
would-be music critic to reconsider his or her relationship with pure sound. 
What is sound and how, beyond various forms of musical notation, might it be 
written down? What sounds do we remember and why do certain ones 
resonate at certain historical moments while others fade into obscurity? 

In April of 2013, Guerssen Records released Flashback, the first full-length 
album by Athanor, a band formed by Greg Herriges and Rick Vittenson in 
suburban Chicago in the early 1970s. The band did not secure a record deal 
until 2012, when Herriges and Vittenson visited Steve Albini’s Electrical 
Audio in Chicago to repair 40-year old master tapes that had deteriorated with 
age. Athanor’s story will be familiar to fans of Mailk Bendjelloul’s 2012 
Academy Award-winning documentary Searching for Sugar Man about 
neglected singer, poet, and activist Sixto Rodriguez: two young men with a 
passion for The Beatles start a band, record a few records, but fail to secure an 
audience. Herriges goes on to become a writer and a college English 
professor. His partner Vittenson spends his career as an attorney. Neither one 
abandons music or Athanor—they reunite to record in the early 1980s and 
again in 2006—but neither one imagines that their self-released singles, 
forgotten studio recordings, and home demos will be issued on vinyl and CD 
by a Spanish record label in 2013. 

Press releases and newspaper articles about the album list the band’s 
influences. Guerssen, for example, draws comparisons to Badfinger and The 
Only Ones. Athanor’s page on the Guerssen website describes Herriges as a 
young man “obsessed with Lennon, 12-string guitars and far-out psychedelic 
sounds” while “Vittenson is a Beach Boys—Hollies— Who fanatic,” a multi- 
instrumentalist who also wrote for Crawdaddy. The album’s cover features a 
b&w photo of the two young men: Herriges, wearing circular, Lennon-style 
glasses, his black hair long and straight, stares at the camera as his right hand 
cradles a Rickenbacker 6-string. Vittenson stands behind him and holds a 
Hofner bass. Rather than working within the earthy singer/songwriter style 
made popular by Carole King, James Taylor, Neil Young, and Crosby, Stills, 
and Nash, Herriges and Vittenson’s choice of instruments declare their 
allegiance to music of the mid-to-late 1960s, the Rickenbacker and the Hofner 
visual allusions to the early years of The Beatles. Even in the early 70s, 





Athanor must have been a band lost in time: visually, a couple of Cavern Club 
moptops dressed in Ler /t Be era leather & denim. 
While the album, as Guerssen’s press release suggests, owes a sonic debt to 
The Beatles and, more specifically, to John Lennon and George Harrison's 
early solo work, it features several tracks which defy easy categorization. 
“Urizen,” named after a figure from poet William Blake’s personal mythology 
and originally released in 1974, begins with a 12-string guitar figure that, for 
most of the song, will be doubled by the bass. The drums are simple, 
repetitive—this might be Buddy Holly’s “Not Fade Away” if Moe Tucker 
from The Velvet Underground had been a member of The Crickets. The 
vocals are surrounded by a cloud of backwards, distorted electric guitars. The 
guitar's whine eventually leads to the song’s bridge—the sunshine of bright, 
stacked harmonies. This sudden shift in the song’s harmonic structure leads us 
from the dark tunnel of the verses to a place of rest. The moment passes, 
however, as the 12-string and the bass return and lead us back to the dark 
horizon of the next verse. And the voice itself is pleading and accusatory: the 
aural equivalent of the album's archival photographs, Herriges’ vocal 
performance is the sound of an elegy for the literate and ambitious garage 
rock of the mid-to-late 1960s. It is the same voice we hear on Dylan's 
“Tombstone Blues” and “Desolation Row” but with a sense of humor 
borrowed from Donovan and even from Mouse and the Traps’ 1965 single “A 
Public Execution.” 
Also remarkable is “Like a River Flows,” a song Herriges and Vittenson 
recorded in 2006. I hear this song as a double for “Urizen.” All of the basic 
elements of the Athanor sound are here: Herriges’ sweet vocal, the layered 
acoustic guitars, the electric electric lead. Herriges, however, has replaced the 
tormented, backwards guitars of “Urizen” with a clean sound worthy of James 
Burton’s solos for Ricky Nelson. While those distorted, backwards guitars 
seem to mock the speaker in “Urizen,” this time Vittenson frames Herriges’ 
vocal with melodic harmonica breaks and mandolin. The lyrics remind us, 
“Yesterday's gone and we're older,” but I don’t have the sense that the 
speaker here regrets the past, or the passage of time. Elegies are best left for 
younger men. “Like a River Flows” might sound like the more gentle of the 
two songs, with its delicate acoustic guitars and nostalgic lyrics, but it has a 
toughness “Urizen” does not—could not—possess. 
I hear “Like a River Flows” and I imagine the back cover of my Uncle 
Jimmy's copy of the Easy Rider soundtrack. The song is a not-so-distant 
cousin of Roger McGuinn's “Ballad of Easy Rider,” where “The river flows / 
It flows to the sea / Wherever that river flows / That’s where I want to be.” 
Easy Rider's back cover features four images from the film: in the first, Peter 
Fonda and Dennis Hopper ride their Harleys in a scene from the film’s 
Louisiana sequence. In the next, Fonda, wearing his Captain America leather 
jacket and gloves, stands in a field of grass. The sky is blue and clear behind 
him. I hear Athanor’s songs the way I see these colors—goldenrod yellow and 
late October red. In the photo of Peter Fonda, it is always late autumn, and it 
is Saturday afternoon, and it might be a road winding its way through the 
Berkshires or a two-lane blacktop outside Baton Rouge, Louisiana. It is an 
image from a dream, from the lost (or abandoned) world Athanor celebrates in 
these long forgotten songs. 
But can music that was never heard or neglected in the first place, or heard 
only by a handful of people, be described as forgotten? Not really. The power 
of these songs lies not in their novelty—a lost treasure of music from 
Chicago's distant, psychedelic past—but in their immediacy. We all know 
how Easy Rider ends, in a burst of smoke and flames. We don’t know how the 
Athanor story will end, however, because, forty years after Herriges and 
Vittenson first wrote and recorded these songs, their journey, like that of the 
speaker in Blake’s “The Mental Traveller,” has just begun: 

I travel’d thro’ a Land of Men 

A Land of Men & Women too, 

And heard & saw such dreadful things 

As cold Earth Wanderers never knew. 
Maybe that last phrase should be the title for Athanor’s next album: Cold 
Earth Wanderers, the continuing adventures of two young men, now a little 
older, who offer us stories from a corner of rock and roll’s neglected past. The 
story of Athanor, really, is the story of you and me: walking from one day to 
the next until, eventually, what we imagined as the future is already here, 
ing for us, as the present. Athanor’s Flashback will no doubt inspire the 
mental travellers of today to sit down with a 4-track or a laptop and record the 
songs that, forty years on, will offer the unknown listeners of tomorrow a box 
of sound and color and light 

Athanor’s Flashback is available from Guerssen. 
Visit their website for more details: http://www .guerssen 
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ENTARTETE KILNS js a spectacular new collection of underground artwork written and curated 
by Dennis Dread. A total orgy of imagery featuring nearly 400 full color reproductions from 
42 international artists, this sprawling 340 page book is available in two distinct editions: 











i ee. + 8.5” x 11" hardbound edition 
= with debossed cover and dustjacket. 


(400 copies) 


+ 8.5" x 11" paperback edition 
with frenchflaps. 
(600 copied) 
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new albums from IN THE RED... 











THE OBLIVIANS THEURINALS 
Desperation Negative Capability Neer bey: en 
LP’cD double LP- “CD HAUNTED HEAD 
LP/’CD 
; INTHE RED 
coming soon albums from MOUTHBREATHERS, PAMPERS, TV GHOST, aaa 


FUZZ, THE DIRTBOMBS, BARE MUTANTS and THE HOMOSEXUALS. 


intheredrecords.com 
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PARTY RECORDS 


Racy ditties and gay parodies about those spicy, intimate moments 
Familiar only to habituates of back-alley, continental bistros and 
off-beat “after hours” clubs. These discs will be snatched up in a 
hurry ... so we suggest you order YOURS right away because we 
have only a small quantity (as you can well understand). 
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COMEDY 


Before I write word one about comedy and novelty records, let me make one thing 
perfectly clear (please re-read that last line in David Frye’s Nixon voice): This issue should 
serve as merely a humble supplement to the masterful works of recorded comedy 
scholarship that include Rev. Warren Debenham’s Laughter on Record: A Discography, 
RESearch’s Incredibly Strange Music series, Jake Smith’s Spoken Word, and Ronald L. 
Smith’s reference books. While I won't dismiss our study as outright shoddy, I will declare 
that the skewed and subjective history of wackiness-on-wax revealed on the following 
pages is esoteric, to say the least. I will also pre-denigrate the following overview of humor 
records by saying that, like many collectors, I likely grant historic and landmark status to 
the records I know, and love, so take this all of this with a grain of Sam Kinison’s “salt.” 
That said, I feel that a departure from our regular (more often irregular) music coverage 
requires some context, so here’s Roctober’s take on the history of wax-ed whimsy 
“Comedy Records,” to many, means recorded live stand-up comedy, though I don’t usually 
limit myself to that definition (and the straw men who | imagine doing so likely would 
consider studio creations like Firesign Theater or Cheech and Chong part of the genre). 
That said, despite humor being a part of the recording industry since its inception (Will F. 
Denny and Cal Stewart released comic recordings on Edison wax cylinders in the 1800s) 
and a key component of some of the most important moments in the record biz (the funny, 
bawdy blues that set the stage for the rock ‘n’ roll revolution; the children’s recordings that 
became a backbone of the industry) it really was a big shift when listeners began to hear 
comics recorded in nightclubs. These humorists were not doing routines they might do on a 
radio show (as heard on Amos ‘n’ Andy 78s from the 20s, or Jack Benny sides from the 
40s) but doing adult jokes for drunk folks, whose audible presence immerses the listener 
into the atmosphere. That audience reception was a built-in component of comedy albums 
can’t be underestimated. Of course, laughter documentation was nothing new. An early hit 
comedy side from 1922 called “The Laughing Record” was just guffawing...no jokes! 

A culmination of decades of filthy “race records” (black audience records, often imprints of 
white-owned major labels) occurred in 1956 when African American doo wop impresario 
Dootsie Williams realized that the brilliant light-skinned comic who'd been w arming up for 
R&B royalty for years might have commercial possibilities. Redd Foxx’s “Laff of the Party 
Vol. 1” on Williams’ Dooto label was the first of over 50 LPs by the King of Comedy 
Records, one of the funniest men on earth. Foxx made the “party record” industry an 
underground economic force, as our article on Jimmy Lynch will attest. These dirty records 
(made much dirtier in 1970 when former R&B singer and former Dooto artist Rudy Ray 
Moore went full-on filthy) were sold under the counter and played at late night get- 
togethers by adults (and secretly by their kids) and were not limited to African 
Americans...Belle Barth's early 60s adult albums are sex-positive feminist milestones! 
Some folks credit Mort Sahl’s “Iconoclast - The Future Lies Ahead” in 1959 as the birth of 
modern comedy records (despite Quincy Jones labeling Foxx the “first of the urban black 
comics,” indicating a modernity that separated him from minstrel-esque rural rubes), The 
reason this is kind of acceptable is that despite Foxx and friends being appreciated by jazz 
musicians and utilizing jazzy cadence, the idea that a jazz label, Verve, released Sahl’s LP, 
and that the comic was engaging in brainy banter removed from burlesque buffoonery, is 
significant. Verve would also release (in their 15000 series of spoken word LPs, alongside 
Kerouac. Dorothy Parker and a Thomas Jefferson cover act) Shelly Berman, Jackie Mason, 
the thrillingly clever Phyllis Diller, that manic comedy explosion Jonathan Winters, and 
others. This declaration of comedy as the equivalent of hip, cerebral music was a step up 
from the brown paper bag world of the party records, and in 1960 the next step was taken 
when Bob Newhart released “The Button Down Mind of,” which became the best selling 
album in the country, in part because Newhart’s stammering, one-sided telephone 
conversations were perfect audio pieces, no visual component was required (both Andy 
Griffith and his deputy Don Knotts released excellent sides that utilized this element of the 
medium with Griffith doing rural descriptions of unseen events, and Knotts doing crazed 
phone call comedy). 

The 60s and the 70s were the golden age, with Vaughn Meader’s1962 Kennedy-themed 
First Family LP becoming (if thrift store bin archeology is accurate) one of the biggest 
selling records ever, Lenny Bruce (whose first records preceded Sahl’s, but who had one 
foot in the naughty) and Dick Gregory tapped the vein of the burgeoning counterculture in 
the early 60s, and by the end of the decade Bill Cosby, after toying with edgy racial humor 
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early in his career, created tremendously funny all-ages audio pieces in a string of hit albums. The 70s 
opened with George Carlin & Cheech and Chong pretending to be dumber then they were to fill head- 
phones of giggle-ready stoners, breaking taboos that set the table for Richard Pryor’s comedic 
breakthrough “That Nigger’s Crazy,” a tour de force that elevated Pryor’s prior comedy to a level where 
everything done before (including Lenny Bruce’s Dracula bit) and everything done after (wino 
characters/street language/black people do this, white people do that”) is done better than it would be 
ever done by anyone else ever again. These records enlightened, presenting a voice that had humanity, 
vulnerability, and intelligence; a voice that felt special when it was in your home, on your record player. 

The biggest was yet to come: when theme park magician/bluegrass banjo-ist/experimental comic Steve 
Martin released his LPs starting in 1977 he became the rock star comic, his absurdist, but exquisitely 
crafted, jokes filling stadia. But he also became huge in part because of Saturday Night Live, and that, 
show, and stand up on cable, led to a cooling of the comedy LP fire. There were only a few notable 
comedy LPs in the 80s and 90s, including Eddie Murphy's, and Andrew Dice Clay’s 1989 massive hit 
“Dice” (+ his more intense follow-up, “The Day the Laughter Died,” an anti-comedy record where he 
does a surprise show in front of a hostile, disinterested audience). Surprisingly, the next revival occurred 
after the record industry seemingly died. In 2005 Dane Cook's “Retaliation” went Platinum, in part 








because Comedy Central was experimenting with multi-platform synergy, in part because of social See i 
media, and in part because Cook was working extremely hard: it’s a document of a comic doing as TeLt Your FRIE 


absolutely well as he could possibly do, squeezing every possible drop of talent he has out of his body 
through strenuous effort. Because comedy’s audio quality doesn’t suffer much on Mp3, because pop’s 
sagging sales made once-anemic numbers triumphant, and because “alternative comics” like Patton 
Oswalt, Brian Posehn, and Neil Hamburger (whose post-modern act is a tribute to comedy records of the 
past) began playing rock clubs and recording for music labels, recorded comedy has made a genuine 
comeback. Factor in the sorry state of rock ‘n’ roll, and you have musical comics Flight of the 
Conchords and Tenacious D as actual Billboard chart toppers! 

With a monumental subject like stand-up records it would be foolish to expand our scope, but fools that 
we be, we shall. Novelty records are such an expansive subject it’s hard to even create parameters, but 
the guide I like to use is Dr. Demento. When I tuned into his novelty record radio show throughout my 
childhood what I was really vibing on was not the funny so much as the bold curatorship. As the Doc 
talked about 78s and wax cylinders and vanity pressings and rock and country and jazz and anything 
weird, regardless of era or genre, he was teaching me the best way to collect records...grab anything 
unusual, undiscovered, or wrong, regardless of when, where, or what, then hope for the best. 

It’s impossible to define every category of novelty. Some are funny songs by comic artists, including 
brilliant kooks like Spike Jones, silly goofs like Allan Sherman, or genuine weirdos like Wildman 
Fischer. Some are outside-the-lines excursions by “real” acts (let’s assume Beach Boys knew it was 
quirky to sing about vegetables). Some parody the popular (Weird Al Yankovic). And m-a-n-y are one- 
off cash-ins...gimmicky ideas exploiting a fad (Jaws, “Where's the Beef?”), or celebrating a sports team 
(“The Superbowl Shuffle”), or letting a non-musical celebrity get greedy (from superstars like Burt 
Reynolds to asterisks like Christine Jorgensen). Certainly there are landmark records that transcend the 
limitations. Artists excel when they utilize the recording studio like Russ Bagdasarian’s speed 
manipulation Chipmunks (the fastest-selling artists of all time after their debut 45) or Dickie Goodman’s 
copyright criminal/post modern pre-mashup cut-in records. The best definition of these records may be 
a sublime phrase I heard super-producer Andrew Sandoval utter: “Unintentionally not funny.” 

Then there’s the intentionally not funny: amusing, oddball records that likely were not released as 
humor, like Dion McGregor’s sleeptalking, Folkways’ urban field recordings, promo 45s of 70s 
exploitation movie trailers, Ken Nordine word jazz, exotica records with the animal sounds cranked up 
too high, knockoff LPs meant to trick clueless parents into buying fake Beatles albums 
Today the traditional novelty 45, the finest format for one-off kookiness, is a memory. In the days when 
going into a recording studio and pressing a 45 involved serious conviction and delusion, the 83 different 
novelty singles about streaking represented 83 genuine visionaries or fools, which is exciting either way. 
With computers making recording and digital distribution ubiquitous it’s hard enough to follow good 
music, and absolutely impossible to find the best of the not-good. A molehill of unfunny is amusing. A 
Grand Canyon-chasm of funny-dearth is depressing. 

But there’s still hope. While Youtube videos are their own thing, when one crosses over into old-time 
novelty record realm and gets actual radio play (both “Gangham Style” and “Thrift Shop” hit number 
one!) anything can happen. But just the same, I'm sticking with Rappin’ Duke, Redd Foxx, and Ray 


Stevens...Goofy Greats indeed! 
(Art: Richard Pryor by Wm. McCurtin; Phyllis Diller by JaSon Mida$; Allan Sherman by John P.; Jonathan Winters by Sharon 
Rutledge; Belle Barth by Battles; Wild Man Fischer by MCA; Lenny Bruce by Hawk Krall) 
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TRAMP TIME! 


JIMMY LYNCH: THE ROCTOBER INTERVIEW 





Jimmy Lynch, the Funky Tramp, became a comedy legend, and party 
record pioneer when he climaxed his famous sex-with-a-gorilla joke 
with what is considered by some the first four-letter word on a 
significant comedy record (though “motherfucker” actually has 12 
letters). That album, “Tramp Time Volume 1: That Funky Tramp ina 
Nite Club,” sold at least hundreds of thousands of copies, and is 
ubiquitous in used record stores. But Lynch, aka Mr. Motion, is so 
much more than the man who opened the profanity floodgates for 
Pryor, Murphy, Too $hort and Odd Future. Born in Alabama in 
1938, Lynch performed gospel and R&B for years before stumbling 
onto his signature foulmouthed hobo character. From the late 60s 
through 1977 Lynch released a series of albums on Michigan label 
La Val (where Lynch sales alone supported owner Vic La Val's 
family of 14) and later with Laff Records. Though the LPs, especially 
“Tramp Time Volume 1,” were some of the best selling party records 
of their day, his influence on other comics would be his legacy. 
Inspired by Lynch's success with “raw” comedy Rudy Ray Moore 
launched his multi-media filthy comedy empire, and returned the 
favor by featuring Lynch in most of his movies. The remained friends 
until Moore’s death, and we first met Lynch over a decade ago in 
New Orleans when he accompanied Moore to the Ponderosa Stomp. 
Though his Laff LPs were widely distributed (one was recently 
reissued, see the “Get Your Raffle Ticket Wet” article), it is Lynch's 
four volumes of Tramp Time on La Val that are his masterpieces. 
Raw not only in content but in execution and production, the records 
have a gritty, homemade feel, with low-budget artwork (especially on 
Volume 1”) and funky, sweaty backing music accompanying every 
joke. Yet they are ambitious as well — volume three is a picture disc! 
So we were excited to discuss these four albums with the Living 
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Legend. One note: Lynch can’t recall any dates and I can’t find any 
sources to definitively date his first LPs. Lynch recalls sharing a 
name with Notre Dame football start Jim Lynch when he was starting 
as the Funky Tramp, which would put that around 1967 at the latest, 
when Linebacker Lynch went pro, so he probably recorded his debut 
around then, even though an ad in The Chicago Defender from 1969 
claimed it was selling 2000 copies a week locally (though that could 
refer to a later album, or be a testament to the LP’s endurance). But 
considering how timeless gorilla fucking humor is, who cares about 
the date. Here’s Jimmy.... 

ROCTOBER: When did you start in showbiz? 

JIMMY LYNCH: I always sang. My auntie and my father took us, 
my brother Archie, my brother Benjamin and myself, around to 
churches in Ohio and Indiana and Pennsylvania when we were 13, 14 
years old, the Lynch Brothers, we were singing gospel. I always sang. 
And then when I came out of high school we had a group called the 
Four Kings, and we used to go up to the radio talent show, used to be 
in Chicago... 

R: The Ted Mack Amateur Hour? 

JL: Yeah the Amateur Hour, we were on that a couple of times, on 
the radio. 

Did you win? 

No, we never did win, we had a chance to win but we didn’t go back , 
we started going around to clubs in Ohio. When I got old enough my 
father was going to ship me off the school, and I ran away and started 
doing what I’m doing, a professional singer on the road. 

But you went to college... 

I went to school for six months, I was supposed to go but I went away 
with Jackie Ivory. (My family) thought I was in school. 

Who was Jackie Ivory? 

Jackie Ivory and the Gents of Soul was a four-piece organ quartet, | 
started singing with them. I danced too, they called me Mr. Motion. I 
was working in Fort Wayne, at International Harvester, and | would 
go with Ivory every weekend, I travelled with him, used to go to New 
York, he worked all over the country. There was a place in South 
Bend where I worked with him Thursday, Friday, and Saturday 
nights. So the way I started doing the Funky Tramp, there was a guy 
that had a club downstairs under the club we were working in South 
Bend, and they had the Notre Dame football team there, and this was 
on Halloween and they wanted a guy to do some jokes. During that 
era there wasn’t no such thing as raw comedy, Moms Mabley, and 
Pigmeat Markham, and Redd Foxx, they'd just make suggestions. But 
these guys wanted some raw jokes, and I was a young little skinny 
guy and I couldn’t figure out how I could tell raw jokes and still be 
Jimmy Lynch, Mr. Motion, So what I done, the guy that owned the 
club, Arthur Hurd, was a big heavy-set fat guy. He had some suits 
and he told me I could have one of his old suits to wear to do the raw 
comedy. I took one of his suits and took the plastic bag I carried my 
regular clothes in and balled it up and filled it up with clothes and tied 
a broom handle to it and put it across my shoulder and took some 
sunglasses and broke a pane out of one side. And took one of his hats 
and cut holes in it and put it on my head and they called me the 
Funky Tramp. And that’s how the Funky Tramp was born, I told 
jokes to the football players of Notre Dame., and it went over, so I 
kept doing it. 

Did you record with Jackie Ivory or the Four Kings? 

No, I never recorded until | did the Funky Tramp. The guy who 
recorded me lived in Kalamazoo, Michigan, his name was Victor La 
Val. He comes to see all the shows I was doing at the club in South 
Bend, and he asked me if I wanted to record. I said yeah, but I don’t 
know if I wanted my father to know, he was a minister, I was secretly 
doing what I was doing,. So I went to Michigan, Battle Creek, at the 
El Grotto club, and recorded my first album. 

How long had you been doing that act then? 
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Probably been doing it about six months. I had stopped working with 
Jackie Ivory and put together a band called the Boss Players and 
started doing my singing show and the Funky Tramp. 

Tell me about the El Grotto... 

It was a club that booked shows, that guy that played saxophone for 
Motown, Junior Walker, he lived in Battle Creek and worked the El 
Grotto a lot. And that was when I was travelling around doing shows 
around that part of the country Cleveland, Dayton, the Midwest. 
There had been party records before, but this one was different. 
I’m the one that helped the party records. I was the first to do a four 
letter word on a record. 

But you only did it once on “Funky Tramp in a Nite Club.” 

“Take the muzzle off the motherfucker so I can kiss it,” the only time 
I did it, right. 

The famous gorilla joke! After the record came out people must 
have considered that your showstopper. 

I would do all of the jokes and that would be the finale of the show, 
the gorilla joke, everybody was waiting on it because nobody had 
cursed in public like that. When I did that everyone went wild. 

I notice a lot of what you do is about sustaining a joke, adding 
detail and building up. Although that one had the payoff of the 
curse word, it seems like in your comedy the buildup is sometimes 
more important than the punchline. 

That’s because I had music behind me, it wasn’t like I was just telling 
a bunch of jokes, I was dancing and entertaining and doing the jokes, 
and the music builds up to the punchline then I go into the music and 
go back to another joke. 

Mr. Motion, and Jimmy Lynch offstage, wears custom clothes. 
As a fashionable man did you have trouble wearing the tramp’s 
raggedy clothes? 

No, because at that particular time there wasn’t such a thing as a 
young comedian. Like Moms Mabley and Pigmeat Markham, all 
those guys were much older than me, and that’s why I did those 












raggedy clothes. | seemed older in that type of outfit, and it also made 
me look a way where I could do dirty jokes. 

You didn’t mind being onstage not looking sharp? 

I didn’t mind because I had the Mr. Motion show right along with the 
Funky Tramp. I always had on clean, sharp clothes and my band 
would look sharp and I would always do the music show first, two or 
three outfit changes, before I did the comedy show, and a lot of 
people didn’t know Mr. Motion and the Funky Tramp were the same 
person, 

Did you get paid for that first record? 

I got paid, but I never did really get paid. He gave me royalties, but 
the biggest money I ever got from La Val Records was $5600. I got 
robbed, I didn’t get paid, but we were close friends. He was my agent 
and manager, so he got me nightclub shows. 

When you sold records at the shows did you get to keep the 
money? 

I didn’t sell records at shows. He would sell them. 

So all the money you would get would be the door but he got you 
a lot of gigs... 

He got me quite a bit, and he got the record around the country, he 
had a fellow that was out in San Francisco and we sold alot out there 
So you went out to California, is that when you met Rudy Ray 
Moore? 

My records were out there before I was. Rudy at that particular time 
he worked at a record store, Dolphins of Hollywood in Los Angeles, 
he hadn't started travelling yet. He came after I had recorded “The 
Funky Tramp”, and he sold so many of those records at the store that 
he said, ‘If this guy can record a record with a dirty word on it one 
time what would I do if I said it a lot of times?’ He came after me. 
Later I moved to Los Angeles when Laff Records was after me, | did 
one album with them and they wanted someone else to produce it, 
and I said I produced my own music, and we had a disagreement. 

But back to your first record... 

The first record became big all over the country and some of the 
major labels were trying to get me from Vic, but I didn’t know about 
he record business, I was just an entertainer. 

Were you friendly with Vic La Val? 

Oh yeah, I ate at his house, we were very close friends. 

He had a lot of kids... 

Twelve kids. 

Was he supporting twelve kids on your records or did he have 
another job? 

He had no other job, he made a lot money on me. He was also a 
numbers man, he played numbers a lot, but didn’t always win. 

Did he hang around black neighborhoods all the time. 

He was a black man. 

Oh, I saw his picture and thought... 

He looked white, but he was black. 

Your second album you did with him, “Funky Tramp Volume 
Two,” was recorded at the Motor City Club in Flint, Michigan... 
One of the cities I worked in all the time, it was jam packed. I played 
there 3 times a year. 

Did you have an all black audience? 

It was a mixed audience 

I know in Chicago you played for social clubs made up of some 
middle-class black professionals, were they ever shocked by the 
material? 

There were no problems, people coming to my shows knew all about 
my raw material. The only place that had problems with the raw 
material was when I was hired to go to Hattiesburg, Mississippi for a 
high school graduation, but there wasn’t no big problem, the police 
came after they found out, but the promoters told them they knew 
what I do and I was hired for that. 
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On “Volume Two” you and Charles Paramore, your trumpet 
player, open the record doing five minutes of the dozens. Did you 
ever insult anyone in the audience, or just each other on stage? 

At that time it was so new that the people in the audience would just 
sit there and laugh. Now and then someone would think they were a 
joketeller. 

You don’t repeat any jokes from your first album, but it sounds 
so loose, did you plan out 40 minutes of all new material? 

No I didn’t plan out nothing it was just something I knew how to do. 
Mr. Vic, he'd tell me I had the gift of gab, | could make up a joke 
right way that someone else would take two weeks to do. 

You’re a better comedian on your second record, your delivery 
became really sharp. 

The reason for that was I didn’t want to record that first record but 
Vic was after me so hard, saying that this is something that would 
really sell, so I went on and did it. It became popular, so my whole 
family and everybody knew about it then, so it didn’t matter any more 
if I did it, so I was polishing it up 

So you had been holding back because you were worried about 
your family? 
Not only worried about my family, but I was worried about the 
market itself, no one had done this before. 

The best joke on the second is the one where you bring the 
transvestite to your room, there are a lot of “sissy”-themed jokes 
on the album, did that always go over? 

It always worked out really well because at that particular time all of 
the people that was gay was in the closet. 

Did you have gay fans that told you they liked or hated that 
material? 

Well, the world had opened up, a lot of the gay people came to my 
shows, and you’d hear some kickback, but they were still halfway in 
the closet. But the ones that would get half-drunk would say, ‘I don’t 
want you to tell that sissy joke,’ but the joke was still going over 
because general society didn’t accept gays like they do now. 

You do some funk music on that album, including a great 
number, “Feel Alright.” 

Between you and I, | was more interested in doing my vocal music 
show than I was in doing the Funky Tramp, it’s just something I got 
switched over into. Funky Tramp went over so good that I just kept 
on doing it, but my singing show was a real popular show. 

Tell me about it. 

Well I had a real good band, a live, live, live band, the way we 
dressed and danced. We had a real heavy show. I had a real high- 
energy band, tough tough, hard to beat. At that time they didn’t have 
bands like I had. Me and the drummer would go into something and 
the horns would go off and change clothes and come out and the play 
and then the rhythm section would go change, we had a high class 
action show. 

What material were you doing, covers or originals? 

I did a lot of James Brown, didn’t have any original songs. 

Except for the one on the 45, “Notions of Mr. Motion.” 

Vic La Val was not interested in me doing no singing, only comedy, 
he released that for me, but he didn’t try to push it. 

Volume Three was done in Indianapolis at a place called the 20 
Grand. 

That was club run by a guy named Danny Ray who I think had a 
numbers racket, and he had shows every weekend. I worked there 
four times a year. Danny wasn’t a pimp, but he was in that vein. In 
those days pimpin’ was it. He had a beautiful Cadillac, gold and 
diamonds, he dressed sharp all the time. A lot of the young women 
and hustlers would come to our show, so we always did good money. 
How much were you getting per show? 

Form $1500 to $4500 a night. 

How much would you pay the band? 

Each one $125 dollars a night. 





How long would a tour be? 

We worked every weekend all over the Midwest and down South 
when it got cold up North. Mississippi, Florida, Alabama, Tennessee, 
we'd come down and stay all winter, book two weeks in and if you go 
over you get a two week option, six nights a week. Later when I went 
to California for Laff Records we went overseas on military tours to 
Japan and Guam and the Philippines. 

Volume Three was also your photo record (picture disc). Did 
people go crazy for it? 

Man, we had a problem with that with the major record companies, 
they didn’t want that on the market because I wasn’t a big enough 
artist, some of the big artists didn’t have it, so they almost blackballed 
that record because they didn’t want it out there. We had to take the 
picture off of it. 

But I imagine these were not at the same record stores...where 
did these sell? 

At the time there was inner city black record shops all over the 
country, and those were the ones that had our records. Also some 
companies stole and bootlegged my records , we found them all over 
the country but we were too small to do anything about it. “Jimmy 
Lynch Funky Tramp” printed on a plain cover. 

On the earlier records the band never stops playing, but on this 
one they only play between jokes. 

I was having s problem with Vic, he thought we should change things 
up, but we should have kept it the way it was. 

So he told them to stop playing and let you just tell the jokes? 
Yes. 

But you would have preferred it the old way? 

Yes, because my band was really my heart and soul. The comedy 
thing, I could tell good jokes but I didn’t really want to do it like that, 
but that’s what he wanted me to do, just the comedy. 

You also give up part of the record to another comic, Al Sparks. 
That didn’t bother me, he was a barber in Detroit. Vic had made a lot 
of money on me, we were having disagreements and that’s why he 
started trying to find new acts, Al Sparks, and Chick Willis, “Stoop 
Down Baby,” that became a big hit. That’s my band on that record. 
But “Stoop Down” was his only other success, right? 

The only one. I had started getting feedback from all over the world, 
people were coming back from Viet Nam who had travelled 














everywhere and they were telling me they heard it all over. And I was 
not getting paid. 

Volume Four starts out with an emcee, I guess Charles Paramore, 
doing a lot of gay jokes. 

We recorded that in Vic’s office and intermixed it into the record. 
You also do Moms Mabley impersonation on this record. 

I did all that on my singing show all the time. I did Richard Nixon, I 
did Charley Pride, I did Johnny Cash, 1 did Moms Mabley. 

So you had comedy in your music section? 

Yeah, I had a hot show. 

That album ends with one of your best routines, where an angel 
takes a vacation to Hell where there’s a big R&B show and 
hookers and drugs... 

That went over because the pimps and the hustlers and heroin was 
real big, and there was Haight-Ashbury out in San Francisco. I never 
drank, I never smoked, I never did drugs in my whole life, but I was 
around.all that. I was a half-assed pimp. 

What? What does that mean? 

A pimp, all he did was work with whores, but I was an entertainer, 
and prostitutes would come and choose me, cause they liked to travel, 
so as a sideline I was half-assed pimp. I had prostitutes but I wasn’t 
no pimp. 

They were giving you money? 

Oh yeah, they paid me well. 

That seems like a pimp to me, but you never drank or smoked? 
I’ve never smoked a whole cigarette in my life. 

Do you credit your father and his minister ways for keeping 
yourself together? 

I credit my religious life for my clean bill of health. My oldest son is 
a minister. They always said I was going to be a minister. 

Well, you had the gift! 
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Jimmy Lynch “Tramp Time Vol. 1” (Laval/LVP 901, 1967?) On this 
comedy classic the Artist Also Known as Mr. Motion is in no hurry to get 
things going. There’s an introduction to his introduction, with ends with, 
“Jimmy Lynch...this evening it looks like he’s been lynched...the one and 
only...the Tramp!” To a slow funk groove and a clammering audience you 
hear Lynch slowly work his way to the stage, where he vehemently denies his 
tramp-hood, claiming his homeless attire is “mod clothes.” Over the next half 
hour or so Lynch tells all kinds of jokes, including dirty ethnic humor (the 
Native Indian Chief telling the hooker to “smoke ‘um like a peace pipe”), he 
plays the dozens with imaginary adversaries, he dusts off Redd Foxx 
chestnuts (the bathtub raffle ticket joke, the Native American girl who's not a 
Navajo, she’s a Chicago ho), cunnilingus comedy (the difference between an 
American and French rabbit? The American goes hippity hop, the French 
goes “lickery split, lickity split”), humor based on the idiosyncrasies of Black 
English (“I is done been to college”), and naughty language (I got my B.S.... 
bullshitting degree!”) Jimmy also breaks into song all the time, his ever 
grooving band occasionally joined by the tramp crooning, “I’m a l-o-v-e-r!” 
One joke about a preacher who looks like James Brown has, for a punchline, 
Lynch just singing a bar of “I Feel Good.” Most of side two is devoted to the 
lengthy bit that made Jimmy’s career. The joke is about a circus gorilla that 
ain’t acting right, so the managers decide that copulating with a human will 
solve her problems. They can’t get any white people to bed the ape, mainly 
because they refuse on the basis of the gorilla being black. Then in a tavern in 


a black neighborhood they meet Tommy Wang “who can do it to anything.” 
Wang takes their offer of $1000 to tame their beast. The audience then goes 
genuinely crazy during the description of the sex act. When Lynch/Wang 
ultimately yells “Don’t shoot it...take the muzzle off this motherfucker so I 
can kiss it!” not only does the crowd react to what many believe is the first 
“f” word on comedy wax, but they explode in ecstatic laughter. One could 
say that Lynch is a master of lengthy joke telling, feeling the slow groove 
behind him, in no hurry to get to the punchline, taking the audience on a 
journey that’s more important than the arrival at the destination. But it may 
be more accurate to say that he is a master of comic foreplay, hitting the 
funnybone g-spot after just enough strokes to achieve comic climax. “/’m a [- 
0-0-0-v-e-e-e-r|” 


Jimmy Lynch Tramp Time Vol. 2 He Do’s It Again (Laval/LVP 902, 1968?) 
On this record Lynch has become a much better comedian than on Vol. |, 
and his storytelling technique has become awesome. Recorded live at the 
Motor City Club in Flint, MI, this album has it all — trading insults with 
Charles Parramore, performing a funk song about feelin’ alright, cannbal 
jokes, a sissy skit that’s several minutes long, a badass sissy poem (“You 
might call me a queer/but I won't take that shit you talkin’ about my mother 
dear!) and liner notes that declare “BLACK COMEDY should remain 
BLACK...Rap on Brother; tell me about the mother-fuckers and the shti- 
eaters. Tell me that BLACK COMEDY, that is FUNKY COMEDY, is the 
thing that kept us alive from the slave ship to the cotton fields and ghettos...” 
If Vic Laval really wrote that he deserved his cut! 


Jimmy Lynch Tramp Time Vol. 3 That Nasty Funky Tramp (Laval LVP 
904,Picture Disc/black vinyl, 1968) The back cover boasts, “ANOTHER 
LAVAL FIRST: LaVal Records was first I recording Funky Comedy 
Records and releasing to the public. Now LaVal releases the First PHOTO 
RECORD of its kind—This Record has a picture of JIMMY LYNCH doing 
his Tramp Act in Color — Pressed into each side of the Album. This will be 
the Greatest Collectors Item of All Records.” Not sure that it beays the 
butcher cover Beatles LP for collectability, but another declaration on the 
cover certainly was true” “THIS PARTY RECORD WAS NOT DESIGNED 
FOR PLAY ON RADIO AT ANY TIME. IT IS FOR PERSONAL AND 
PARTY USE ONLY.” Anyhow, in addition to the dynamic color pictures of 
immy in his tramp suit, there’s some jokes on the vinyl as well. His voice is 
more resonant and determined than on his debut, and his white guy voice is a 
little better too. Titty sucking jokes, filthy rhyme games, obedient erection 
jokes, and peeping tom jokes abound. The band has a little more wah wah to 
their funk, but isn’t hitting as hard as on some of the other records (though 
they look awesome in the pictures on the record backing him up, with gold 
lamé, and a drummer in a fedora and sleeveless trench coat, both in matching 
two-tone leather). Oddly enough the record ends with a [review for another 
La Val artist, decades before Master P advertised future albums in current 
albums. This ends with Al Sparks thw Funky Barber doing a Viet Nam- 
themed dick joke and some toast rhymes. 


Jimmy Lynch “Notions of Mr. Motion” b/w “The Broadway” (Laval 867, 
1968?) The A-side is a super-funky James Brown-inspired, inadvertently 
psychedelic over-the-top sax-driven raveup with a great drum solo 
breakdown and “Mr. Motion” in a kind of funk chant trance. No question 
why this is a collector's item, and it’s a shame Vic Laval wouldn't support a 
music recording career. 


Jimmy (Mr. Motion) Lynch “There Was A Time (Part One)” b/w “There 
Was A Time (Part Two)” (Laval LV 869, 1969?) This perfectly acceptable 
funky James Brown cover demonstrates that perhaps Lynch could have had 
dual recording careers, doing straight up comedy in Tramp mode and music 
as Mr. Motion, 


Jimmy Lynch Tramp Time Vol. 4 Funky...& Funny (Laval/LVP 904, 1972) 
Lynch trades insults with the emcee again, does gay jokes, cotton picking 
jokes, a l-o-n-g jungle story about the Watusi and the white man’s wife, and 
impressions offtributes to Moms Mabley, James Brown, Big Maybelle, 
Gladys Knight, Isaac Hayes, JFK, MLK, and Gov. Wallace, whom he 
imagines “with a black bitch, sucking her titty.” This time out he’s obsessed 
with the “bulldagger” strain of lesbianism, reefer, and funk. Ending with his 
best song ever, “Let A Woman Be A Woman and a Man Be A Man” (which 
has been pulled from this album a put on the 2005 funk comp “Creative 
Musicians Vol. 2”), he lets Mr. motion win this fight, despite the Tramp 
fighting low and dirty. 
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Jimmy Lynch “The Return of the Funky Tramp” (Laff A179, 1974) Moving 
to Los Angeles-based Laff Records may have been the best business move 
available for the comic, but the weird, home-made, down home, 
of the La Val LPs is missing a bit here. 


organic feel 


This is a recording that is longer, a 





little slicker, and with a funk band properly mic-ed, but the audience seems 


kind of passive and you get more of a vibe of Lynch aggressively telling 





jokes at people trather than to them or with them. Also, despite the promise 
of “ALL NEW MATERIAL” on there is a bizarrely long joke 
about a sailor too proud to buy a hooker or beat off, that was on a La Val 


the cover, 


record, only lengthened more here ewith some incongruous set up about the 
IRS looking for which has nothing todo with the 
punchline or storyline of the story. But hey “Stand By Me” with 
spoken cameos by Moms Mabley and Nixon, and has a_ new gorilla joke, so 
all’s OK 


his source of income, 
he sings 


Jimmy Lynch “Tramp Time Vol. 5: The Best of Jimmy Lynch His Greatest 
Hits” (La Val LVP 906, 1975) This is a “Best of” compilation of the best 
jokes edited from the first four albums (presumably cashing in on the higher 
profile Lynch was enjoying with his better-distributed Laff LPs and his 
Dolemite movie appearances). While you miss the feel of this being a single 
show with an introduction and a rhythm what you do get is some slightly 
cleaner sound with the 70s edit, and most importantly, cover art that depicts 
Lynch as the offspring of Tommy Wang and the circus gorilla, with aowrd 
balloon explaining, “THIS IS WHAT HAPPENS WHEN A NIGGER 
SOCKED IT TO A GORILLA WHEN A CIRCUS CAME TO 
TOWN...YOU GET A NIGGERRILLA!!” 





Jimmy Lynch “ (Laff A194, 1977) 
Laff debut, this is a solid, and solidly weird, record 


Nigger, Please!” An improvement on his 
There is one very distinct 
aspect about it that makes you long for La Val. Although comics always did 


their popular jokes over and over, and Redd Foxx and others recirded the 





same gag ad naseum, on his La Val albums Lynch never repeats a joke, but 





this one features a number of jokes from previously albums. But along those 


lines, the most amazing thing on this album occurs when he tells the old 
chestnut about a stutterer going into a bar and stuttering through a series of 
questions about drink prices, to be met with surprisingly expensive responses 
from a hunchbacked bartender. After the 


discriminate against stutterers because he has a handicap (his hunchback), the 


bartender tells him he doesn't 
punchline is that he didn’t know he was a hunchback because, "everything 
else is so high in here I thought that was your ass." 
Lynch tells that joke and KILLS the crowd (which makes sense, the stuttering 
is funny, the delivery of the punchline is spot on) even though he forgot to 


What's fascinating here is 


mention that the guy was a hunchback...Lynch left that out of the setup! So 
the joke only makes sense either because everyone knows it already or they 
are just his delivery they have 


laughing because is so good or because 


Pavlovian responses to great joke telling even if it doesn't make sense. I love 
joke skills are more important than joke 
quality, a concept Lynch is a great example of. I also like that he repeatedly 
But lies aside, the truth is, Lynch is one of my 


as his half dozen albums of original comedy 





that moment because it shows the 





refers to his jokes as "lies," 
best recorded comics ever, 


proves. This particular album is also good because Lynch gets to dress in 





both his ragged tramp and slick Mr. Motion clothes on the front cover (other 
albums saved his nice suit for the back cover), and because he does 
impressions of Richard Nixon, and Martin Luther King. There was no g 


about the latter, just a poignant conclusion to his act, which he ends with a 





black power plea rather than a big joke 


Petey Wheatstraw The Devils Son in Law OST (197 “Ghetto 
St. USA,” presumably backed by Nat Dove & the Devils, the band credited 


with this soundtrack. Lynch appeared in almost all of Rudy Ray Moore’s 


7) Lynch sings 





movies, but his resonant vocal backed by a sinful-sounding female gospel 
choir is one of the highlights of his cinematic forays 


Jimmy Lynch “Drivin’ Wheel” b/w “Drivin’ Wheel (Instrumental)” (DHB, 
1986) As good as you can expect from an independent , mid-80s music 
release by anybody — meaning, it was a lowpoint for production, with dated 
sounds and styles, and it was the least soulful moment in soul history. 


Jimmy “Mr. Motion” Lynch, the Gangster of Love “Are You Ready for 
Me” (Skip Quinn, 2001) After forty years of hoping to record as a musical 
artist, Lynch releases a full length of Malaco-style contemporary blues/soul. 
We interviewed him in New Orleans shortly after the release and he was 
genuinely proud of it, excited to present his dapper, romantic side instead of 
his clownish persona. Though it didn’t make the chitlin’ circuit splash it 
A-Go-Go and the kids ate it up. 


INCOMPLETE NON-LYNCH LA VAL DISCOGRAPHY 


might have, we danced to it hard on Chic- 





45s: Harps of the Coast “Up a Little Higher” b/w “Where the Soul of Man Never Dies” 
(501) 

The Mighty Stars of Joy “I Thank You Jesus” b/w “We Are the Mighty Stars of Joy” 
(503) 

Chick Willis “This is My Life” b/w The Things I Used To Do” (865) 


Bobby Wayne “You're Blowing My Mind” b/w “Someday Little Girl” (868, 197?) 
Chick Willis “Stoop Down Baby” b/w “It Ain’t Right” (871, 1972) 

“Daddy Daddy” b/w “I Just Got to Know” (872, 1972) 
“Something to Remember” (873, 1972) 
“Stoopdown Shuffle” (874, 1974) 
“Inflation (inst.)” (875, 1975) 


“The Griswold's 
Chick Willis “Motherfuyer” b/w 
Chick Willis “Stoop Down Baby No. Two” b/w 


Aaron (Chico) Bailey “Inflation Blues” b/w 


Cold Fire “Party Hardy” b/w “Badder than Bad” (876, 1977) 

Frisco “Dancing pt. 1” b/w “Dancing pt. 2” (890, 1979) 

Cold Fire “Party Hardy” b/w “Badder Than Bad” (SS-107/Soul Set, distributed by La 
Val, 1977) 


Eddie Vespa “Letter to My Ex-Wife” b/w 
distributed by La Val, 1974) 

Eddie Vespa “Letter From My Ex-Wife” b/w 
by La Val, 1975 

LPs: LVP 903 Al Sparks / Heard It at the 
LVB1327 Chick Willis Stoop Down Baby 
1101 Tommy Brown Live From the Shed House 


“I Used to Live in Chicago” (Vic, 1328, 
“Toasties and Jokesies” (Vic, distributed 
Barber Shop 


Let Your Daddy See (1972) 
1 Ain't Lyin Vol 2 
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WHEN Mark Jason Murray was seventeen in 
him a VHS of comedian Rudy Ray Moore’s 1975 blaxploitation film 
Dolemite. His mind blown by the outrageous sex, violence and 
wordplay, the Sacramento teen tracked down cassettes of Moore’s 
comedy albums, then tracked down Moore himself. Murphy soon 
found himself running the underground comedy legend’s website and 
collaborating with Moore on a biography, projects he has continued 
since Moore’s 2008 death. Researching Moore’s peers and rivals for 
the in-progress book led Murphy to carve a place for himself in 
comedy record history, as a guardian/reviver a lost artform. By 
reissuing (with the help of stalwart DVD label MVD) some of the 
filthiest, loosest, most offensive comedy records ever recorded, he 
hopes to bring back the lost thrills of the African American 
underground comedy albums, better known to the customers who 
covertly bought them from colluding clerks and played them at 
boozy, bawdy gatherings as “party records.” 

“Party records were albums that people would play at night after the 
kids went to bed, records you weren't supposed to have,” Murphy 
explains. “They weren't on the shelves at record stores, you would 
have to ask for them, then they would reach under the counter and put 
them in a paper bag. It was almost like you were doing a drug deal!” 
Though sexually-themed blues records have been popular since the 
1920s, “party records” became a phenomenon shortly after Los 
Angeles doo wop label Dooto began issuing LPs by naughty stand-up 
comic Redd Foxx in 1955, Over the next three decades Foxx would 
release over fifty albums of dirty, double entendre-filled jokes. In the 
late 60s Indiana-based singer/comic Jimmy Lynch released “Tramp 
Time,” which broke ground by including a single F-bomb, inspiring 
Moore to release the completely uncensored “Eat Out More Often” in 
1970. Both of those albums sold hundreds of thousands of copies, 
launching the 1970s’ black comedy record boom, led by the low 
budget Laff Records, whose catalogue Murphy now has access to. 
Last year he launched his Old School Comedy Classics series with re- 
releases of records by of Foxx, Skillet and Leroy (with Lawanda 
Page), Lynch, Mantan Moreland, and titles by long forgotten comics 
Booty Green, Baby Seals, and Chicago comedy duo Sonny & Pepper. 
These reissues aren’t flawless (the records were recorded on the 
cheap, and Laff was a notoriously shoddy operation), but the albums 
are not only amazing historical documents, but also still very funny. 
There's not a comic today who couldn’t learn something about timing 
and inflection from Foxx. Moreland, best known for his film roles in 
the 30s and 40s (accused by many, including Spike Lee in his film 
Bamboozled, of relying on negative stereotypes) demonstrates great 
gusto for X-rated 70s comedy, bringing vaudeville experience to 
graphic oral sex jokes. And Skillet and Leroy, remembered for their 
cameos on Foxx’s Sanford and Son sitcom (Foxx used his influence 








TICKET WET! A PARTY RECORD REVIVAL 


to employ numerous comics from the “chitlin’ circuit’ on the show, 
including former exotic dancer Page as Aunt Esther) have the 
audiences on their recordings howling with the abandon these taboo 
records are meant to inspire. While modern comedy audiences might 
find the setup/punchline, and Friar’s Club storytelling of these jokes 
dated, the comic rhythms and solid stagecraft demonstrated on these 
lost classics prove timeless. 
But in the age of Internet porn, is there still a place for playground 
jokes about midget women, pregnant gay men, African rabbits, and 
monkeys with yo-yos? Murphy is confident there is. “Nowadays 
everything is so easily accessible,” he laments, “and that can take 
some of the thrill out of life. But these records sill feel like you're 
not supposed to have them, While they have cultural significance for 
African Americans and they influenced a lot of stand-ups and hip hop 
artists, the real legacy of party records is that when you listen to one 
of them it feels like you’re doing something wrong!” 
LISTENER’S GUIDE 
Redd Foxx “I Ain’t Lied Yet” (Cult Collectibles/MVD) Although 
Foxx reissues are far more common than the other artists being 
reissued in this series, any excuse to listen to the master is good 
enough for me. This record was re-packaged as "Everything's Big" in 
1983, was put out by Polygram in 1994, and most of the material 
mirrored that on his ‘69 LP "Up Against the Wall," but all the jokes 
are great, and like the little-dicked lothario preacher in one of this 
LP’s winners, Foxx is "a strong repeater." It's all here. You want 
analytical dialect comedy? Bingo! Faith healer impotence jokes? 
Awesomely included! That "I don't want you to get your raffle ticket 
wet" story? Present & classic! A cunnilingus-adverse cop? Here he is, 
funny as heck! Sneezy orgasms? Nothing to sneeze at! "Steven Foster 
was a fag!" Confusing, but I'll go with it! Foxx is the all time greatest, 
and this record proves that even at his middle-est he was at his best! 
Jimmy Lynch “Nigger, Please!” (Cult Collectibles/MVD) [see 
Lynch discography]. Reissue note: The absurd cover art was one of 
the best selling points of party LPs, but these reissues have new 
cartoon cover art, which might have worked if it was more hip hop- 
ish or scandalous. I saw at recent Moms Mabley CD that was titled 
“MILF” with a sexy black model on the cover and instantly knew that 
was a great way to catch new eyes. Not sure if these cartoons would 
do that....the original covers (like this one with sharp dressed Lynch 
sweeping away drunken Tramp Lynch) might have worked better. 
Skillet and Leroy “2 or 3 Times a Day,” “Big Dead Dick,” Baby 
Seal “Not Guilty” (Cult Collectibles/MVD) For those of you only 
familiar with Leroy and Skillet from their cameos on Sanford and 
Son, get ready to forget Fred's bufoonish, passive pals, and introduce 
yourselves to two fast talking, filth-mouthed, crowd-pleasing, dirty 
joke masters who command the stage with their tales of rabbits, 
monkeys, sheep, midgets, sissies, pussies, and anything else these 
self-proclaimed Soul Clowns can work into a joke. And if you only 
know LaWanda Page from her Sanford and Son appearances, brace 
yourself...Aunt Esther is as sacred and clean-mouthed as the Dalai 
Lama compared to party record LaWanda! When listening to her 
comedy I’ve always been amazed she could perform on TV without 
slipping profanities in. The second S&L reissue Cult Collectibles is 
releasing, "Big Dead Dick," is the better of the two because it also 
features as a bonus the unjustly obscure Baby Seal album, featuring 
some old time comedy pretending to be X-rated 70s stuff. He actually 
does the "Sweet Violets/Shaving Cream" song where the punchline is 
that he's not saying "shit" in the tune...pretty meaningless in the 
pottymouthed post-Dolemite era, but pretty entertaining nonetheless. 
Baby Seal is a good comic and it's a shame how unknown he is today 
but a joy that his work has finally met the digital Tron-iverse. 
Mantan Moreland “Elsie’s Sportin’ House” (Cult 
Collectibles/MVD) Record diggers will attest that the Laff label was 





so popular that few of their LPs are rare, and comedy buffs might 
argue that the zero-budget, shoddily assembled, semi-audibly 
recorded black comedy "party records" they released in the 70s were 
not the apex of the art form. BUT I LOVE THEM! And I'm so happy 
this series is bringing these back. I have two Mantan Moreland 
records on Laff, and while I love him in movies (especially in the 
black cast films he did, mostly low budget though he did the one big 
budget flick...his "flies" line in Cabin in the Sky always slays me...) 
these records leave me lukewarm. While he does perform the classic 
"Indefinite Talk' routine, which goes back at least to the 1920s, he 
generally seemed to be cowtowing to current tastes with trashy sex 
humor that may not have been his forte ("That ain't my finger!"). That 
said, this is the first time I've heard this particular album, and while it 
is crazy foul mouthed and dirty, Moreland seems more confident and 
in command of this filth than he did on the other LPs. In fact, these 
albums, which were all released around, or just after, his '73 death, 
demonstrate some real boldness with outright profanity, which is 
impressive because these must have been recorded within a year or 
two of Moore emancipating the "f" word. Mantan is the Man! 

Booty Green "Pray to Booty," Sonny & Pepper "Battle of the 
Sexes" (Cult Collectibles/MVD) This disc, featuring two raucous 
albums, is the best in the Old School Comedy Classics party records 
reissue series. Though far more obscure than the other artists in the 
series, both of these acts truly capture the energy, historical weight 
and wildness of a live 70s black comedy show, documenting jokes 
and routines that harken bark to 19th Century minstrel stages 
(especially in the case of S&P's back and forth banter) and exploring 
freedoms to unleash profanity that were still fresh in the Me decade. 
Green's jokes are loud, bold, and ridiculous, utilizing stereotypes so 
broad and bizarre even he doesn't know what to make of them (his 
attempt to sound Chinese is genuinely confounding). He also does an 
epic toast called "Last of the Great Fucking Machines" that's worth 
the price of the album. The comparatively clean Sonny and Pepper 
deliver a thrilling live performance, breaking into blues songs, 
preacher cadence, and more spousal insults than a month of 
Lockhorns comics. It really feels like you are in the audience, and the 
howls surrounding you seem sincere! Super highly recommended! 
Dolemite weird wobbler, Blowfly weird Wobbler (Cult Collectibles) 
Though the Laff reissues may be the most historical activity Cult 
Collectibles has unleashed so far, co-credit MVD a bit for their 
release. But the bread and butter (outside of working on Dolemite’s 
legacy) of the CC bizness is releasing bobbleheads of exploitation 
movie figures. These have been ultra-obscure, mostly honoring the 
gory 80s horror films by Italian director Lucio Fulci (plus a doll 
celebrating the ultra-offensive pseudo blaxploitation film Black Devil 
Doll). But considering Murray's relationship with Moore it’s no 
surprise that the real triumph of this series is Dolemite! Granted, this 
does not look like Rudy Ray Moore. Bobble heads rarely are strong 
likenesses, as the balance of cartoony and portrait-y is super hard to 
negotiate. Few baseball bobbleheads triumph, and non-sports ones 
(other than cartoon-based ones) generally suck. There is no bigger 
Redd Foxx fan in the US of A than I, yet 1 CAN NOT buy the Foxx 
bobblehead because the likeness is so awful. But Moore’s 
pummeling pimp (he actually has a springed arm so his fist bobbles 
as well) looks like Dolemite thinks he looks — beautiful, with a 
smooth, rich complexion, and a trim, sexy figure. If there is a frame 
of film where Dolemite doesn’t act like he looks like this good I’ve 
never seen it. This is a triumph! It was followed by a Blowfly issue, 
and though Blowfly had some OK records back in the day (more 
misses than hits, as 3 grade-level naughty word comedy has some 
funny deficiencies built in), but his dreadful current act, playing with 
an inept punk band, in a not cool inept way, is no way to go through 
life. But his bobbler is pretty boffo, so I recommend getting this 
instead of a new CD or concert ticket. 
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In 1997 Roctober helped Pedro Bell (friend/colleague/Afro- 
Futurist visionary responsible for Funkadelic’s dynamic gatefold 
covers) create Zeep, a retrospective mag commemorating P- 
Funk’s induction into the RocknRoll Hall of Fame (he sold it on 
the street outside the induction). One of the finest pieces in the 
book had Pedro and David Mills (TV writer genius/#1 Funkateer) 
interview James Wesley Jackson, the stand-up comic who opened 
for P-Funk and contributed to some classic P-Funk tracks. The 
Chicago-based “enviromedian” released a great 1972 LP “Souled | 
Out! (Plum), recorded live on the South Side opening for 
Funkadelic at Mandel Hall on University of Chicago’s campus. 
This also the show that inspired Pedro, then a college DJ, to 
do his Ist Funkadelic artwork (a show flyer), leading to his 
induction in the Funk Mob. Jackson is still active (a project with 
Pedro is in production), but Mills (who wrote an award winning 
episode of Homicide about a rare funk LP-related crime) sadly 
passed away in 2010. The following intro and interview is an 
edited version of his Zeep contribution. | 
One of the untold stories of P-Funk is James Wesley Jackson's. The | 
standup comic regularly opened for Funkadelic back in the chitlin’ 
circuit days, but most present day Funkateers probably never head 
him perform til they copped the live Brides of Funkenstein CD, 
recorded in the late 70s when James Wesley was back on the road 
with the Mob. There's about 10 minutes of his act on the Brides disc, 
and the crowd ain't exactly going for it. You can hear a heckler yell 
out “So what!” when presented with one of James Wesley's laid back 
observations. A much hipper listneng experience is his 1972 comedy 
LP “Souled Out!” Recorded during an actual prelude to a 
Funkadelic concert, this album offers the ideal setting for James 
Wesley's playful, thoughtful, earthy, pot-flavored humor (“It’s a 
Funkadelia kind of thing, just being yourself. You can’t help but be 
funky if you be yourself”). And it ends with the comedian jamming on 
his juice harp while Bernie Worrell backs him up on organ! But you 
don’t need this hard-to-find vinyl to dig on Jackson's contributions to 
the P. That's him playing juice harp on classic cut “Loose Booty;” he 
receives writing credit on “Wake Up,” because George Clinton had 
taken the line “Wake up, live in the presence of your future” from 
among the slogans written inside Jackson's old VW; and he’s one of 


















the thousand voices doing background vocals on “Knee Deep 
dropped in on Mr. Jackson and brought along Pedro Bell: 
DAVID MILLS: I just recently heard your “Souled Out!” album 
for the first time and it’s amazing to me how, philosophically, it’s 
in line with what the funk was all about, even at that early stage. 
Don’t let TV control your mind, don’t be ashamed of your body. 
How did you hook up with the band? 

James Wesley Jackson: I got booked in Lansing, Michigan to do one 
show. I did the show, and I left my tape recorder on stage. And [The 
Funkadelics, who went on after me] were too loud! I was going to go, 
but my tape recorder was on stag. I went to the back and I was talking 
to Ron Scribner, the manager from Canada. He said, “Man, you are 
the talking part of this funk...there’s some things that you say that we 
play music about. It would be really great if we could kind of hook up 
together.” He just kind of threw that out and I said ,“Yeah, I'd like to, 
man.” 

D: You hadnt heard of them? 

No, I hadn’t heard of them. They said they were coming to Chicago, 
and that I would open for them. There was a club on the Northside 
called the Apollo — I lived on the Northside at the time — and I had 
been going there asking the guy if I could do some comedy there. 
And he said “Naw.” It was just flat “Naw.” So the Funks came into 
town, I opened up for ‘em, and after the show the owner called me 
back and he says, “Man, how come you don’t come in here and do 
some comedy?” (laughs) That was the first show, and it went well. 
Seemed like the flow from my opening was to bringing them on was 
like,,,and they jammed! I had a Volkswagon, and I would get in my 
Volkswagon and drive to Detroit, and I would hook up with Grady 
(Thomas) and Fuzzy (Haskins). Usually go to Fuzzy’s house, because 
Fuzzy was a family man and it was just nice. And then Grady and 
them, they’d come on by. Grady would usually be the one to ride with 
me. I’d hook up every weekend almost, I'd drive over there and pick 
up Grady and Fuzzy, then drive somewhere to a show. 

D: how long had you been a comic before crossing paths with 
Funkadelic? 

First I did magic. I was working at the University of Chicago, and I 
was a magician around there. One night I had a show and someone 
stole my car with my equipment in it, so I had to do stand-up. And I 
was not funny. I wasn’t man, it was painful. I can still see the 
expression on some of those people’s faces. (laughs) 

D: So how ‘d you develop your own thing of dealing with the 
same issues that the funk separately was dealing with. Self- 
awareness and ... 

Yeah, my background in behavioral science, so that was a big 
influence on my comedy. 

Pedro Bell: Tell the truth. (puffs an imaginary joint then busts out 
laughing) 

Oh yeah. Well, honest, no kidding, I wasn’t doing that too much. I 
hadn’t even gotten high yet. I really hadn’t, doing the magic, then 
comedy. It was like three years later. There’s a great folk singer 
named Terry Callier, and Bob Ireland, who is a poet, and we used to 
go by his house on Sundays. And I tried it one time with them. I 
didn’t have to really be funny, it was practice time, guys would go up 
and try out their poems. And I said, “Let me sit down.” And they both 
started laughing in the bac.k They were aware that I'd never smoked 
before so they were checking me closely. So I could tell from the 
laughter, “Oh, they know.” So I went on with it. I sit down on the 
stool and I start just rambling... 

P: Of course! (laughs) 

That’s when it got started. When I hooked up with Funkadelic in 
Lansing I had been partaking in the herb for a while. And I was 
amazed because the dressing room, or course...the aroma, oooh, the 
aroma was just fumigating. So I said, these boys have a lot of fun 
when they work, don’t they?” 


D; As time went on how did you interact with George? Would he 
let you know he liked your comedy? 

Oh yeah, he would let me know. George, when I first got there, he 
was like one of the Funkadelics. He would stay at the hotel, he would 
be with everybody. He’d ride with me sometimes. I had written in my 
Volkswagon — with a sign in the window that said “Do we really all 
look alike? — I had written up in there, “Once upon a time called 
now...between the “n” and the “w” we “o” it to ourselves...” And 
George took it right in. George would hear you say something, and 
the next time you saw it, it'd be in the cut. 

D: That’s a gift, though. That’s an ear, to hear something out of 
all the noise in the world, and know it’s going to work, and make 
it work. 

Make it work. He did, man...one time in Louisville, Kentucky we 
were at a place called the Barrel. We had just been together for 
weeks. They had talked about taking their clothes off but nobody ever 
did it. 1 wore overalls at the time. That was my thing, I always wore 
overalls. And I had on short overalls that night. And that night 
(laughs) 1 unbuttoned my thing and I dropped my overalls, and I 
don’t wear shorts, so I was standing there butt naked! And George 
told me this himself, he said men didn’t know what to do, they didn’t 
know how to keep their ladies from seeing it. So everybody had this 
look on there face like they don’t know what to do. And I’m standing 
there with my overalls draped over my arms saying, “This is the 
naked truth. Free your mind and your ass will follow,” something like 
that, and then I took my bow and went off stage, man, and George 
was saying, “They didn’t know what kind of expression to have on 
their face.” He had never seen people act like that because George 
and them had never quite gone that far. 

DM: James Demby told me to ask you to tell the story of when 
Funkadelic opened for Black Oak Arkansas. 

It was so weird, man, because it was an all-white audience, and I 
don’t think we were supposed to open...well, I don’t know how that 
happened, but anyway, everybody was drinking beer. Beer was all on 
the floor. Maybe it wasn’t all beer (laughs). Man, somebody pulled 
Fuzzy aside, and they thought he was white, so they started talking to 
him about, “If any of them mess with your girl, let me know, ‘cause 
we gonna kick their ass.” And Fuzzy’s just listening, going along 
with it. He came back and told us all about it. 1 went up and I had to 
do comedy. Everybody was standing up and I don’t know if they 
were listening or not. I did a short set, because I didn’t know if they 
were laughing or just being noisy and I thought they were laughing 
(laughs). Anyway, Black Oak Arkansas came on stage and started 
playing “Dixie.” And they played it a long time. And man, we’re 
getting dressed, getting ready to get out of there, cause we didn’t 
understand why they were playing “Dixie” so long, you know. Man, 
that was a hell gig if we ever had a hell gig. 
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For info on JWJ’s new DVD write to: dobiemaxwell@aol.com 
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LOOK AT MR. LEE 





y Jake Austen 
There are at least five reasons I was compelled to sit down for hours 
with Lee Kirksy, aka Mr. Lee, and get his story. The first is that over 
the last few years I’ve been researching a number of stories and 
collecting oral histories about musical culture on Chicago's 
Southside in the late 60s and early 70s, resulting in, among other 
things, a series of cover stories for the Chicago Reader. But whether I 
was looking into the early days of the Jackson Five, the history of the 
original, local version of Don Cornelius’ Soul Train TV dance show, 
or the world of Chicago's black social clubs, and the lavish banquet 
hall parties promoters like Fletcher Weatherspoon threw on 
weekends (drawing hundreds of well dressed partiers who enjoyed 
spectacular music and raucous comedy by the likes of Jimmy Lynch 
and Rudy Ray Moore), the name Mr. Lee always came up. The second 
was that a specific form of entertainment, one that I'd previously 
never considered, was a constant in this research. Mr. Lee with his 
Superfly Revue, Clint Ghent (who hosted local Soul Train) with his 
Budlanders, and the eccentric white dancer now known as Dancin’ 
Man (then known as Dancin’ Boy) with his desegregated duo Night 
and Day all had comedy dance acts where they would go to 
nightclubs or banquets and do acrobatic dance routines, mixed with 
an often naughty narrative acted out by the dancers while a deejay 
Spun popular records. These pantomime acts sometimes involved 
joketelling, usually involved literal reenactments of lyrics, and 
frequently drew upon James Brown for dance inspiration. And while 
pantomiming to records has been a popular pastime since there were 
records (“dummy” acts were performed on vaudeville, the borscht 
belt, and elsewhere, with Jerry Lewis’ original act being physical 
comedy and funny dances performed alongside records, and TV 
shows from the 50s and 60s often had hosts lipsynch to hits). Shane, a 
local dancer who passed away recently, was the original “Night” in 
Night and Day in 1967, then spent over forty years as Mr. Lee's 
dance partner. He reportedly was one of the most gifted practitioners 
of this artform. The third reason was that my interview with tramp 
comic Jimmy Lynch had some incredible parallels with Lee’s tale, 
including both turning old suits into triumphant hobo costumes, both 
working for decades for “Spoon” (Fletcher Weatherspoon was the 
best Chicago employer of each of them), and both briefly becoming 
accidental pimps. The reason that should be most compelling to 


Roctober readers is that Lee’s name is on perhaps the most bizarre 
45 in Chicago history. “Love and Happiness” by Mr. Lee with the 
Rearrangers Band is basically a field recording from a rowdy 
Southside nightclub. Taking “sampling” to another level years before 
the term existed, this early ‘70s side features a deejay in a nightclub 
(the Skyway Lounge) playing Al Green’s popular song from his 1972 
“I'm Still in Love with You” LP, while the loud lounge drinkers hoot, 
holler, talk, whistle, clap, sing along, and go about there business. 
Someone on a microphone urges the imbibers along, and 
occasionally the crowd gets excited. When the Al Green vinyl ends 
someone shouts, “one more time,” and the adept deejay drops the 
needle on the chorus and the party starts back up. It ends with 
someone urging the deejay to do it again. This turns out to be a 
recording of Lee performing his most popular pantomime routine, 
which, of course, makes no sense on a 45, but became locally 
popular, which makes more sense when one considers that Hi 
Records refused to release Green's song, a radio hit, as a single in 
the U.S., so Mr. Lee’s rowdy excerpt of it (a minute shorter than the 
source) was the only way to get it on jukebox, own it without owning 
the LP, and to play it in your car if you had a pimped out ride with a 
record player (which Lee did). But the most important reason I did 
this article is that Lee made me do it. In two ways. First of all, I saw 
Lee everywhere...even after fifty years in entertainment the trim 70 
year-old spends his weekends running from one event to another each 
weekend, still doing ten minutes of pantomime here, “Love and 
Happiness” there, all the while doing summersaults, headstands, and 
fluid bumps and grinds. And he dresses sharp (at his 2013 birthday 
party event, which was in a packed banquet hall, every guest paying 
$50 for dinner and a show, I saw Lee in at least seven outfits...and I 
got there late). Basically, the jaw-dropping sight of Lee doing his 
thing compels you to know more. But Lee also specifically told me to 
interview him, pretty much scheduling it before I requested it, 
because in addition to dazzling dance moves, Lee survived in this biz 
because he knows how to promote himself, as his annual beach and 
birthday parties attest to. 1 sat down with Lee at my kitchen table as 
he walked me through a half-century of showstopping. 

Mr. Lee: I was born in '43, in Argo, outside of Chicago, my family 
came from Louisiana about two years before I was born. I graduated 
from Argo High School in ‘61, and by then I was already dabbling in 
show business, but in 1962 I got hired at GM in LaGrange, so from 
then on I always had money. My first big gig as an entertainer was in 
*64, somebody hired me to do a banquet and gave me $15. I didn’t 
know you could get paid for this. 

Roctober: Were you performing music and dancing? 

ML: No, we did comedy. I was a comedian first. I was doing like 
Jimmy Lynch, doing that Funky Tramp. I was doing a hobo act. 

R: You started doing that while you were in high school? 

In high school I was singing at the football games. I was a halfback, 
we were the first national champion of Argo High in the whole 
hundred years they been there, and when you're riding back and forth 
to the game you’re singing on the bus. I tried to get in the choir, but 
in the choir they want you to be in conjunction with everybody and 
when you're thinking you're the ham...they kicked me out of choir 
because I was trying to take over, do what I wanna do, be who I am, 
instead of singing along with everybody. 

Did you sing in church? 

No, my son do. I didn’t really get off into singing. I’ve always been 
into comedy. Comedian first, just doing comedy, at first I did 
pantomime with my group the Velvatones, and skits with Al Sullivan 
as my straight man. Later I had a hobo act. I put the hobo clothes over 
my regular clothes and then I come out stumbling like I’m a drunk, 
talking crazy, signifying, cause I was one of the best signifiers back 
then. They also used to have used to have pantomime shows. See, I’m 
living in Argo, I don’t know these cats from the city. Guys and Gals 
was the hot spot but I didn’t catch up to that hot spot til ‘67 I was 
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working Robbins, Joliet, Phoenix, all out in the suburbs, then I come 
into the city and I see these guys doing this pantomiming, but I had 
been pantomiming since the early 1960s.. 

That would be like a comedy dance routine... 

Yeah we were doing James Brown, my partner, Bro’ Shane would 
lead the song, real name Albert McCall dance name was Shane. He 
singing James Brown, I’m dancing, doing handstands, flips, we're 


- flipping each other over. Back in the day we were pantomiming to the 


record. I come out first telling jokes with my hobo clothes, so I go 
through my little skit and he come up, ‘Hey man, what’s your name?” 
And I tell him my name, ‘Where you from?’ ‘Mississippi,’ “Spell 


—it!,” all that, then he asks, ‘where you go to school at?’ And I say the 


only thing that kept me from going to college was high school., just 
little back and forth jokes, And then he tells me, ‘Man I wanna 
dance,’ I say, ‘Let me dance with you,’ I got my hobo clothes on and 
he going through his routine and whatever he do I’m trying to do it 
with him. We are in SYNCH. I throw him over my head, go into my 
split, come up and do the Flip Wilson pump the bump like that, roll to 
the side, he rolls, I roll, keep the people interested. See we danced 
together 45 years, so my whole career was dancing with him as a 
dance team. Like the Nicholas Brothers, that’s what we were like 
How long was the act? 

I reckon its about ten minutes. 

Where did you perform? 

All over Chicago, the High Chapparal, Essex Ballroom, Keyman’s 
Club on the Westside, every banquet hall in Chicago, Parkway 
Ballroom on 47" St., Princeton Hall over on 47" and the Elk’s Lodge 
on 51* and Prairie, then you got the Grand Ballroom on 64" and 
Cottage, Budland... 

The Budlanders, the pantomime dancers from Budland, would do 
elaborate skits, one of them would be in drag... 

I did that also. Yeah we did one skit called “T’aint Nothing to Me,” it 
was by the Coasters, (sings) “taking a drink to the end of the bar, 
buddy,” and this woman’s sitting in a chair drinking and Shane is 
messing with her, and I say “don’t you see she belongs to him” and 
he’s steady trying and then the guy gets up and starts fighting with 
Shane, and I’m trying to stop them. 

So you had a girl in the act? 

Sometimes early on I had Loretta Sullivan, she was the first, Little 
Mary Jane she played my 500 pound wife, Cleo the Clean Up 
Woman, sometimes Shirley King, B.B.’s daughter, Sweet Dee Dee, 
that was his Shane’s wife that died. And some of the strippers that 
were working with me. 

Strippers or shake dancers? 

Well the shake dancer that worked with me was Lucky Bombshell, 
that was way back in ‘67, ‘68 °69. Strippers were the girls who came 
along later who were taking off their stuff and just stripping. A shake 
dancer back then, what they did, they could shake. A stripper come 
out and do a dance routine, sometimes do a fire dance, or stuff where 
they take off a piece until they get down to... well, Tashamo, she went 
all the way because she put a cigarette in her vagina, blow smoke 
rings 

Where would you do an act like that? 

We did it up in the resort at Michigan, we did it at in banquet halls 
when it was a different kind of crowd. Not when we were working 
with the elite type crowds, but when we were working in the 
neighborhood crowds we would bring Tashamo in. Joliet Robbins, 
Markham, Dixmoor, little places where it ain’t no swank, it’s just a 
hood show. 

What were some of your other routines? 

“The Creeper” skit was a skit where Shane was married, and he’s 
getitng ready to go on a trip and he’s telling his old lady, ‘one of my 
relatives done died I’m going to go down South. While I’m gone I 
don’t want nobody in my house, I don’t want even no womens in my 
house,” he talking stuff back and forth, and she says, ‘OK baby you 
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go,’ and he leaves, and when he leaves she says, ‘I’m so glad he’s 
gone because I got this here handsome guy,’ and then I come out 
falling with the wine, drinking Ripple and Thunderbird and 20/20, 
sothe guys are going crazy because they didn’t have wine in 
nightclubs back then, so by me having this real wine all the fellas are 
rushing to the front because they know its real wine and they want me 
to kind of give them a hit while I’m doing my show. 
And you would? 
(Laughs) Yeah! The wine...that’s a whole different story. Anyway, in 
the skit she says ‘I hear my husband coming, I hear my husband 
coming, you better get in the closet,’ so I get in the closet, and he 
says, ‘something’s going on around here,’ she says, ‘no it ain't,’ he 
says, ‘something’s going on here, it smells like chitlins or something, 
what's that over there?’ I’m just shaking, he comes over and says, 
‘who are you!’ I say, ‘I’m the mothball man I come to take your 
clothes to your cleaner,’ he says, ‘what are you doing here?’ I say, 
‘I’m listening to the radio,’ he says, ‘I didn’t hear no music’!’ I say, 
‘that’s cause you wasn’t plugged in like I was.’ ‘I know karate!’ “You 
don’t know karate, I’m going to karooty your booty,’ and I leap up in 
the air like Bruce Lee and miss him, and fall the floor, and the people 
in the audience are like, ‘I know he’s hurt.’ 
How did you and Shane partner up? 








You ever hear of Bill Street Lounge? I met him there in °67. He had 
just come out of the service, Vietnam, and this is when he was 
winning all the contests. I waited until I could study how to beat him, 
and I couldn’t figure it out for a year, until I figured I had to come in 
and get sympathy with my hobo clothes on and do a popular record 
like “Stay in My Corner” and do all the parts, and then after he did 
his song, I came out and I had on custom clothes. 

Where’s Night and Day fit into this? 

Night and Day came before all of that. When Shane first came out of 
the service in °67 Shane and Dancing Man was dancing as Night and 
Day. Dancing Man was mad at Shane cause Shane went with me, 
Dancing Man was on our revue sometimes. 




















Mr. Lee and Shane 

Now let’s go back to the hobo routine... 

Pll tell you how it came about. My father died and I went up in the 
attic and I got his clothes, and one day I was at the Cotton Club in 
Argo in 1966, and I had been doing these little pantomime shows, so I 
just took my Daddy’s clothes and turned them inside out and I just 
did the same thing and people were just dying laughing. And then I’d 
go back and change and put on sharp clothes for another number, so 
one day I didn’t have time so I said I’m going to put these hobo 
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clothes over my regular clothes, and when I showed the regular 
clothes underneath they screamed, it was history! 

Jimmy Lynch performed in fancy clothes as well, but he didn’t 
have his fancy clothes underneath his tramp clothes, did he? 

I’m the only one that did that. Jimmy just did that gorilla joke, that’s 
what made him famous, talking about kissing the gorilla and stuff like 
that. That’s how Fletcher and I met, Jimmy Lynch had caught a case 
in California and couldn’t come here for his show. And Fletcher had 
booked the place and had a packed house and he didn’t have nobody 
that could fill, so he wanted me to act like I was Jimmy Lynch, so I 
came in. I’d been doing my hobo routine for years. 

Had you seen him do it first? 

No. 

Who had you seen do a hobo act? 

Nobody. 

So you regularly wore fancy clothes... 

I was sharp. I also had a brand new deuce and quarter red and white 
convertible with a TV and record player in it. In '64 | had a Chevy 
Super Sport convertible 409 with 357 rims, scoop on the hood, lakers 
going down the side, rolling pleated seats, fur rugs on my floor, quad 
speakers...a museum piece. 

Were you married? 

I was married when I was 19, but I wasn’t with my wife all this time I 
was doing this. I was separated. 

This is mostly from factory money, right? 

Oh yeah, for the shows I was only getting five or ten dollars, no real 
money. 

You’d play nightclubs and social clubs? 

Mostly social clubs. We caught on. Albert King said Mr. Lee, you’re 
going to be the biggest social club entertainer in Chicago, because I 
was doing 2-3 shows a night. 

So you didn’t even see the other acts, because you’d just keep 
moving. 

I was playing with the boy from Battle Creek, Booker T and the MGs, 
Lefty Diggs, just different people. But I was so hot because I was a 
dancer. Women always just loved to see me move. After Fletcher 
hired me in 1972 he started calling me Mr. Superfly Lee, that’s when 
Superfly had came out. I had the pink suit with the pink hat to match, 
because I had money from General Motors, so I’m looking the part 
when most of them still carrying their clothes around in a paper bag. 
Still, your act is ten minutes long. 

The acts ain’t no more than ten minutes long but the whole show I 
can do a half an hour because I’m in with Shane I’m doing my own 
thing, I’m going to do stand up comedy... 

Did you write your own material or would you borrow jokes 
from other comedians? 

You'd do a little of both. Pretty Bop. Allen Young, Walleye Jones, 
Hi-Fi White back then was real funny. Then you had some guys with 
their dummies and stuff, you could pick up some of their stuff. And 
my father, they'd tell me old jokes from back in the day 

What was a popular joke you might tell? 

When I was down south my daddy had this bird dog, and they were 
always talking about how smart this bird dog was, I told him that bird 
dog ain’t shit. So we went hunting the dog came out and ran up on 
my daddy’s leg and said, ‘roof roof.’ ‘What he’s trying to tell you 
there’s one bird in there,’ and sho ‘nuff he flushed out one bird. 
‘That’s what he’s trying to tell you.’ Then he said, ‘roof roof roof.’ 
‘He ‘s telling you there’s two birds in there.’ Shot up and two birds 
came out. Got down to a big clump of bushes, the dog’s humping 
him. Jump rights out get on my daddy's knee. I said, ‘what’s wrong 
with that damned dog?’ ‘So many fucking birds he can’t count em!” 
Were their some places you couldn’t curse? 

Yes. You'd just say, ‘So many flucking.’ You got swank joints where 
you don’t go there, the Parkway Ballroom, Grand Ballroom, Essex 
Ballroom., Princeton Hall... 


But Fletcher was bringing Rudy Ray Moore to the Grand 
Ballroom, obviously he’s cursing. 
Grand Ballroom you could curse sometimes and they wouldn’t take 
you off, but not the Parkway. Bowties and tuxedos! They didn’t do 
that low class stuff at the Parkway. You know where we did that at? 
The Packing House. Packing House wasn’t nothing but a ghetto, get 
down, bring your food, do marathons, start a two in the afternoon... 
Where was it? 

43" and Wabash. That was the office for the Packers downtown, they 
had the ballroom downstairs 

But you also played nightclubs likes Guys and Gals. 

I was there with the Whispers when they first came to town. Over at 
Guys and Gals it was mostly up and coming entertainers like Alvin 
Cash, Whispers, Michael Jackson. I opened for the Jackson Five. I 
used to go over to their house and just hang out, they were just like 
any of the young acts I started with, I always had kids in my act, they 
weren't no major thing. 

They played Guys and Gals in 1969 after they were signed but 
before their record was out. 

They hadn’t become famous. His father used to make him come out 
of the basement to see Shane and me, the main reason he was 
interested in Shane was because Shane was doing James Brown. and 
Michael had never seen the real James Brown. When his father saw 
Shane he said, ‘Michael, you got to go up and see these two guys,’ 
because we were doing no-hand flips, stuff like that. 

Why were they in the basement? 

They was the main act, we was going on before them, the dad wanted 
them to stay hid til it was time for them to go on, but he wanted to be 
sure they watched us this time. All I know is the first time Michael 
came up to me and said, ‘Hey Mr. Lee, my dad told me to ask you do 
you think Shane can show me how to pivot,’ he couldn’t spin, he just 
didn’t know how to pivot, Shane could pivot on a dime. Shane was 
just the ultimate James Brown. 

How many nights a week were you performing? 

Every night. I ain’t performing every night, but I’m going out looking 
for somewhere I can party. I was like a party starter. When I come in 
a place they know they fixing to have fun. Because I can tell jokes 
and can dance I can act I can do it all, women loving me cause I’m a 
ham, I’m funny, I got money, a 65 Chevy sport convertible with an 
RCA record player, a Sony TV. 

How did a record player in a car work? While your driving it 
played? 

Oh yeah, I had sponges so it don't bounce. 

You could order that for your car? 

Yeah, but you had to get it installed so it don’t hit bumps. | ordered it 
and you customized it to fit. 

It played 45s? 

45s. 

Did it have a record changer 

They dropped down. I put an LP player in there one time. I had a guy 
offer me ten thousand dollars for that car, white boy, his mama said 
‘T'll buy it if you’ll sell it,’ but I wouldn’t sell it because when I 
stopped at a light people would stop just to see it because I had 
chrome everything. I had put about $9000 into it. . | took my Mama’s 
telephone out of the house, put that in the car. They had CBs I had my 
mom’s telephone. It wasn’t working but I was acting like I was on the 
phone. I got “Mr. Lee” written on the front end of my car, I got the 
front end jacked up, we didn’t have hydraulics. 

Did you ever get harassed for your car by police? 

Never in Chicago, but going through Louisiana and Little Rock. 
What happened? 

I was going to Homewood, Louisiana and a couple of things 
happened. In Little Rock, Arkansas they stopped us, I had a Japanese 
girlfriend. I was going to Grambling to see some college kids, show 
off my Japanese woman, things like that. Two white guy followed 
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me from Little Rock all the way to Louisiana just to see the car, I 
didn’t know, My auntie was kind of scared when two white boys 
knocked on her door because Emmett Till had got killed and all that 
shit. But they just wanted to see the car. And I took them for a ride. 
That was all that was. They had trailed the car, they kept asking 
people,had they seen the ‘64 convertible, red and white jacked up in 
the front with a grill and those lakers going down the side. I was 
coming through Homer, Louisiana the police pulled me over and he 
said, ‘Hey boy, what you coming through here with those loud pipes 
for? ‘ I didn’t even have them open, they was closed. “I'll tell you 
what, I don’t care whether they making a noise or not, we don’t want 
you coming through here no more. We don’t want no other boys 
coming down here with these pretty cars acting like...” Cause white 
boys would invite me to the Dairy Queen just to see the car. They 
invited me to the white side but I told them I'd prefer if they came on 
the black side because I don’t want to be disrespecting my peoples, I 
made them come on over to the black side. 

When you were taking that car down South did you consider that 
a political act? 

See they were marching down there. 

How did your car fit in with the marches? 

Well, what happened was the white world loved those type of cars 
back then, they liked those hot rod type care, so by me coming 
through the south, some restaurants we couldn’t eat in because they 
didn’t serve blacks, but down in Joplin, Missouri they liked my car so 
well that the mechanics would go in and get food and bring it back to 
me, they’d say, ‘You don’t need to be sittin’ in there anyways with 
those prejudiced folks, Mr. Lee, let us change your oil.’ Anything so 
they could go under my hood see what I got because I had plastic gas 
lines running to my manifolds so you could see the gas, chrome 
radiator cap, chrome lakers on the side, everything chrome, you'd 
have to put your sunglasses when you opened that hood up. 

No one ever vandalized or tried to steal it? 

They stole it, they stole it. They stole it off my job. They stripped it 
down to bare metal. 

Did you know who did it? 











I didn’t find out until six years later, some boys were talking and they 
was telling me there father worked with me and they were telling me 
the greatest steal they ever made was a ‘64 Chevy from General 
Motors where his dad worked at, I told him what was your Daddy’s 
name, he told me the name, it was my Union man, I told him ‘do you 
know who I am”?’ He said, ‘yeah, you’re Mr. Lee.’ I said, ‘What was 
on the side of that car’ He said, “Oh god...you’re Mr. Lee!’ He had 
said they were listening to the record player while they were stripping 
it down. 

Were you heartbroken? 

1 was very heartbroken from losing the first one because that was 
original. 

When that person told you that six years later you were cool? 

I was alright, because I had a deuce and a quarter then. 

Tell me about the Skyway Lounge where your record was 
recorded. 

That’s where I had Chaka Khan in my act. I used to let her sing, 
Chaka was coming to the Skyway with her friend Dee Dee after they 
got out of school, 

Where was Skyway? 

75" right off of the Dan Ryan. 

How big? 

It hold about 250. That’s where they really started Soul Train, Don 
Cornelius had a club set there. I was just working on the weekends up 
there, helping out Danny Moore and his brothers. | would bring in 
bands, I always had a revue with good acts I would include whenever 
there was work. 

But all folks would get was five dollars each? 

Sometimes 3 or 4, or I’d buy them something to eat. Because I had 
money from General Motors. 

What was the most you would get back then? 

25 or 30 dollars. 

Even at Fletcher’s things? 

Fletcher would give us about 100 dollars. I had the Leerettes, I had 
Shane, I had Dee Dee.. 

Everybody’s lip synching? 

Chaka sang live. I didn’t sing but my acts did. I had a guy doing 
Aretha Frinaklin, you heard of Mr. Aretha Franklin? I had a guy 
dressed up like Aretha and he sang just like her. Shirley King married 
him. Skyway was another Bill Street, Guys and Gals, where all the 
people that had any kind of record or any kind of status, that’s where 
they played because Danny would showcase them. He brought 
through some of the best entertainment that was coming to Chicago. 
Because it was swank, it was real swank. Gallo wine’s people came 
to see my act. Danny had been telling him about this guy who would 
have this wine bottle, I was doing Thunderbird and Ripple. And they 
brought in eight cases of wine and eight cases of beer a they sold all 
eight cases of the wine and two cases of the beer, the rest is history. 
They sent their representative out to the nightclubs about letting them 
bring wine into the clubs because at the time the clubs only had 
Bristol Créme. Redd Foxx did the commercial, they wouldn’t let me 
do the commercial, they wouldn’t give me no money and they 
wouldn’t sponsor me (laughs). They said ‘Thanks for the idea!” 

What year was this? 

That was in the ‘70s, Skyway...I had me own club in ‘76 called Mr. 
Lee’s Brickhouse. 

Where was that? 

In Markham, for about three years. I had the Ink Spots out there, and I 
had Donny Hathaway out there and I had Millie Jackson, Little 
Milton. I was doing like $6000 a weekend. Line would be 300 deep. 
What happened with the club? 

Everybody stealing. The Alderman, the police, the fire department, 
ministers and shit, everybody want a payout. And the guy I was in 
with that had his name on the building, because I didn’t put my name 
on anything, he was just ripping off his own self. I was keeping the 





Lee and Shane 


joint going with my money from General Motors. I made them put 
my name on the building because I figured if I don’t make no money 
on it I want to get the accolades from it. I enjoyed the big names, but 
who gave me my biggest thrills was Walter Jackson. We was working 
Roberts 500 and Roberts 300 rooms and I was doing the banquets 
upstairs. .. 

The Roberts Motel? 

Yes, 63" right there before King Drive, the Roberts 500 room. 
Walter Jackson met me and just liked me because I was funny and 
when he’d get off his shows he’d come out to my club and just sing 
for me for free. Walter was just an extremely beautiful person. He 
was such an artist, such a genius. Donny Hathaway, the same way, 
Donny Hathaway was so nice to me, I had him sing for my wife’s 
birthday. He came in we just hit it off. Back then I was handling a lot 
of money, from General Motors and the little jobs I’m doing three 
nights a week, so you got a little money and you can play around 
with, do things with nightclubs, dress like Superfly, new cars, meet 
good people... 

Did people think you were dealing drugs or pimping? 

They thought I was pimping, but they knew I wasn’t dealing no 
drugs.But they thought I got high, they couldn’t understand how I 
was flipping and doing all this..."what you on?’ I said, ‘I’m on some 
Jesus.’ It’s the Jesus spirit in me that they see. I went through a little 
drug thing for six years, from around 1980. I did no drugs until 1980. 
Then I was doing coke and smoked a little reefer. | went into 
treatment in 1989. But they assumed I was pimping. I did it for about 
an hour. What I mean by that is a girl chose me, took me down by 
43" and Indiana told me she going to go to work, so I’m stupid, I’m 
just sitting there, police come, they said, ‘man do you know where 
you at?’ I said, ‘not really, I just with this young lady I met.’ They 
said, ‘this is a redlight district, you ain't no pimp?’ ‘I said ‘no, I’m Mr 
Lee.’ He said, ‘I heard of you, you an entertainer.’ I said, ‘this girl 
chose me.’ He said, ‘she thinking you a pimp, man, just move along, 
when she comes back tell her you ain’t in the pimping game.’ I was 
out at Mr, G’s, it wasn’t Mr. G’s then, it was called Carl Davis ‘ 
Palace, he the one that owned it. So this girl chose me. We broke up 
because I was buying more than the tricks were. She said, ‘why you 
paying me, you know I’m your girl,’ I said, ‘I’m tired of waiting in 
line until you get through with all these other folks.’ She said, you 
ain’t really a pimp’, so the guy she left, she went back to him. So that 
was my only little stint with pimping. People just assumed I was, 
because I had this Japanese girl. Fuko. She was from Japan She was 
here because she had been married to a black guy and his parents 
were here and he had got killed. So she had came over. I was married, 
though, I’d been married six months, to my second wife. 

How long were you married to her? 





From ‘71 to ‘76, five years. But I met Fuko six months after I got 
married and fell in love with Fuko. Now I got two women, I kept 
them both up until ’76. I lived with them both, I had two homes. Fuko 
had money, her parents owned a restaurant in Tokyo, and she had got 
an insurance policy from the Army, I guess, I didn’t know all this 
stuff til later, you understand, when she bought me a $10,000 Mark 
IV, paid cash for it, off the floor. I went in there to get a Cougar, she 
said, ‘what do you like?’ I said, ‘I like this car on the floor but I don’t 
have that kind of money,’ she said, ‘well how much do you need? I 
can give them $5000 now to hold if for you, and we can pay it off.” I 
said, ‘you got money like that?’ 

You broke up with both of them at the same time?. 

About a year apart. Fuko asked me to let her out because | had took 
her through a lot of pain because I didn’t leave my wife. God said let 
them both go. I moved into the Sheridan hotel in Homewood and said 
I was just going to deal with my children and haven't been married 
since. 

How many children? 

Four. One from my first wife, Lee, Jr, the singer. The second wife 
I've got three, the twins and Pinky. 

Let’s talk about your 45. 
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The record is like the wine. I’m in the Skyway Lounge, and my act 
was that I had a stack of records and I would tell a story and then a 
record would back my story up. And then I'd tell another one. That’s 
how I’m able to do 15, 20 minutes, because I’m just pantomiming to 
maybe seven, eight, nine, ten songs, "God didn’t make little green 
apples, it don’t rain in Indianapolis in the summertime...” 

So they’re playing the whole song? 

Just the beginning and I’m cutting it off. At Skyway, that was like 
my home, and the stage was behind the bar. I had already made “Stay 
in My Corner” a #12 hit in Chicago there. 

How? 

Cause I pantomimed it every week. The Dells never played here, 
they'd play the East Coast and West Coast. 

Even thought they lived in Harvey? 

The never played Chicago. I’m pantomiming this song every day, 
every week, the song took off. I did the same thing for “Love and 
Happiness.” I didn’t know I was making these hits then I realized 
people were buying this music because they're seeing me do it. 

How many nights a week? 

I was there Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. So that night I was in there 
for a big show, and they said, ‘Mr. Lee, do ‘Love and Happiness,” 


you know you're working that tune.’ I had that tune down so pat. And 
the band was there, and I know who that band was. Ronnie Hicks, 
Kenny Hampton, and two other cats. Ronnie Hicks played keyboard 
behind everybody. Kenny Hampton played bass. I didn’t know the 
name of the band was the Rearrangers. They were called Masheen 
and Company after that. They still play clubs and Blues Fest, and 
with Nellie Travis. They were on stage, and Ronnie he’s so crazy, he 
just ham it up, and he said Mr. Lee, we can play that, which they 
could, but I didn’t know the words. So the deejay plays the record, 
I’m singing along with the record, and they start filling in over the 
record so you can hear me over the record, and the crowd is going 
crazy 

I’m hearing the crowd on the record, but not you or the band, 
more just the Al Green record and the audience, probably 
reacting to your dancing. 

Man the crowd is just like...because I’m dancing. I had it down pat 
whatever the horn do, I do it (sings horn parts and thrusts hips to it). 
And when they say walk away with victory, you know, you have the 
two fingers up with the victory sign then I skip back and forth 
bringing it like that. They love “Love and Happiness,” and they love 
how I break it down. I did the record forever. 

You’re still doing it. 

I'll do it forever. I can do that record better than anybody. I don’t care 
if they sing it live because I’m visual. 

Did you know they were recording it? 

No, Jimmy Mitchell came up into there. 

Who’s Jimmy Mitchell? 

He just came out of prison. 

For what? 

I don’t know, probably a racketeer, doing policy, all kind a shit, he 
just had a little old headquarters on 76" and Halsted. 

For what? 

He just a guy dabbing in anything he can do to make a dollar, I don’t 
know he up in here. Later I’m going down the highway on the Dan 
Ryan and I hear “Love and Happiness” and I think that sounds like 
me. “Love and Happiness” had been out maybe a year. Al Green 
came by my club just before he cut his. 

You’re driving in your car and you hear your record? 

I hear this record and then get over here to Mother’s Lounge on 79", 
and its on the Jukebox. So I said, ‘Shirley play that record, let me 
hear that...what do it say?’ Shirley said, ‘it says “Mr. Lee,” it says 
it’s you, it got your name on there’. Somebody got me on a record? 
Then I heard it on the radio again and they said “Love and 
Happiness” by Mr. Lee. See, Al Green never released it on 45. 1 was 
too through. 

So what did you say to Jimmy Mitchell? 

I told him since I was well known I didn’t want to get sued and then 
they told me he was a gangster, because I had met Jeff Fort and all 
these cats, they all knew each other from this hustling and different 
types of things 

Jeff Fort told you he was a gangster? 

No, this guy Charles Arrington was a policeman, he had the store on 
75th and Jeffrey, his wife was Lucky the Bombshell, the shake 
dancer, he was a detective. So Arrington was telling me you can get 
sued for infringement, copyright and stuff. But I said I didn’t record 
it. He said, ‘it don’t matter, they got your name on it and they saying 
you the one singing it.’ I said, ‘I know, but I didn’t do it.’ He said, ‘it 
don’t matter, tell the guy to get it off the radio.’ I told him take it off 
the radio. He left it on the jukeboxes. He sold a lot of them because it 
wasn’t on 45 and the only way you could play it was you had to have 
the 45 of me. 

Did you figure out how he recorded this? 

I asked him, he said he came in with some recording equipment and 
just had the microphone in the building. 

Was he in the crowd? 











Lee with Bobby Blue iad King (in background, Bobby Rush) 
He was in the building, I don’t know where he was stationed at, but 
he was in the building. Like someone comes in now and making 
(phone) movies. He was just that far ahead of their asses. He came up 
in there and recorded a live session and got it that clear, put it on wax. 
Did he put out any other records? 

No, that was the only one he did. 

What happened to him? 

I never knew what happened to Jimmy. I met him, he liked me, he 
said, ‘Mr. Lee, we can make money cause you real popular with this 
song,’ I said, ‘man, I could get sued, I got a job, I got children, I don’t 
need to get caught up in no legal stuff.’ He went on and tried to do 
some things, recording other peoples, but he never came out with 
another record. He went off into some other stuff. Had some stores, 
apartment houses, you know how these people buying them HUD 
houses and stuff. But I still seen that record in jukeboxes even a few 
years later. 

When you perform that song now its not because you had a 
record, it’s because you did it before you had a record, it was 
your signature. 

I just do it because | can do it and the people still love it. They don’t 
even know about the record. There’s a few stories about me nobody 
knows. That record, that I brought the wine to the nightclubs, that I 
got Shane to show Michael Jackson how to pivot, and I definitely 
helped Don Cornelius. 

How? 

He couldn’t have had Soul Train if 1 didn’t bring the kids to dance. 
I’m the one bringing them, picking them up in my car bringing them 
down to the studio. This guy’s calling me up, ‘Mr. Lee, we don’t have 
no dancers today,’ the sponsors are on his butt. 

This is when the show just started? 

I was with him before he started it. | was the one picking him up from 
WVON, driving him back and forth to work, he telling me, ‘let’s start 
a black American Bandstand,’ this is what I’m telling you, I was with 
him talking the idea out. He’s from the Skyway. He got a set over 
there called ‘Soul Train.’ It was just a club set, Don Cornelius’ 
Wednesday night set. This is where the Soul Train name came from. 
I’m riding him back and forth from work. He doing four hours at 
“VON, he don’t got a car, I got a new ‘67 Deuce and a quarter I’m 
riding him in. We just hung together for years. It didn’t happen for 
him til 1970, I’m riding with him two, three years before that. I would 
come by his set and do my act. 

What was your act called? 

Mr. Lee’s Superfly Revue. 

Did you continue the same act throughout the 70s and 80s? 

From 1979 to 1994 I was at a resort in Michigan called Simpsons 
Lakeview Resorts, I went up there for a fashion show and a lady said, 
‘my father owns this resort, think we could work out something 
where you bring some shows up here.’ I’d go up there every Friday 
for fifteen years straight, bring the shows. I came through Chicago 
when there was a big set, but not little nightclub sets, I didn’t want to 
be on that circuit anymore. Shane’s the one who brought me back to 
that sometime around 1999, or so. He said, “Mr. Lee, this thing done 














died and we are about the only persons that can save it.’ Nobody was 
going to the Taste Entertainment Center no more, no one was going 
to East of the Ryan. I came down to the Checkerboard on 43” Street, 
and started planning to create some shows. I created six shows all 
around the suburbs, down in Champaign... 

What do you mean? 

I go into a club and tell them I’m going to take your door, I’m going 
to bring some entertainment in, I’m going to bring a crowd. Shane 
was surprised when we went to places and people didn’t know me, 
but I told him, ‘Good!’ He said, ‘What do you mean good, all the fans 
you used to have back in the day?’ I said, ‘well, this is a new day 
don’t nobody know me, you build a new fanbase, they ain’t seen what 
I can do. I'll put those hobo clothes on and see people go crazy 
because I haven’t done it in years.” 

It seems like a lot of folks at your sets went to shows in the 60s 
and 70s. 

I’m the one that brought them back out. 

You’re getting some award this year, right? 

They gave me a Living Legend Award, the Jus’ Blues Foundation out 
of Atlanta, they stage this every year in Memphis. What happened 
was I went down there for the Living Legend award last year. 
Someone told them, “Mr Lee ‘s in the house, can you let him have 10, 
15 minutes, they said no, we never heard of him, so the President of 
the organization said, ‘I heard of him, let him do 15 minutes,’ and 
they said ‘no, ten,’ I said, ‘don’t worry about it, 5.’ They said ‘maybe 
we can squeeze 5 minutes in,’ so the band’s doing their thing, tearing 
the house down, and the emcee wont bring me up, ‘I don’t know this 
guy, I’m bringing up the big stars, Bobby “Blue” Bland, all of them,’ 
so they tell the band leader to bring me up. The coordinator won’t 
bring me on, the emcee won’t bring me on, so they tell the bandleader 
to do it. ‘Well we got some guy here named Mr. Lee, don’t know 
what he do or who he is, but we gonna let him come up. What did he 
say that he do?’ Ooh, let me tell you something, you don’t know who 
I am, but you about to find out, because you young and you don’t 
understand this game, this game is about a floor show. They put 
“Love and Happiness” on and when I finished the song, and these are 
all big stars, and they know who I am, over the years I hired all of 
them, Denise LaSalle, Bobby Bland...they played my shows, so I 
finish and 100% standing ovation! Everybody got up when I finished 
that song. I had did a backflip, front flip, one-handed pushup, 
camelwalk, James Brown, all of it. I put so much in it, the bandleader 
came and said ‘I’m sorry man, I didn’t know.” So this year they’re 
giving an award to me. 

Sounds like you earned it. 

I just love entertaining. My son said, ‘I don’t think nobody in the 
United States that’s 70 years old can do what you do. If I was to do 
something on Oprah I'd be bigger than Psy. 
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By releasing over 100 comedy albums over the last 13 years Dan Slissel’s 
Stand-Up Records has established itself as one of the most productive, 
important comedy labels in history. The Minnesota-based Slissel ran an 
eclectic music impront before devoting himself to comedy, and has since 
championed such comics as Lewis Black, Maria Bamford, Marc Maron, 
Dylan Brody, Hannibal Burress and dozens of others, has produced an 
international comedy festival, and has brought indie rock record collecting 
aesthetics to comedy, with colored vinyl, odd formats (including 8-Track), 
and elaborate cover art. Slissel breaks down the past, present, and future of 
comedy LPs, navigating through his own massive discography, and the work 
of contemporary comedy labels Uproar, Comedy Central, and Laugh.com. 
Roctober: Before devoting yourself to comedy you started out witha 
rock label. 

Dan Slissel: I started my old label, ism recordings, out of my dorm room at 
the University of Nebraska. It started in the wake of the whole Nirvana thing, 
Sub Pop, Touch and Go, all of those labels were my guide, except that I 
wasn't smart enough to actually have a focus. So instead of DC hardcore, 
Chicago noise rock, grunge, or what have you, I would do anything so long 
as it was local or regional. So in about November 1998 I ended up moving to 
Minneapolis, and by that time most of the bands on the label had either 
broken up or were fighting, or in the case of Slipknot, who I'd help distribute 
their first album... 

They physically produced the album, and you helped distribute it? 





That is correct. But I also helped put them on the map. I got them into the 
Best Buy system, and stuff like that. They were crediting me as their record 
label on their old website. I'll take that credit because I worked my ass off. 
And because it was in the spirit of Touch and Go it was all kind of handshake 
deals. When they signed to Roadrunner I was kind of left out in the cold, and 
that was all happening near the same time I moved to Minneapolis. 

Was that particular incident what made you stop working with bands? 

It broke my heart and made me want to stop. It really destroyed a lot of the 
faith I had in music as a saving grace. So I moved here in November of '98, I 
was working day jobs doing tech support, driving back and forth, thirty-some 
odd minutes to my job, and one day driving home, and I'd been aware of 
comedy for a while, I'd always been a comedy fan, driving home from work 
one day I heard on the radio, "This week, from The Daily Show, Lewis Black 
at Acme Comedy Company," and I'd been a fan of his at that point for about 
three years. I parked my car, ran up to the apartment, called the club, because 
I was so new in town I needed directions, I grabbed a stack of CDs and a 
notepad, and I wrote out a note saying basically, I'm this dude who put out 
records, I've been a fan of yours for a while, I'd love to have an opportunity to 
work with you, here's some other CDs I put out, hopefully you can give them 
a spin and see this a legitimate thing. And I handed them to the usher at the 
club, assuming that it would be like a rock club and you don't get to see the 
band afterwards, because they're out the door and gone. Well Acme's not like 
that. Acme has a bar with a big, huge glass window that basically sets it up 
like a big fishbowl, and as I'm walking out of the club there's Lewis Black 
standing at the middle of the bar. SO I just walked up to him and started 
talking to him. And I made the pitch, and this was it. In March of '99 
Comedy Central didn't have a record label yet, they weren't interested in 
doing records, and Lewis told me that Warner Brothers had passed on 
working with him and he seemed interested in the idea and I should keep in 
touch with his management, which I did between March and October of that 
year, and then the week before Thanksgiving we recorded in Madison, WI, 
that became "The White Album," and that was still on my old label, ismist. I 
had to change the name because the punk band Ism sent me a cease and 
desist, one of the guys in the band became a lawyer. Then Lewis' managers 
came to me with Doug Stanhope, so I get two records from Doug. 

Stanhope already had CDs out? 

Sort of, he wasn't quite sure of what he wanted to do. He had a deal with a 
label called Uproar and they had an album called "The Great White 
Stanhope," he had no creative input on it and he was pissed off about it. 
Businesswise, how did the Lewis Black release work out? 

It worked out great because the record industry wasn't in total freefall yet. We 
sold, I want to say, something like 60,000 copies of that album. 

Were you even set up to do 60,000 copies? Obviously you hadn't done 
that many of anything prior to that. 

That is correct, I had not, I don't think all of my previous albums combined 
equaled that in total. 

So could you keep up with demand? 

Because it didn't come all at once it was pretty easy, it was kind of this weird 
patchwork of things working out. Lewis had won charity auctions for CD 
pressing packages, so he had two free pressing runs coming to him. 

So winning a charity auction, so he'd purchased these? 

He'd purchased them, yes, for charity. 

So he'd gotten a tax break, and he wasn't going to charge you to take 
these pressing runs... 

Right. 

That's a weird thing to get in a charity auction. 

I know, but I thought it was fantastic. It all came together nicely, it seemed 
like fortune had come together. Fate, whatever. 

So what was the drop-off from your first record to the second record in 
terms of sales? 

Probably a good 50-55,000 piece drop off. 

So you're back to indie rock level. 

Back to indie rock level, but still better than I'd been doing at indie rock. 
Successful indie rock level, 5000 copies. 

Roughly. 

So you're going to make comedy records now, you're done with music. 

I didn't realize it just yet, but then the third comic, Jimmy Shubert comes 
along, same situation as Stanhope, record's already done, he's giving it to me. 
I'm just presenting it out to the public, getting it out there, and then I realize 
that these four records are selling better than the rest of the music label, and 
the music label was always a frustrating mess. I was pretty much winding it 
down, and I decided to re-brand, in 2002 I became Stand Up! Records. 





There’s a point where you stop working a day job, what did it take to 
make that happen? 

It took my regular job being outsourced. It was in the wake of the September 
11th unemployment concessions they were given out, so I had unemployment 
for about a year, and i was going to job interviews and realizing as I went to 
these interviews that it felt it was eating my soul. So I said screw it, I'm 
taking the rest of the money and figuring out how to make this work. I started 
going through all the hoops at the time to get into iTunes, and right as my 
unemployment ran out I got my first iTunes check and I swear to g-d I 
thought they made a decimal error. So I called them to get a correction and 
they said, "no that's correct, and here's why it's correct," and then I realized 
that was it. 

It was much better than expected? 

It was shocking how good it was, because at the time iTunes launched piracy 
was in full bloom and iTunes kind of put a stop to some of that. It allowed 
you to monetize the people on the Internet that were downloading stuff. 
What's you history with comedy records growing up? 

My first exposure to comedy records was through my mom, there was a 
sketch comedy group from Israel, my mom's an Israeli immigrant, that was 
kind of ground breaking and legendary, that they were kind of the Monty 
Python of Israel, called HaGashash HaHiver. 

Your mother had vinyl of this group? 

She had four or five albums. 
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irony, the inflections... 

I don’t know if I could understand the irony, but I could understand the 
infections and I could understand where it got surreal. Hebrew was my 
mother's first language, she spoke it in the house, and thinks in Hebrew -- 
sometimes her English is spelled backwards. 

Did you listen to these on your own when your mom was out, would you 
put them on and play them? 

No, I wasn't really allowed to touch the record player as a young kid. I'd ask 
mom to put them on. 

Are there any other comedy records you heard growing up? 

Oh yeah, for sure, Eddie Murphy "Comedian" was pretty important, Rodney 
Dangerfield's "No Respect" was very important to me as a kid, and I started 
getting into the other stuff from there, Carlin and all that stuff. 

We're you going to used record stores and getting good comedy records? 
Not so much, there weren't a whole lot of used record stores, there was one 
new record store basically. 

Have you since schooled yourself on the history of comedy records? 

Once it became what I do, yeah., it's ridiculous. 

If you see a stand up LP you don't have you buy it? 

Yes, I don't even look for music when I go to record store. I'll go to Amoeba 
and go straight to the comedy section. 





What's at the top of your want list for comedy records? 

A couple of Friar's Club roast private press records that I don't have, the 
Lucille Ball and Desi Arnaz one and the Gary Cooper one, there's a couple of 
Lord Buckley 10 inches that I want. I just found out about a Cornyphone 
bootleg of a Groucho Mark thing that's driving me nuts. It's like songs from 
movies and comedy bits. And I'm looking for certain transcription service 
stuff of Firesign Theater. And there's a really rare Bob Newhart acetate I'm 
trying to find. I'm looking for the really weird and rare collectors shit now, 
not because its really weird and rare, but because it has audio on it that 
nobody else has. 

Are you interested in reissuing ultra rare old comedy? 

If I could make it happen, get the rights, of course I am, I'm interested in the 
history of comedy. 

Now that you have an archive of comedy records, what do you consider 
the apex of comedy albums? 

I'm kind of a sucker for the golden age stuff, those 3 Woody Allen stand-up 
records are fucking classic, the third's pretty rare.. Those are a gold standard, 
the first two Jackie Mason records are fantastic. Myron Cohen, of course... 

A lot of people today might think of Cohen records as super cornball. 

I think a lot of people might think of those as WAY super cornball. But a lot 
of people don't have that depth of understanding of the entertainment 
industry. I read a lot about entertainment history and I have a little wider 
base of grounding than just watching Tosh.O. Which isn't bad, by the way. I 
think it's really funny TV, it's just not the only thing out there. 

What is the best comedy record you've ever heard? 

This is going to sound lame that Edie Murphy "Comedian" record is really 
important to me, Sam Kinison's "Louder than Hell" is also really important 
to me. “A Place For My Stuff" by George Carlin, and that Rodney 
Dangerfield "No Respect" is still...that record is fairly untouchable, its like 
this perfect 38 minutes. 

Talk about some of old labels that concentrated on comedy? 

The first labels that concentrated on comedy seemed to be Verve and Warner 
Brothers. Almost all the classic albums are on one of those two labels. 

Why do you think that is? 

(Verve's focus on) Jazz makes sense because Lenny Bruce was bridging that 
border between comedy and jazz, so was Mort Sahl, it makes more sense that 
the jazz guys would be into it first. You have guys like Nat Hentoff writing 
about it jazz magazines. Those are the first aficionados to me, 

What about the labels that only did comedy? 

Like Laff out of L.A.? 

Dooto comes before that. 

Dooto is mainly "party records," right, and those are mainly "race" records. 
Nobody knows what the sales numbers are for those, they were kind of 
hidden behind counters for the most part. 

Those Redd Foxx record sold quite a bit. 

Then Foxx started MF records. You don't find many Dooto or MF records 
that are good shape, so you know those records were well played and loved, 
but it's hard to appreciate them through all the crackle and hiss and skipping. 
Most of the party records seem very dated now. 

What are your thoughts on Laff? 

They have a really weird history of putting out sub-par stuff, disputing with 
artists, and all that, but there Richard Pryor run is spectacular, 

Really? Because many people consider that to be the more inferior Pryor 
material. 

Compared to his other stuff yes, but bad Richard Pryor is still better than... 
I'm not dismissing his Laff albums, I think the "Black Ben" routine is as 
good as anything he ever put out. 

I'm a fan of "Supernigger," too. 

Have you even talked to people who put out records in the 60s or 70s? 
I've run into David Drozen once or twice, we don't really speak to each other, 
he's the son of the guy who ran Laff (Louis Drozen). We're competitors. 

You don't have a genial relationship? 

Not with him, no. We were at a comedy festival in Vegas and he was actively 
trying to court people who were signed to my label, once in front of me. 

He runs the Uproar label, which you mentioned Stanhope was unhappy 
with, Can you talk about Uproar, and other current labels? 

I don't dig what they do, but it's good for artists to have options. 

Do you not dig their records, or how they treat the artists? 

How they treat the artists, how they treat the final product, basically, to me it 
seems like not much love or care is put into it, it just seems like product. 
What can you tell me about that Laugh.com label? 

That's a weird label,. its a partnership between Marshall Berle, who is 





Milton's nephew who used to manage Ratt, that's why Milton Berle as in the 
video for "Round and Round," and Robert Cohen and his brother and George 
Carlin, and somebody else. 

Wasn't Jonathan Winters one of the partners? 

I don’t know if he was a partner, they had old timers invest and they started 
pursuing the rights to their records. (Editor: according to "the Internet," 
original partners included Winters, Milton Berle, Rich Little, Phyllis Diller, 
Red Buttons and Neil Lieberman) To me it seems like a reissue label, but I'm 
on good terms with them. 

But there was some weird stuff, too. I remember one release that was 
just Jerry Lewis talking about his theories of comedy. 

They had a series called On Comedy, it wasn't only Jerry Lewis, there was a 
Seinfeld, a Carlin, Johnny Carson, a Phyllis Diller. There was a dude who 
was going around trying to write a book and he interviewed all these comedy 
legends. They were these fascinating hour-long compilations. I have almost 
every Laugh.com reissue that they put out, I think they were doing very 
valuable work. 

What's the deal with the Comedy Central label? Sometimes its just audio 
of a TV special... 

There's some of that. 

But other times it's all over the place, I know you've worked with them a 
couple of times. 

When you have an 800-pound gorilla in the room you kind of have to deal 
with it. They started up in 2002 right after I re-branded to Stand Up! Records. 
It was another indie label guy, Jack Vaughn who pitched to them repeatedly 
on his own dime and was flying back an forth to New York, telling them, 
‘you should start a record label, I could make this a viable business, blah blah 
blah,’ and he got the 'Go for it," and then they started doing CDs under the 
assumption that they could pitch them on TV and be able to make people's 
faces more known, and to some extent they were able to do that, they 
launched Dane Cooks' career, for better or worse. Comedy Central are 
mainly aiming for the demographic of people who watch their TV channel, 
which is mainly college-aged to just below middle-aged white males, so most 
of what they do caters to that crowd. 

Is the label independent of the channel in any way? A couple of things 
don't seem to be related to the channel, like the Pleaseeasaur release. 

I think when Jack was running the label, he recently left, he was able to 
pursue a certain amount of his own stuff, especially if it was a digital only 
deal. Pleaseeasaur and MC Mr. Napkins are pretty weird things that are on 
the label. To me if you put out a release that's digital only it smacks of a 
certain kind of cynicism and lack of faith in your artist. 

Do you consider Comedy Central a rival or antagonist? 

They certainly step on everyone's toes. It's David and Goliath, I'm a dude in 
Minnesota, they're Viacom. 

You've done vinyl versions of some of their CDs. 

Yes. Mainly when I've had relationships with artist. 

You've done a flood of releases in the last two years. 

It's been ridiculous. There're a couple of factors in this: one is that I had a 
pretty tremendous backlog of records that had been recorded but hadn't been 
released. The reason being is that I'm kind of a one man army, at least 
historically I have been, so I've had to wear all hats and keep all plates 
spinning, so sometimes things fall through the cracks and just take a while. 
Now in an effort to speed things up I've been making the artists be involved 
more and listen to their album sessions and pick material so it eliminates 
some of my work flow so I have them go through the tapes and review them 
and give me back notes, 

Are you partnering with the artists financially? 

When I sign them I absorb all costs. They developed the material, so they 
made an investment on their part, I make an investment on my part. 

For some of these smaller artists what they sell at shows has to be a 
significant amount of the sales. 

Yeah, obviously live sales are a very significant factor with what CD and 
physical sales have become, you make the product so you have something to 
sell at gigs so you have money to put gas in your tank, 

Have you produced anything other than records? 

Tell me about getting Mad caricaturists, and legendary record cover 
artists, Mort Drucker and Jack Davis to do cover art for you... 

Mort Drucker was easy, I basically found out who his representative was, and 
I got in touch with him. I'd been a fan forever. Jack Davis was a bigger pain 
because Jack was really retiring. 

Was it worth it to pay for Davis? 

As far as sales go, probably not. As far as showing an artist I believe in him, 
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and actually getting to work with a guy from Mad, 100% without a doubt 
worth every penny. 
What other artists have you worked with? 
I've worked with a ton because I've also generated a lot of silk screen posters. 
Shepard Fairey designed my logo. For a record that's not our yet I got to hire 
Derek Riggs, who did all the Iron Maiden album covers. 
That's awesome! Are these people giving you deals? 
Well, I'm asking them what it costs and I'm explaining that I'm an indie label, 
but I'm paying what they're asking. 
That Dana Gould record, why did you release a 20-year old comedy set? 
Dana was on Uproar and he never got along with them so he went through 
the motions of buying his album back but Drozen wouldn't sell him his 
digital rights back. He got his physical rights back, and I know him, so he 
looked at me and he said, 'Hey, if you're interested in selling 8-track tapes 
you can have the physical rights to my album." 
Did you make 8-track tapes? 
I made fifteen 8-track tapes, the expense on them was ridiculous, but I made 
them. I also put out CD and vinyl. 
What is the album you've put out that you're the absolute proudest of? 
I'm really proud of Dan Naturman's album. It's a thread back to that Rodney 
Dangerfield records that meant so much to me. It's hip, urban, New York, 
Jewish comedy, one-liners, himself as the target, it’s not mean to anyone. 
To me it sounds exactly like an old borscht belt comedy record in every 
way except the dirty language and modern topics, but if you didn't 
understand English and only heard the tone, cadence, joke rhythm, 
regional accent, and audience laughs, you wouldn't be able to tell that 
from a Belle Barth-era LP. 
Yeah, I just wish I could have made him a bigger success with the record. 
So what's the future, will you be doing digital releases? 
I'd be for it if it was the right thing. But the object is the thing to me. Maybe 
it’s because I'm an old fart, but to me the physical product matters. | want me, 
and my artists, to have something to hold in hand and say, "I did this!" 





THE STAND UP! RECORDS LISTENER’S GUIDE 


(When we did our Redd Foxx listener's guide years ago we included 
transcriptions of a couple of jokes from each album, which made the lengthy 
list a pleasurable read. But with Stand Up!’s scores of comics all employing 
different styles, many without jokey jokes that lend themselves to 
transcription, I’ve decided to not include transcriptions here, which makes 
this less funny to read, yet hopefully still provides a good guide to seeking 
out albums you might dig [without spoiling any punchlines in the process]) 
Lewis Black “The White Album” (SUR 001, 2000) “Revolver” (SUR 005, 
2002) Considering Black would develop into one of the most popular, skilled, 
and important stand ups of the Millennium, a Black album is a great way to 
start a label. But while all Black’s gifts are on display here, like most good 
comics he would improve his craft over the years, and more importantly, for 
an outrage-based artist, Bill Clinton’s extramarital diddlings were not the 
proper fodder to stoke the fury that raises Black to brilliance. An album he 
did a few years later features a diatribe about Cheney, Halliburton and the 
wars that is one of the most magnificent bits of recorded comedy I've ever 
heard, in scope, execution, and (a criteria that really shouldn’t factor in 
comedy quality) educational value. Which is not to say this is not a very 
funny album, it really is, but his best work was to come. “Revolver” is an EP 
of outtakes from “The White Album,” notable because Stand Up! began 
exploring absurdist packaging sensibilities/possibilities with this one (it was 
on inverted groove 10” vinyl with a 3” CD insert). 

Doug Stanhope “Sicko” (SUR 002, 2001) “Something to Take the Edge 
Off’ (SUR 003, 2001) “Die Laughing” (SUR 007, 2002) “Deadbeat Hero” 
(SUR 031, 2007), “From Across the Street” (SUR 055, 2009) One of the 
principals of what makes comedy comedy is defiance of expectation, with the 
gap between the expected and delivered creating the weird, confused space 
where laughter is as reasonable a response as anything. The expectation that 
Doug Stanhope constantly defies is that of shame...sure, one talks about their 
shortcomings, but not their true lows and darkest moments. But with 
Stanhope there’s no tranny blowjob, masturbation tale, suicidal low, big dick 
dream, or little dick nightmare too shameful to share. Yet the second 
expectation he defies is that despite his posturing, material, and harshness 
towards women, men, children, and animals, Stanhope doesn’t come off as a 
total dirtbag. He reveals decency behind his parade of questionable behavior, 
though he knows there’s no place on the comedy stage for such boringness. 
What's most fascinating about Stanhope are the ways he reveals his 
humanity. On “Edge Off” he does this through a heartfelt anecdote about a 
beautiful girl he genuinely longed for (then eventually won sex off of in a 
bet). More impressively, in “From Across the Street” Stanhope shares his 
“us-vs-them” worldview which reveals the warm, familial solidarity he 
shares with the outsider lowlifes that make up his audience, that despite his 
fuck the world attitude, he has deep love for his fellow fuckers. Not to 
overstate the warm fuzziness: on “Deadbeat Hero” his rants about underage 
dildo misuse and retarded Siamese twin oral provided more physical 
discomfort than audio usually can. And his abortion material, pro-school 
shooting bits, and refusal to tone shit down mere weeks after September 11", 
2001, reveals genuinely bold nastiness that can’t be faked. 

Jimmy Shubert “Animal Instincts” (SUR 004, 2001) “Pandemonium” (SUR 
018, 2005) “Alive & Kickin’ DVD (SUR 040, 2009) I’ve seen Shubert 
described as a conservative comic, but that doesn’t seen accurate in the 
contemporary use of the word; in the Fox News era the “C” word describes 
an ideologue, not an X-rated Archie Bunker regular guy. Shubert doesn’t 
have a political agenda; he’s just a vulgar, racially insensitive, sometimes 
sexist, borderline homophobic “regular guy” comic. And his vulgarity isn’t 
at all the same as Stanhope’s dark, self-destructive persona. When he 
champions profiling Arab air travelers, questions women in combat, and 
wishes he could just get a regular cup of coffee instead of the gay elaborate 
Starbucks orders that are the equivalent of “a cup of sperm,” he’s not self- 
loathing, or extreme, or subversive, he’s just presenting himself as the 
common man dealing with the modern world. One thing that’s definitely old 
school about him is revealed on his third album/DVD, which opens with a 
skit about his funeral (attended by his All-Star character actor friends) then 
goes into 55 minutes of material that he already performed on the previous 
two discs. If you go see Don Rickles today he still does his first LP pretty 
much verbatim, so Shubert continues the tradition of sticking by his best 
jokes. I also learned on these, and many other Stand Up! releases, that in the 
21" Century TSA jokes are the equivalent of airline food jokes in the 80s. 
Lewis Black “Revolver” (SUR 005, 2002) /see SUR 001] 

Lewis Black “the end of the universe” (SUR 006, 2002) Thanks to the 








September 11" attacks Black’s bile and edge seem more than justified this 
time out, though it’s an amazing time capsule to hear this dissident 
begrudgingly declare that of course we have to support our President at this 
time. That is a more topical, specific moment in time than his descriptions of 
recent TV commercials or Superbowl halftime performers, because there 
actually was a moment or two where even Bush-haters had to briefly stop 
hating him, and that’s a weird, distant memory. Anyhow, as stated, the 
Superbowl stuff and the like should be kind of dated, and they are, but Black 
is so good at getting angry here that it doesn’t matter what he’s talking about. 
Doug Stanhope “Die Laughing” (SUR 007, 2002) /SEE SUR 003] 

Factory Accident Sex: The Collected Works of RICH KRONFELD DVD 
(SUR 008, 2002) We here at Roctober are not in a position to criticize a label 
for diversifying — our semi-existent Roctober Records would just as soon 
give catalogue numbers to parking tickets and used condoms. That said, I like 
my comedy record labels to make records, and I’m not a big fan of Comedy 
Central's CD/DVD packs. That said, no one is a bigger advocate of 
preserving and presenting archival cable access shows than myself, so I’m 
super glad that the access/local TV/indie film and video work of Rich 
Kronfeld is on DVD thanks to Stand Up! Records. However, this is more a 
demo reel for Kronfeld than the kind of DVD I'd be into, with full episodes 
of his shows where he plays the vitriolic Dr. Sphincter or does bowling play- 
by-play. Let's Bowl eventually made it to Comedy Central, but it had a 
healthy life on local TV in Minnesota, and even played a few times on 
Chicago TV. Mind you, many would prefer these 3-minute summaries of 
each of Rich's projects, which traffic in scowls, annoying voices, and Flock 
of Seagulls tributes. But me, I'd have preferred the ecstatic torture of full- 
length episodes. Bowl on! 

David Cross “Shut Up, Yu Fucking Baby! (SUR 009, 2002) “It’s Not 
Funny” (SUR 014, 2004) Stand Up! released vinyl editions of these popular 
Sub Pop releases, which is weird because you would think Sub Pop would 
know how to sell David Cross vinyl. That said, these are pretty great. The 
first album demonstrates Cross’ eye/ear for detail, and an extremely healthy 
sense of outrage, especially about post 9-11 George Bush and pathetic 
Hollywood dreamers. He's even rougher on the Bush on his sophomore 
album, and also caters to his rock ‘n’ roll audience by viciously denigrating 
Evanescence, which is at least an iota harder than going after Nickelback. 
Rene Hicks “Let's Roll!” (SUR 010, 2003) Though Hicks has mostly just 
OK jokes (though there’s a few awesome ones) and a kind of loud delivery, 
there is no doubt she is working this audience and they are with her. Thus, 
this was a really good comedy show. But this is not a great comedy album. 
You want there to be some legs/timelessness/scope to something you expect 
people to revisit for years, but this is too specific to a time and place. The 
first ten minutes are working the local crowd about Minnesota weather, 
character, and Gubernatorial history. Then there’s a lot of now dated topical 
material. As the title implies, a lot of this is 9/11 related, which should be a 
nice time capsule of a unique time in the world (and the world of laughter) 
but she focuses a lot on TSA inconvenience, which was becoming a go-to 
hack routine subject. Though she does some stronger, more timeless material 
when the subjects are race and family, this does not go on the classics shelf 
with “You Got To Wash Your Ass,” “2000 Year Old Man,” “Button Down 
Mind” and “Was It Something I Said?” 

Maria Bamford “The Burning Bridges Tour” (SUR 011, 2003), “How To 
Win!” (SUR 029, 2006) “Plan B” DVD (SUR 057, 2010) Although she’s 
willing to make a porn reference here or there, by contemporary standards 
Bamford employs affable, gentle humor, true to her Midwestern roots, to 
deliver good, clean laughs that mask some of the dark undercoat of self-doubt 
and family dysfunction. On her 2003 album you really get to see how warmly 
a Midwestern audience reacts to this technique, and being able to feel the 
audience is what make s a good comedy record special, and Bamford really 
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knows how to connect with the crowd. Utilizing a bubbly, high voice that 
would usually indicate airheadedness not only makes her smart writing stand 
out , but allows her to showcase her “superpower” of being a magnificent 
mimic of the voices of many often hypocritical or unpleasant female 
archetypes (though her Alicia Keys impression on her 2006 CD is not her 
finest moment). On her 2010 DVD “Plan B” Bamford has migrated some of 
her best autobiographical material about family, her hometown, her failures, 
and her aspirations into a one woman show that never gets melodramatic or 
maudlin, but certainly never offers rays of hope or sunshine (other than the 
fact that her former high school rivals/current cashiers, are sure as shit worse 
off than she is, though not humbled by it at all). Certainly masterful, I don’t 
know if this is more impressive than her straightforward comedy sets, but its 
incredibly engaging. And her parents record the commentary track, where we 
learn that her impression of her mom sounds exactly like her actual mom. 
The Sklar Bros. “Poppin’ the Hood” (SUR 012, 2004), “Sklar Maps” (SUR 
068, 2010), “Henderson sans Daughters” (SUR 079, 2011) Tag teaming twin 
comedians is a weird idea. I, personally, am no fan of the Whispers, Nelson, 
or the Landers Sisters, so the twin gimmick apparently does not win me over 
in itself. But to the Sklars credit, they don’t lean on a gimmick. Instead they 
have developed a very funny, very weird, one-of-a-kind act that has only 
improved over the years. In 2004 they did a lot of eerie unison punchlines, 
but by the end of the aughts they transitioned into a kind of remarkable 
vaudeville two-man act, deftly bouncing off each other like a manic, psychic 
Abbott and Costello. Though their debut contains some gems (a wonderful 
dissection of a Lance Burton magic show and a prop comedy bit where they 
drew funny logos that amazingly totally works as audio) at that stage their 
tandem/unison act requires bits to be too tightly scripted. On their second 
album they’re riffing more, and occasionally go into a tsunami of talking over 
each other in similar voices knowing how weird and funny that it on its own 
(and they stick it to the Diceman). That album also contains a lengthy 
personal/professional anecdote about a doomed hometown show that really 
comes off as something being told in one unified voice, no gimmicks 
involved. Their 2011 album is a solid effort, indicting pop culture, racist hats, 
the Creed singer, and Coors Light twins sex incest fantasies, all delivered 
with a unique rhythm that makes everything funnier. 

John Bowman “In Stink” (SUR 13, 2004) There’s a Neil Hamburger record 
that riffs on the limitations of comedy records by featuring a segment of his 
act where he does sight gags the home listener can’t figure out and the crowd 
reacts wildly. That came to mind when Bowman opens with crowd work that 
literally has him go out into the crowd where his microphone becomes 
muffled and semi-functional. That he actually ends the CD with some kind of 
visual bit that involves something about massive tufts of pubic hair that can’t 
quite be determined without seeing what he’s doing makes this audio 
document of this fine creepy everyman (everycreep?) a special thing. 

David Cross “It’s Not Funny” (SUR 014, 2004) /See SUR 009, 2002] 

Judy Gold “Judith’s Roommate Had A Baby” (SUR 015, 2004) This is one 
of my favorite albums the label has ever released. If you were looking for 
flags indicating an imperfect comedy album or set, they are all here — jokes 
ultra-specific to city, topical material that gets dated quickly (she’s opens by 
riffing on the Microsoft paperclip icon), crowd work. But with Gold much of 
this becomes gold, especially her crowd work, which has the comic being 
genuinely curious, engaged and conversational with her audience members. 
And the fact that she speaks from the unique perspective of an Amazonian, 
Jewish, lesbian mother-comedian-actress, yet manages to make things seem 
universal is fantastic. But the main thing | love about her, and the thing that 
connects her so definitively with my favorite comedy LPs by Redd Foxx, is 
that her voice alone is so perfect that it makes everything seem funny, even 
when the material might fall short (her improvised banter with the audience 
and her looser storytelling is much stronger than her joke-jokes). Just hearing 


her deliver lines with perfect attitude, cadence, timing, and vocal tone makes 
me want to laugh no matter what she’s saying. 

Lewis Black “Rules of Engagement” (SUR 016, 2004) This CD was 
recorded by Stand Up!, in Stand Up! land (lotsa cold Minnesota jokes) for 
Comedy Central Records, & released on vinyl by Stand Up!. This is the 
record referenced in the 001 review with the breathtaking Cheney bit that’s 
such an informative, furious rant it raised the bar for topical comedy to come. 
Mare Maron “Not Sold Out (SUR 017, 2005) “Tickets Still Available” 
(SUR 021, 2006) “Final Engagement” (SUR 044, 2009) Of the comics that 
Stand Up! has most enthusiastically championed, the least surprising is Marc 
Maron, because comedy people have always appreciated his gifts, resulting in 
numerous (though modest) opportunities on radio and TV, despite his low 
profile with the general public or even the casual comedy fan (at least until 
his comedy podcast took off [see SUR 063]). And it’s easy to see why fans 
of comedy-as-art would be drawn to Maron. On his first two Stand Up! 
albums he does some decent political material, then gets personal, verbalizing 
anxiety, self-doubt, depression, and self-loathing with language so 
descriptive, visceral, and perfect that the laughs he generates aren’t nervous 
giggles of discomfort but honest chuckles of unexpected juxtaposition. That 
the negative can be described with such lovely, succinct poetry is surprising 
and impressive enough to bring joy. His critiques of himself and America 
seem to reach an apex on the masterful “Tickets Still Available.” One might 
still hold this opinion early on in the double CD "Final Engagement” when 
the material doesn’t rise to the best of his previous album. But by the end, 
when he gets into personal material about his second marriage ending, and 
the pain and awfulness (and cats) that come in the wake of that, Maron 
clearly has mastered his craft. And someone whose material may not translate 
so easily into the kind of Home Improvement or Everyone Loves Raymond- 
type sitcom that would make him a household name. We'll see what happens. 
Jimmy Shubert “Pandemonium” (SUR 018, 2005) /see SUR 004] 

Tom Rhodes “Hot Sweet Ass” (SUR 019, 2005), “Live in Paris” (SUR 023, 
2006) Tom Rhodes sounds like a slightly disconnected stoner, voicewise, but 
his storytelling is smarter, more connected, and often more subtle than one 
expects from stoner comedy. Recorded in Texas, “Hot Sweet Ass” is dirty, 
sometimes dark, often crude, and certainly proud of its low comedy status, 
but its also more thoughtful and original than it needs to be to work up the 
well-lubed crowd he’s killing. Though you might expect a Texas crowd to be 
more raucous than Parisians, Rhodes’ French-fan follow up album is equally 
well received by the crowd, and is generally stronger. He seems to expect 
more of his audience as far as world experiences, and spends a hefty share of 
the album discussing his global adventures (which involve Satanic sex 
workers, muggers, and hamster cookers). The two albums almost seem like 
they are from different comics, but the humor and rhythm and sensibilities 
are pretty much identical, as these discs just demonstrate how a solid comic 
can ably adjust for each audience. 

Andy Andrist “Dumb it Down for the Masses” (SUR 020, 2006) Stand Up! 
Records’ loyalty to Doug Stanhope is admirable, because Stanhope has a 
unique, nuanced voice as risk of being silenced because his harsh, often ugly 
comedy plays with misanthropy, misogyny, self-medication, and lowlife-ism. 
However, when that loyalty extends to recording Stanhope’s posse, comics 
like Andrist, Sean Rouse, and “the Unbookables,” its not so much a risk or a 
mistake, as it is an exercise in the inevitability of diminishing returns. There’s 
nothing heinous or profoundly offensive about Andrist’s screeds on 
masturbation, retardation, the gays, and the homeless, it’s more that he does 
not have the gift to make his tone warm and familial when getting nasty that 
Stanhope has, and he often comes off as harsh and dickish when he says 
harsh dickish stuff. But jacking-off-in-a-sock jokes aren’t funny, sometimes! 
Great bonus material features poorly recorded sets, one that seems to be for 
rowdy women athletes (hard to hear, but the ladies love him). 

Marc Maron “Tickets Still Available” (SUR 021, 2006) /see SUR 017] 
Lewis Black “Luther Burbank Performing Arts Center Blues (SUR 022, 
2006) Black’s second lengthy description of a Super Bowl halftime show is a 
good argument for Black being hired as Super Bowl halftime entertainment 
during the 2014 big game! If Janet Jackson’s boob caused the FCC headaches 
can you imagine the migraines they'll get if only 1% of his profane profanity 
slips by the censor’s bleep button! 

Tom Rhodes “Live in Paris” (SUR 023, 2006) (See SUR 019] 

The Unbookables “Morbid Obscenity” (SUR 024, 2006) Doug Stanhope’s 
crew of miscreants attacks an Appleton audience with pure class. Andy 
Andrist makes fun of the retarded, Terri Schiavo, and cheap Jews; Sean 
Rouse discusses public urination, lupus, and Octomon; Arthur Hinty offers 
chuckles concerning morbid obesity, pussy, and penis size; and Lynn 





Shawcroft talks about going to the bathroom and Canadian healthcare (?). 
And Doug just holds it all together (and jests about masturbation, menses, 
and putrid vaginal odors). 

Sean Rouse “Something to Sell” (SUR 025, 2006) /see SUR 033] 

Tim Slagle “Europa” (SUR 026, 2006) If this had been released as an empty 
CD case it would have been a release that marked Stand Up! as a truly 
successful, impressive label, as this cover has an original Jack Davis portrait 
of Slagle gracing it. Thus, Tim is as legit a novelty recording artist as Homer 
& Jethro, Spike Jones, Bob & Ray, and Crazy Otto (not to mention Johnny 
Cash, the Cowsills, and so many others). Considering that Slagle’s delivery 
and style brings to mind the era of Alan Sherman and Stan Freberg (delivered 
with a voice that sounds a little like Snagglepuss), this is classic all around! 
Jonathan Katz “Caffeinated” (SUR 027, 2007) This is a great album 
because aside from the taped bits and guitar playing and stunts with the 
crowd, Katz’ material is mostly a series of one-liners that fall somewhere 
between intellectual think pieces and lowbrow Borscht belt Henny-isms, 
making him the rare comic genuinely drawing upon Woody Allen's excellent 
1960s stand up LP. Also, like Woody, he had his own newspaper comic strip 
(as his Dr. Katz character from Comedy Central), though it only lasted half as 
long as Inside Woody Allen (which was drawn by the great Stu Hample; I 
think a computer might have drawn the Dr. Katz comic, though they were 
signed “TRUXAW,” which kind of seems like a robot’s name). 

Greg Proops “Houston, We Have A Problem” (SUR 028, 2007) “Joke 
Book” (SUR 032, 2007) If co-ed marriage is a reliable indicator, Mr. Proops 
is apparently not gay, which perhaps explains why the exact same vocal 
tones, inflections, and cadences so delightful when spoken and spoke-sung by 
the B52’s Fred Schneider are so utterly charmless out of the mouth of Proops. 
It does not help that his jokes are hacky and predictable, nor that he takes on 
fish-in-a-barrel targets (Rush Limbaugh, Jessica Simpson, Michael Jackson, 
Dick Cheney) with obvious, graceless attacks that make you sympathize with 
idiots, child molesters and face shooters. 

Maria Bamford “How To Win!” (SUR 029, 2006) (SEE SUR 011] 
Drinking with Ian “The First Season!” (SUR 030, 2007) “The Second 
Season!” (SUR 054, 2009) Complete DVDs of public access shows are a 
dream for me, though I'm more a fan of genuinely amateurish cable access 
with no professional sheen, rather than ambitious semi-pro productions. But I 
appreciate the efforts of these Minnesota alcoholics whose booze-themed 
talk/video show is semi-amusing, but would be way more hilarious if I was 
drunk watching it (or created a drinking game based on the success or failure 
of comedy bits). Highlights of the 20 eps include a Halloween show with the 
great metal band Impaler, burlesque, a car fucking movie, sloppy mixology 
lessons, underground hip hop, violent superhero cartoons and more on- 
camera drinking than 19 seasons of Cheers. (Note: Not sure MCN6 is 
officially cable access , it’s some kind of indie community TV station, plus we 
didn't bother fact checking how many seasons there are of Cheers] 

Doug Stanhope “Deadbeat Hero” (SUR 031, 2007) /SEE SUR 003) 

Greg Proops “Joke Book” (SUR 032, 2007) /See SUR 028] 

Sean Rouse “Spilled Milk” (SUR 033, 2007), “Something to Sell at 
Edinburgh” (SUR 025, 2006) Rouse is not kind to the retards, the Blue Collar 
Comedy Tour, or his dad, but he does like his audience enough to share a set 
that's always brimming with funny while bubbling with melancholy about his 
rough childhood, health issues, and drug use (though the latter seems to bring 
more joy than pain). A more humble and open dirtbag than his mentor 
Stanhope this is definitely something. Speaking of something, “Something to 
Sell” was a limited edition tour EP, 200 copies only, but it’s not impossible to 
hear it online, and it’s as deadpan, dirty, and dope-addled as the long player. 
Jim David “Eat Here and Get Gas” (SUR 034, 2007) “Live From Jimville” 
(SUR 037, 2008) “Notorious FAG” (SUR 059, 2010) Jim David needs to 
thank Gay Jesus, or whomever who worships, for the Comedy Connection in 
Portland, ME, where he recorded 2% of his CDs, because they really get him, 
and that’s a great thing. David is a confident, veteran comic. He also has a 
hearty trove of material that is almost exclusively lame. Obvious punchlines, 
overlong routines, and amusing ten-second anecdotes stretched out to 2 
minutes are warmly received by this easy audience, which is great, because 
David deserves it -- he seems like a hardworking good guy who's just 
charmingly lame. When he does stuff about being gay he does showtunes 
jokes, with a Streisand reference and a “Fabulous!” thrown in. When he 
exploits his impressive skills as a mimic of voices and accents and fake 
foreign language speaking it’s never with the manic energy and conviction of 
Sid Caesar’s fake foreign language bits (and of course not Andy Kaufman’s 
all-In take on Foreign Man), but rather its 3 minutes of what “I Can’t Believe 
It's Not Butter” is called in foreign lands (even the Comedy Connection can’t 
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get behind that one). And even when he lands some impressive filthy jokes 
it’s coached in a Foxworthy-esque “You know you're a middle-aged gay man 
if...” bit. But you still root for him, and though it is the most shoddily 
produced (awkwardly spliced together from different shows, and featuring a 
too-long, unfunny intro by his parents) his 2010 CD has his funniest material, 
so it’s nice that even in charming lameness he’s still improving. 

Patton Oswalt “Feelin’ Kinda Patton” (SUR 035, 2008) “Werewolves and 
Lollipops” (SUR 056, 2007) Patton Oswalt is no fraud — he packs them in at 
comic conventions because he reads comic books. He is revered by hipster 
nerd doofus geeks because he sincerely embraces and worships that which 
they embrace and worship. My only knock on him is that he receives so much 
love that he really does not seem to actually possess the self-doubt and self- 
loathing and anxieties that every comic that looks like him is supposed to 
have. And that's a wonderful thing — I’m glad he’s loved and knows it — but 
when I watch his stand up specials on TV there’s moments of weird 
cockiness. I can’t detect these on audio, however, and these two albums, 
especially the second one, possess finely crafted material captured at its peak 
of funny. The first album was originally released on CD by the artist-owned 
collective United Musicians, the second on Sub Pop, and Stand Up! did the 
vinyl, which begs the question, why wouldn’t Sub pop know Patton Oswalt 
on vinyl was a cash cow? That said, the first record is nice, with Oswalt’s 
reflections on fatherhood (be a square oppressive dad to foster rebellious, 
cool kids, not a “cool dad”) being my fave rave. . The superior “Werewolves 
and Lollipops” cold opens on Oswalt’s revered deconstruction of KFC’s 
“Famous Bowl” and ends with a treatise on how the super gay Cirque De 
Soleil may be the key to Red State gay marriage acceptance. 

Rick Shapiro “Unconditional Love” (SUR 036, 2008) “Catalyst for Change” 
(SUR 087, 2012) Even if Shapiro’s work is supposed to be an intentionally 
unfunny parody of transgressive, offensive comedy (he does start out one bit 
with, “Who here is incested?”), it’s still a chore to listen to, though I guess 
it’s more interesting than Andrew Dice Clay. But I think these abrasive, flat, 
aggressive, hate-toned, jump-cutting rants are supposed to contain actual 
funny jokes. That said, he is impressively committed to his stage persona, and 
his heroin history openness is jarring and honest-seeming, if not laugh 
inducing. And if he actually is long time sober I am also impressed that he 
can keep up this pace and maintain his manic energy without cocaine. 

Jim David “Live From Jimville” (SUR 037, 2008) /see SUR 034] 

Dwight Slade “Evil Monkey” (SUR 038, 2008) Perhaps Slade was being 
truthful about his recent divorce and anxiety about turning 40 putting him ina 
bad place and that is why this is a dismal, laugh-free endeavor. However, I 
will give credit for invoking those LPs recorded at Redd Foxx’s own night 
club where you would hear one lady loudly cackling with laughter when no 
one else is laughing, because they found her and brought her in for this gig. 
Chad Daniels “Busy Being Awesome” (SUR 039, 2008) “You’re The Best” 
(SUR 092, 2012) On Daniels Ist CD there’s lots of jokes about killing old 
people, and harsh jokes about abandoning his children. But even though he 
repeats one kid joke, he does seem to have become more domesticated and 
regular guy by "12. On his 2nd CD Daniels actually opens with airline jokes 
and climaxes with jokes about his kids, yet manages to not lose his edge. In 
fact, he perhaps gets a pass on rape, racism, kick abortions, and wife beating 
punchlines because of his faux hacky/friendly stuff. It doesn’t hurt that even 
his should-be-lame ‘Kids Say the Darndest things’ humor is awesome: one 
punchline has his daughter pronouncing ‘Queen Latifah’ as ‘Queef Latina.’ 
Jimmy Shubert “Alive & Kickin’ DVD (SUR 040, 2009) /see SUR 004) 
Jamie Kilstein “Please Buy My Jokes” (SUR 041) /See SUR 053] 

Dan Naturman “Get Off My Property” (SUR 042, 2008) As classic a 
comedy record as you could want — a guy with a Catskills comic voice, 
cadence, and delivery telling Catskills-style jokes updated for the cell 
phone/internet/no euphemisms for masturbation required era. That Naturman 










looks to be about 30 years younger than you'd expect from the voice and act 
might be weird in the club, but it’s no problem out of your speakers. 

Matt Kirshen “I Guess We'll Never Know” (SUR 043) Kirshen, who had 
been on the stand up comedy reality show Last Comic Standing, really had 
me thinking about how that show was such a different experience than the 
traditional “get a spot on Johnny Carson” comedian TV experience. As he 
relates in the title routine, people recognize him from that show and come up 
and talk to him, which I suppose is what happens when people see you on a 
show where you're a person, sweating and competing and talking outside of 
your comedy set, which may endear you more to them a successful Tonight 
Show spot. It also is a yenue where cute, charming and clever can really serve 
you, despite the best comedy often being delivered by the ugly, misanthropic, 
and twisted. That said, I was kinda charmed by cute, clever Kirshen, and may 
have voted for him if I'd watched that show. 

Marc Maron “Final Engagement” (SUR 044, 2009) /see SUR 017, 2005] 
Dylan Brody “Brevity” (SUR 045, 2009) True Enough” (SUR 047, 2009) “A 
Twist of the Wit” (SUR 070, 2011) Chronological Disorder” (SUR 084, 
2012) “"writ large” (SUR 106, 2013) Of all the acts championed by Stand 
Up!, Brody may be the mast fascinating, and ultimately most artistically 
successful as a recording artist. A veteran omni-funnyman (writing amusing 
stories for theater, TV, Jay Leno, young adult novels, private porn fiction 
collections, and anything else he could do to maintain his “writer” status), 
and having done stand up, one man shows and the like, Brody was working 
on radio pieces with a pithy NPR bent when he released his first, and worst, 
album with Stand Up! “Brevity” is done as a precious audio piece with no 
audience, showcasing Brody’s Woody Allen-in-the-less-wacky comedies (as 
opposed to Woody the stellar stand-up) persona. Like Allen he’s trying to 
balance thoughtful, intellectual-esque think pieces with injections of Borscht 
belt zinger punchlines. Despite the pieces on his debut often being very funny 
(his passive mugging tale is delightful), without laughter his punchy joke 
structure seems eerie and uncomfortable. Released the same year, “True 
Enough” demonstrates what Brody truly is: a nuanced humorist who does 
ambitious composed stories that can make a crowd laugh raucously at 
political, personal, and philosophical storytelling, and once roped in, that 
audience is game to go along to less comedic, more artistic places, Perhaps 
his most enjoyable album, “A Twist of the Wit” tells truly personal tales of 
professional, sexual, and marital history. It should be noted that the five hours 
of material released here covers so many subjects I can’t touch upon, 
including, but not limited to, comedy groupies, martial arts training, and pets 
with the worst names you've ever heard. 2012's “Chronological Disorder” is 
an interesting set because Brody early on injects more standup joke-joke 
rhythm in the act, then tells lengthy tales of twin crises (being confronted by 
angry Crips with a pocketful of loot, and outwitting a drug sniffing dog with 
a pocket full of weed) that are stellar storytelling that abandon the bazinga 
rhythm. Brody’s latest album, “writ large,” is by far his most impressive, as 
he pulls off the risky (the risk being coming off as an intellectual dick) parlor 
trick of doing Second City-style improv in the faux voices of Shakespeare, 
Dylan Thomas, and David Mamet. But more significantly, at least for my 
interests, he ends the set with a revealing tale of stand up comedy abandoning 
him, of his artistry transcending the limits of the sell-drinks-to-secretaries- 
night-out table nightclub scene (something a club owner tells him in no 
uncertain terms), finding a voice he can be proud of. For Stand Up! Records 
to release a record indicting stand up is a fine testament to the label. 

Al Madrigal “Half-Breed” (SUR 046, 2009) Madrigal’s storytelling skills 
are deftly applied to a biographical set focused on the half-Mexican comic 
coming to terms with his non-Mexican upbringing and carving out a path as a 
semi-ethnic ethnic comic. The highlight of this set for stand up fans has to be 
Madrigal’s adventures playing for raucous Mexican-American audiences 








expecting Spanish urban comedy, which Madrigal initially delivers by 
putting on a Cheech accent, and adding “fuckers” to every line of his regular 
set. Hearing this helps you understand that his position on The Daily Show as 
an authoritative spokesman for all Latinos is truly a satiric indictment of 
authoritative spokesmen in general. 

Dylan Brody “True Enough” (SUR 047, 2009) /see SUR 045] 

(SUR 048) Schlissel says this one was a secret, unsellable label promo item 
that he never publicized; I have no idea what it actually is. 

Danny Bevins “A Different Kind of Bad” (SUR 049, 2009) Bevins’ stage 
persona is a good guy who's just exasperated with stupidity. He’s also the 
only comic I’ve ever heard that can do a bit about paratrooping during his 
military service. With a mission to piss off the Right and the Left, it’s not 
surprising that Bevins never found the huge crowd this recording suggests he 
deserves.,.he’s too hard to pigeonhole. But as far as balancing a positive 
worldview and scathing critiques of dumbasses, you won't near much better. 
Chris Porter “Screaming from the Cosmos” CD/DVD (SUR 050, 2009) The 
problem with some, perhaps most, stoner comedy, is that the comic does not 
necessarily have the facilities to determine what's really funny. So this is sort 
of funny. While I’m not a fan of the DVD/CD combo (especially in a DVD 
box, making it seem like the CD is the bonus, not the DVD, I'll give them a 
break for wanting to do something special with their 50" release, plus I will 
say that the inanity of having a stoner comic do a hazy commentary track on 
his pot addled set is bizarrely hilarious, comparable to the Chipmunks using 
Autotune in that movie. “Great zoom, great z-o-o-m!” Indeed! 

Dwight York “Quickies” (SUR 051, 2009) Like prop comedy, pure joke 
telling, with its tsunamis of unrelated one liners, is not always smiled upon by 
ambitious story-telling, soul bearing, autobiographical comics, But it sure is 
funny if the jokes are funny, and if maximum laughs-per-minute is your 
comedy consumer goal than this is comedy consumer gold. Tons of stoner- 
esque gags and giggles and naughtiness and absurdity, made even more 
amazing by Mort Drucker cover art that makes Dwight seem as important 
and Mad Magazine-worthy as the luminaries featured in Drucker-drawn 
parodies (such as the casts of Empty Nest and Ghost and Mr. Muir). 

Dana Gould “Funhouse” (SUR 052, 2009) A few minutes in, as Gould riffs 
on recently seeing Sinatra and Bill Clinton’s indecisiveness | grab the case 
and see it’s a 1997 set, and for the rest of the funny CD I feel an underlying 
sense of sadness, assuming the comic died long ago and his archival sets are 
being released posthumously like Bill Hicks’. I’m also struck that a lot of the 
humor seems way older than °97 (his black guy voice sounds like a 70s 
comic on Carson, and impressive impressions of Vincent Price and Barney 
Fife aren't exactly post-Millennial undertakings). A post-CD Googling 
reveals he’s alive, and after years as a Simpsons bigshot (where his Don 
Knotts impersonation came in handy), and due to his marriage to a cable 
exec, he’s probably too busy swimming in his Uncle Scrooge money pool to 
record a new set. Though I never heard of him until today, I can still say 
honestly that I’m glad he’s not dead. (Released on vinyl and 8-Track!) 

Jamie Kilstein “Zombie Jesus” (SUR 053, 2009) “Libel, Slander & 
Sedition” (SUR 078, 2011) “Please Buy My Jokes” (SUR 041) Kilstein’s two 
wide-release CDs (Stand Up! Also released an ultra-limited edition tour CD 
to sell at the Edinburgh Fringe Fest) demonstrate the difference between the 
skills a comic needs to have a great short set and the skills required to craft an 
hour-long performance that transcends the built in limitations of stand up. On 
“Zombie Jesus” the comic delivers great bits on religion and politics that 
could be carved into perfect late night talk show appearance chunks. The 
themes are broad, topical, and funny. But on the more ambitious follow up 
Kilstein makes nice arguments, whether intentional or not, for the 
relationship between the far left and being a fuck up, as the comic is 
profoundly articulate in both his political diatribes and his catalogue of 
personal failures. The highlight of the 2011 CD is an extended anecdote 
about his father, shoplifting, a birthday card, and a jarring, perspective- 
altering revelation that’s sweet, engaging, and masterful, elevating his craft. 
But without question my fave moment on either CD happens on the earlier 
one, where a joke about the Founding Fathers ends with, “the Constitution 
was their One Hit Wonder, these guys were the Bee Gees of the political 
world,” which is some shit you don’t drop on hip, record collecting Chicago 
crowd, as the Lake Shore Theater audience gets agitated, not at the political 
ramifications, but because he has no perspective on the Gibb Brothers’ pre- 
disco late 60s-early 70s heyday. I beamed with Chicago pride as one woman 
yells out, “Hey! They had twenty hits!” [Actually in the US they had 30 
Billboard Top 40 hits, 15 Top 10, and 9 #1 —editor] 

Drinking with Ian “The Second Season!” (SUR 054, 2009) /See SUR 030] 
Doug Stanhope “From Across the Street” (SUR 055, 2009) /See SUR 003] 
























Patton Oswalt “Werewolves and Lollipops” (SUR 056, 2010) /See 035] 
Maria Bamford “Plan B” DVD (SUR 057, 2010) /see SUR 011] 

Pete Lee “gasmoney” (SUR 058, 2010) A short, harmless set from an affable 
jokester. If this was the warm up comic at a show you saw you'd be more 
than pleased. But if he was the headliner you'd be a little underwhelmed. 

Jim David “Notorious FAG” (SUR 059, 2010) /see SUR 034] 

Will Durst “Raging Moderate” (SUR 060, 2010) The problem with a 
moderate, even a raging one, is that even with solid jokes, good timing, and 
old school stage presence, being sensible isn’t as funny as being a left wing 
or right wing nut job. But Durst is worth some solid chuckles, and if there’s 
been another album with a Wall Street Journal stipple portrait parody on the 
cover I haven’t seen it. 

Glenn Wool “Let Your Hands Go” (SUR 061, 2010) “I'll Ask Her” (SUR 
094, 2012) Wool is really good at naming his CDs tracks, those are pretty 
funny, but his jokes are just somewhere in the middle. The raucous Chicago 
crowd on the first disc dug him, though. However, his second CD was done 
in Alaska, which is interesting, because you have to assume that that’s a 
unique demographic, and either they are a subdued people, or they are only 
half-into his material, which seems worse when you tell punchlines by 
getting loud and when you have awkward think pieces that aren't super 
smart. Both discs come with bonus DVDs, and while the production values 
are average, especially on the first, he does gain some traction when you see 
his physicality. GREAT black velvet painting cover art on the first disc! 
Jackie Kashian “It’s Never Going To Be Bread” (SUR 062, 2010) On the 
bonus material Kashian tells a story of a dude coming up to after the show 
and saying she was really good, which he didn’t expect when he first saw 
how she looked, implying that either women, regular looking women, 
unskinny women, white people...you fill in the blank what demographic he 
thought was inherently unfunny. But the thing is, seeing her regular person 
look does not hint at what an extraordinary comic Kashian is. She has an ear 
for funniness in real life, a superb storyteller’s rhythm and instincts, an old 
school comic's timing, and a command over a crowd that makes it confusing 
that she’s not a bigger comedy star. Her tales of family and home life seem 
real, warm, and astutely observant of absurdity and nuttiness, without being 
harsh or cruel at all. She is the rare person who can describe life's failures 
and inanities and make you feel better about humans. It must be noted though 
that the real looks-to-impact surprise about Kashian (which may secretly be 
what swayed the rude dude who approached her, and me as well) is that 
despite not looking like some Sports Illustrated model, Jackie’s act makes her 
an incredibly sexy, desirable, uber-attractive woman, because basically she’s 
very convincing in describing herself as down for video games, sex, nerd 
stuff, and hanging out at home — the perfect gal! 

Mare Maron “Best of WTF with Marc Maron Volume 1” (SUR 063, 2010) 
Maron ascended from sub-cult favorite (the cult that favorited him was the 
subculture of other comics and intense comedy junkies) to sub-household 
name with his W7F podcast, which features some solid storytelling by Maron 
but is mostly revered for his conversations with other comics, some who do 
bits (this Best Of CD, given out as the podcast equivalent of an NPR pledge 
premium, features Nick Kroll’s character El Chupacabra in top form), but 
most just give genuinely funny straightforward answers to questions 
(family/school days tales from Zach Galifianakis and Eugene Mirman kill on 
this disc). Thusly, Maron has earned long-sought fame and success by doing 
one of the hardest things in comedy...being a masterful straight man. Typing 
this just before his TV series launches I’m not un-skeptical about how this 
will translate to “leading man,” but more power to him if it works out. 

Mike Destefano “OK Karma” (SUR 064, 2010) This is as much magic trick 
as comedy, as Destefano somehow uses the voice, language, cadences and 
approach of a lowbrow, conservative, reactionary dirtbag to deliver what's 
actually a set of funny leftwing, liberal respect speech! Abracadabra! 
Hannibal Buress “My Name is Hannibal” (SUR 065. 2010) “Animal 
Furnace” (SUR 089, 2012) It’s hard to describe what makes Hannibal special. 
In Chicago he may be the most beloved local comic in recent history, and I 
can attest that I was always killed by his odd, super-smart act, which 
somehow takes monotone Steven Wright-esque think piece one liners and 
makes them not only seem cool and edgy (as opposed to weird and awkward) 
but makes the choppiest, most abstract jokes seem personal and narrative and 
revealing. More sincere sandwich jokes than you expect from fairly a dirty 
jokester, but sandwiches can be funny! The latter CD was a co-release with 
Comedy Central, and was the soundtrack to a TV show, so it’s less perfect as 
an audio set, but it sure is fucking funny. I heard someone say that the Mitch 
Hedberg CDs were the last great stand up albums, presumably because his 
smart, naughty joke-joke-joke formula is so fun to listen to, but these CDs, 










especially “My Name is...” give those a run for their money. 
Mike Stanley “Tough Luck Chump” DVD (SUR 066, 2010)/ “Tough Luck 
Chump” CD (SUR 067, 2010) Same set on the DVD and the CD. Recorded 
at the Lake Shore in Chicago (where many of Stand Up!’s sets are captured), 
this looks pretty great. Unlike some of the d.i-y. looking bonus DVDs Stand 
Up! has released this looks like it could have been on cable (if hey just added 
a few audience reaction shots). The Chicago-based comic has a full house, 
and they're on his side. Stanley’s set is confident and he’s got a great 
physicality, and he has OK material, but there’s nothing super funny or 
particularly impressive, and his stage persona teeters more towards abrasive 
than charming. The hook of the DVD is a bonus no budget documentary 
about Stanley competing in the 2008 Boston Comedy Festival. The road and 
backstage and preparation material shows some of the anxieties and 
mechanisms of the process/experience, but it’s mostly him talking to the 
camera, so it’s not that revealing. He delivers an unspectacular set in round 
one (and the one joke they show for each of his competitors all seem better 
than his material). But he somehow advances to round two, where he does a 
much better set of dirtier, edgier material. He loses, but doesn’t lose face 
(he’s convinced he would have won if he didn’t go 17 seconds over the time 
limit). Not an important, revelatory look into stand up, but a nice document 
of a good try. I’m told that some comics that are killer when they present 
their material with loose vulnerability on the smaller stages lose their mojo 
when they did their slick Lake Shore showcase show, but this documentary 
seems to suggest Stanley is about the same wherever he stands. 

Sklar Brothers “Sklar Maps” (SUR 068, 2010) /see SUR 012] 

Melinda Hall “the accidental bisexual” (SUR 069, 2011) Though the 
biographical, carefully crafted, read-from-shuffling-papers stories Hall shares 
here makes it clear that she has toiled in the lower echelons of stand up 
comedy, this is more humorous short story reading than stand up. That said, 
of these 100+ albums I listened to for this article, I believe I laughed harder at 
Hall’s hilarious account of being the lead girl in a Creed video than anything 
else. If one suspects that a beautiful woman might be at a disadvantage at 
actually being funny (for a number of reasons, including the assumption that 
she’s no underdog, and she’s used to getting what she wants, two things that 
don't normally translate into comedy gold), her piece “Handjob Hamlet” will 
recalibrate your expectations, as it’s the rare perfect articulation of the low 
self-esteem forced upon so many beauties constantly striving for attention 
and affirmation. Different, but really good. 

Dylan Brody “A Twist of the Wit” (SUR 070, 2011) /see SUR 045] 

Erik Allen “This is All | Have Right Now” (SUR 071, 2011) “Your Feature 
Performer is Wasted” (SUR 096, 2012) Allen's aptly named first album is 15 
minutes long, and features some slightly above average jokery (I did laugh 
out loud at some silliness about unicorns and sasquatches). Over the next year 
he either got drunk so often as to accrue enough material, or stayed sober 
enough to focus on his act, as he doubled his set time, delivering a half hour 
of alcohol-soaked stories with better comedic rhythm delivered in a more 
relaxed, confident manner (and to remain confident, bordering on prideful, 
while telling tales of being blackout drunk while your friends make you drink 
Jack Daniels and Ranch dressing cocktails is impressive). 

Lee Camp “Chaos For the Weary” (SUR 072, 2011), “Pepper Spray the tears 
Away” (SUR 091, 2012) Camp's first CD opens with George Carlin’s 
daughter declaring him the new George Carlin, and I guess I can see that, if I 
think of the less-stellar moments of Carlin’s comedy, like that one line where 
he says he doesn’t want to eat a sliced tomato because it looks like a bicycle 
wheel and he doesn’t want to eat a bicycle wheel. What the fuck was he 
talking about? And while I’m not similarly confused by Camp, and certainly 
chuckled quite a bit, the Carlin comparison, the revolutionary imagery on the 
CD covers, and his tone of outrage doesn’t seem to match the content, where 
he gets worked up over trivial or simple things, or vaguely complex things 
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that he doesn’t express that clearly. Hey, I too wish umbrellas didn’t break in 
the rain, brother! On his second CD he’s more focused on the politics, but it 
still feels like he’s more in his wheelhouse with filthy asides then with anti- 
government rants. As far as being the new Carlin, all I can say is that nothing 
here really matches “tater tits...bet you can’t eat just one!” 

Andy Ritchie “King Ding-A-Ling” (SUR 073, 2011) I can’t figure out why 
Ritchie isn’t a household name, because this is a joyously funny set, with 
genuine laughs from start to finish, and heaping helpings of nuanced silliness 
about such lighthearted, goofy topics as annoying ghosts, candy cell phones, 
and the systematic government abuse of Civil Rights freedom fighters. 

David Huntsburger “Humanitis” (SUR 074, 2011) “Explosion Land” (SUR 
108, 2013) Though “Humanitis” features philosophical funnies about grand 
perspective and thinking of your body as a populated planet and ants 
perceiving you as a mountainous obstacle rather than a being, Huntsburger 
hits home hardest with smaller bits about stumbling into a black barbershop 
and arrogant comb-over dudes. “Explosion Land” again finds Huntsburger 
getting deep and thoughtful and intelligent and being fair-minded about 
religion, evolution, the afterlife, outer space, inner space, and the theory of 
relativity, while seeming friendly, funny and non-lecture-y doing it. 

Madoo & the $4.99 Crew (SUR 075) As yet unreleased CD documenting a 
series of shows at the Triple Rock Social Club, featuring Gus Lynch, Chris 
Maddock, Cy Amundson, Bill Young & Chooglin’. 

Dave Waite “Kaboom” (SUR 076, 2011) The difference between the creepy 
guy persona of Dave Waite as opposed to Stand Up! Records’ earlier forays 
into creep comedy with Stanhope and Co. is that Waite seems like a 
thoroughly pleasant, relatively harmless creep, the kind of voracious porn 
consumer who you wouldn’t let babysit your kids, but you wouldn’t hide the 
existence of your kids from him. Waite puts the lovable in lovable loser. 
Nerd Alert! (SUR 077, 2011) Whether Stand Up! Records’ presence in 
Minneapolis is a product of the city’s impressive comedy scene or a force 
that has nurtured an impressive comedy scene (or, more likely, somewhere in 
between) is not something for an outsider to determine, but the fact that the 
regulars at a weekly weekday comedy night can (with an exception or two) 
each rise to the challenge of doing a short set of nerd/geek/comic book/sci 
fi/D&D/mythology based comedy, and be this funny is something that town 
can be very proud of. That I was fully familiar with 90% of the nerd source 
material references, from the comic where Lois Lane turns black, to ethnic 
slurs against Tusken Raiders, to Dr. Who-related vagina jokes, is not 
something I’m particularly proud of. At least the allusions to Babylon 5 and 
the color palate of 90s Marvel comics went over my head! 

Jamie Kilstein “Libel, Slander & Sedition” (SUR 078, 2011) [see SUR 053] 
The Sklar Brothers “Henderson sans Daughters” (SUR 079, 2011)/see 0/2) 
Rory Scovel “Dilation” (SUR 080, 2011) Crude, cruel, filthy, absurdist, 
stoner-esque comedy that challenges, charms and confuses (and argues with, 
tutors, and is schooled by) the audience. A strangely strong album. 

Tommy Ryman “Bath Time with...” (SUR 081, 2011) Ryman riffs on 
enjoying baths, and his pleasant voice, jovial jokes, and “boyish man” 
persona makes him seem like the kind of guy who would dig baths. He then 
explores the dynamics of in-tub masturbating. He seems like that guy, too. 
Eddie Gossling “Fresh Brewed Eddie” (SUR 082, 2012) All Gossling’s bits 
is at least halfway decent, with nothing unfunny and every joke having some 
merit, but very few are delivered to maximum yuck effect (his bad singing 
voice takes away from his sung punchlines, and more often than you'd expect 
a sharp gag seems to be phrased just a tiny but wrong). But if you’re only 
halfway decent, how to you deliver 100% funny? Just double the recipe! 
While I’m not a fan of the comedy CD/ DVD double pack (I like the purity of 
an audio album) more is more here as the second disc endears you to Eddie 
rather than wearing out his welcome. 


Alysia Wood “Princess” (SUR 083, 2012) Totally decent set about 
dysfunctional relationships with relatives and mates, addictions, jealousy, and 
being the family fuck up. That this is not balls-to-the-wall brilliant knockout 
material is probably a good thing for Wood — that kind of genius about this 
kind of material usually mean your life is so bad there’s no hope! 

Dylan Brody “Chronological Disorder” (SUR 084, 2012) /see SUR 045] 
Kyle Kinane “Death of the Party” LP (SUR 085) This LP is licensed from 
aspecialthing, an indie comedy label of note (their nearly 40 CDs in six years 
include many Stand Up! artists, plus many others, including Paul F. 
Tompkins, and they also released a 2-data disc set of the first 100 or so hours 
of Mare Maron’s WTF podcast). This stellar set has Chicagoland's own 
Kinane is fine form, cataloguing his shortcomings, vulnerabilities and 
personal failures with a sprinkle of hopefulness (some provided by a Logan 
Square gangbanger outside a half-stall in a dive bar bathroom after KK 
spurns the Fireside Bowl’s filthy toilets). Kinane makes me laugh out loud 
more than almost any comic out there, which makes me concerned that he is 
the comic whose personal woes most mirror my own, so to me this release 
serves as much as a cautionary tale as it does a hilarious monologue. 

Robert Kelly “Live” (SUR 086, 2012) Ecchhh. 

Rick Shapiro “Catalyst for Change” (SUR 087, 2012) [See SUR 036] 

Chris Maddock “Point of Entry” (SUR 088, 2012) Minnesota comic 
Maddock wins a room over with such never-fail subjects as retarded pets, 
Eric Clapton’s cocaine miscues, and incestuous child rape. And it’s all very 
funny! Not to imply child rape is funny...just that Maddock’s special, wacky 
twist on child rape is. A second disc is a DVD called “Rookie Mistake,” a lo- 
fi video shot in a modest space, and the DVD is so named because he does a 
great deal of the material from the CD again, in different order, on the video, 
Hannibal Buress “Animal Furnace” (SUR 089, 2012) /see SUR 065] 
Comedy Juice All-Stars (SUR 090, 2012) One hitch to comedy albums is 
that so much stand up is delivered not in hour-long chunks but in 4-8 minute 
sets that you don’t always get the best when a comic stretches out to feature 
length. This all-star comp features very funny slices of larf-bait from an 
angry Eddie Pepitone, a Lil’ Wayne contradicting Hannibal Buress, a 
disgruntled Dov Davidoff, and Sadiki Fuller going for the second easiest 
laugh (first easiest is making fun of your appearance, second is making fun of 
your name) and still making it fresh and funny. 

Lee Camp “Pepper Spray the Tears Away” (SUR 091, 2012) /See SUR 072] 
Chad Daniels “You're The Best” (SUR 092, 2012) /see SUR 039] 

Dave Williamson “Thicker Than Water” (SUR 093, 2012) Edgy dad humor, 
which surprisingly stays relatively funny even though it’s a variation on the 
same joke over and over (drinking at a kiddie birthday party, 4 year olds 
cursing and getting boners, calling little ballerinas sluts...). 

Glen Wool “I'll Ask Her” (SUR 094, 2012) /see SUR 061] 

Valley Meadows (SUR 095, 2012) On the minus side: the joke here is 
basically that white guys are rapping, sometimes about gangstery anti-cop 
stuff. There are so many reasons this isn’t inherently funny, not the least of 
which is that Jim, not John, Belushi pioneered this “joke” in 1985. You want 
to follow Jim Belushi? Plus, white guys make actual rap all the time so 
there's no actual joke...one of the songs here is about Velcro strapped shoes, 
and that’s one of the lines in “Thrift Shop,” a white person rap that is the 
biggest pop song of 2013. And a more impressive way to make white guy rap 
absurdity interesting is to make the songs sound “real,” like Lonely Island 
does, there’s little impressive about intentionally shoddy hip hop in 2012. 
That said, some of the jokes here are OK, and even if the form is flawed, 
when the guys get mad at their stepdad in the rap it’s amusing. I figured these 
guys must be Internet sensations that I somehow was not hip to, and Stand 
Up! decided to cash in, but when I looked them up their YouTube videos had 
between 50 and 180 views, and they had 500 Facebook friends. Even if I’m 
not super impressed with the comedy, I’m impressed that the label put out 
this seemingly doomed non-stand up album they believed in. (Editor's note: 
While Belushi’s white rap skit deserves scorn, 1984's “White Boy Rapp” by 
Kip Addotta on Laff Records precedes it). 

Erik Allen “Your Feature Performer is Wasted” (SUR 096, 2012) /see 071] 
Ryan Singer “Comedy Wonder Town” (SUR 097, 2012) This is one of my 
favorite albums the label has ever released, a jaunty, curious, fun exploration 
of mankind’s remarkable achievements and lowliest failures told by an 
upbeat sage who peppers drug trip-like musings with flatly-sung classic rock 
snippets. It’s a true pleasure that his jokes and observations are far smarter 
than one expects to hear in a contemplative stoner style. 

Darryl Lenox “Blind Ambition” (SUR 098, 2012) Lennox crafts one of 
those one-man-show pieces where the stand up form is elevated by the focus 
of the material and the precise honing of the craft. Addressing his struggles 




























with losing his sight and the warm ways Canada welcomed him (which are 
intertwined...he lost his sight because Canada welcomed him with a well 
deserved punch in the eye), Lenox is able to address mortality, race, personal 
failings and triumphs, what it means to be an American and what it means to 
be a human in very funny, touching terms. But what really elevates this is 
that Lenox didn’t have enough material on this subject to fill a one man show 
and has to pad it out with a bunch of observations about relationships. To 
strike such pitch perfect notes, and to find so many funny truths, in a subject 
as well-tread as the Battle of the Sexes is the mark of a truly gifted comic. 
Ian Bagg “It Takes A Village” (SUR 099, 2012) Crashing through the gate 
and going at the audience with a near-manic fury that keeps the crowd in wild 
imbalance, Bagg proves himself much more Jonathan Winters than Robin 
Williams. In that sense, classic! 

Geoff Tate “I Got Potential” (SUR 100, 2013) This is a pretty funny, well- 
paced set by an endearing, finely tuned comic, but it is not a super stand out 
stand up album. For one thing, you actually hear audience members talking 
during the act a few times. For another, there’s really funny stuff about a 
Domino's pizza commercial but it’s a long and specific riff on a forgotten 
commercial that must have only been on for a few weeks, making this is far 
from a timeless album. I’m not saying it’s not good, I enjoyed this. But if I 
was one of the only comedy labels ever to release 100 albums | would make 
#100 a super spectacular, star-studded unbelievable release. Schlissel said he 
originally planned to make this his first ever digital-only release so he wanted 
100 to demarcate a new era, but plans changed and he’s since decided that 
not making physical copy shows little faith in your product (and leaves your 
comics with less merch to sell). So that's how Geoff Tate’s modestly 
amusing Chicken McNuggets-ain’t-chicken bit gained landmark status! 

Ryan Stout “Touché” LP (SUR 101, 2013) Stout’s modus operandi is to 
deliver a series of short bits and one liners that are profoundly offensive, on 
topics including, but not limited to, cannibalism, anal sex, showing orgy porn 
to children, the mentally retarded, and dead midgets. That these jokes are 
masterfully crafted, and genuinely funny is my first observation, That he may 
be super fucking pissed about Anthony Jelenik’s success at Comedy Central 
doing the same shtick would be the second. (The CD of this was on Comedy 
Central Records, so either Stout may still have his opportunities in the queue, 
or he should be twice as bitter). 

Keith Lowell Jensen “Elf Orgy” (SUR 102, 2013) That Jensen makes 
atheism activism a centerpiece of his comedy, that he does jokes about 
hanging out with his kid, and that he has a silly moustache should all be flags 
to not get your hopes up. But that he has tales of teaching old women about 
snuff porn, masturbating to comic books (and then having the cartoonist 
whose work he pleasured himself to, Wendy Pini, illustrate the cover of this 
CD!) and inadvertently reenacting racist riot police actions on playgrounds 
makes this athiest’s CD a chock-full-o’-laffs success (thank the Lord). 

Ray Harrington “The Worst is Over” (SUR 103, 2013) A solid debut of 
regular guy comedy by a big dude getting big laughs. Good crowd work 
where he abuses bachelorette parties (who he appeases with some modestly 
dirty jokes about Wendy's sex fantasies, gay living room sex, pedophile 
haircuts, and prison wood [actually the latter isn’t about inmate erections, its 
some regional Maine joke I can’t quite figure out]). If only there wasn’t 
already a regular guy comic named Ray who made it big. 

JT Habersaat & the Altercation Punk Comedy Tour “Hostile Corporate 
Takeover” LP (SUR 104, 2013) On the positive side...the incredibly positive 
side...the ultra super positive side: If you can release an LP with non- 
bootlegged Pettibon cover art your label is a success on several levels. Less 
positive is the comedy here. There’s a rock n roll theme, and headliner 
Habersaat peppers his so-so jokes with _ indie/metal/hipster 
band/emo/whatever references that are inside-y and not too funny (though his 
description of metal pre-Hell is pretty good...maybe he should limit himself 











to headbanger gags). More positive are sets from actual musicians. Mike 
Weibe delivers amusing anecdotes about hanging in the dressing room with 
Springsteen. Much weirder, but intriguingly odd, is a set by Billy Milano, of 
SOD (which is not in itself weird an idea -- a jokey metal band having a joker 
for a singer makes sense) who relates funny stories of celebrity encounters 
and masturbation, then ends his set lecturing about cell phones and the 
elderly. If your comedy tour argues musicians recalling funny experiences are 
superior to comedians telling jokes you're doing comedy no favors. 

Dave Fulton “...based on a true story” (SUR 105, 2013) Fulton's relocation 
to England seems to have instilled a kind of cocky anti-American-ism that 
may be accurate in its reasoning and motivations, but is presented with such a 
coarse tone it feels like a weird insult. It doesn’t help that he’s kind of hacky 
and unfunny for the most part. I'll allow that being an expatriate is a good 
excuse to not know Dane Cook and Aziz Ansari, two dudes you don’t want to 
base your comedy upon, already did YouPorn bits. But there’s no excuse for 
doing “what if Obama talked like a cool black guy,” and then using Will 
Smith as your example of a down, street tough Negro! A\l that said, he almost 
ends on a genuinely amazing piece about an inebriated attempt to use a gun 
to make a peephole in a steel door. Then he doesn’t end on it, adding an 
inferior closing bit, further convincing me this cat is second rate. 

Dylan Brody “writ large” (SUR 106, 2013) /see SUR 045] 

Brendon Burns “Pompously Lectures Americans” (SUR 107, 2013) An 
Australian comic’s treatise on international race relations, U.S, politics, and 
American ignorance of Australian natural disasters is a fine testament to 
Chicago audiences’ open-mindedness and vision, as much of the funniest 
stuff requires Brendan to explain Australian slurs, then explain why they 
would be funny if misconstrued, then present them, then the crowd laughs! 
David Huntsberger “Explosion Land” (SUR 108, 2013) /see SUR 074] 
Danny Lobell “Some Kind of Comedian” (SUR 109, 2013) He opens with 
about as funny a morbidly obese stripper joke you'll hear, followed by a great 
crucifixion joke. Later he hits it with one of the least offensive Arab-terrorist- 
on-plane bits, I’ve heard. Sure his Holocaust Museum comedy falls a little 
flat, but who kills with Holocaust material? Nazis, that’s who! 

Ari Shaffir “Revenge for the Holocaust LP (SUR 109, 2013) /Licensed from 
Shaffir’s Dirty Venice label] Opening with 12 minutes of overly harsh and 
underly funny homeless jokes, ending with a lucky 13 cringe worthy minutes 
of diarrhea comedy, this ain’t great, but ya have to admire the detail and 
conviction of his poop recollections. And in a comedy LP first he makes a 
guy in the audience check the Lakers score on his phone mid-set (mainly so 
he can do three minutes of Kobe rape jokes, but still something fresh). 

Jerry Rocha “Take That, Real Dad” (SUR 111, 2013) Rocha opens the set 
by explaining that despite looking Jewish he is Mexican, And somehow this 
fact makes it OK for half his jokes to be told in the black dialect that 1970s 
comics did when they were doing jive talk soul brother voices. Which I I will 
partially attribute to those Youtube black-folks-being-crazy-sounding-in- 
news-clips videos (and subsequent Autotune hits). I think the door has been 
opened for old time Jive talk comedy by the tree leprechaun and the Bed 
Intruder. Rocha also does a Jose Jimenez/Frito Bandito Mexican voice 
imitating his doctor grandpa, so he’s equal opportunity. Spoiler alert: Really 
funny sex + homeless dude story! 

Paul Varghese “Paul & Oates (SUR 112, 2013) Opens with a meta-knock 
knock joke! Closes with the requisite TSA jokes! And in the middle there’s a 
bunch of good shit, including Indian heritage jokes, some gay stuff, Christian 
comedy, and a coconut gag. So basically, you'll get your $’s worth! 

Melinda Hill “Six Ways to Bomb on America’s Got Talent” (SUR 113, 
2013) Stand Up!’s first digital release is a lovely 12-minute reflection on 
failure that makes you envious of professional bird mask wearers and 
theatrical kick-in-the-balls receivers. 


KEITH LOWELL JENSEN 
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As I write this Drag City, Chicago’s ambitious indie label best known for 
critically revered, theoretically serious works by artists like Will Oldham 
and Bill Callahan (and best loved by us for ambitious reissues of private 
press psyche, punk and metal LPs) is about to release “Andy and his 
Grandmother,” Andy Kaufman's debut comedy album. Actually it’s an 
record pieced together Frankenstein-style from dozens of hours of semi- 
audible microcassettes Kaufman recorded (often covertly) as he carried on 
his daily misadventures, insisting these recordings would form a comedy 
album someday. This is not DC’s first foray into funny. In addition to non- 
traditional comedy releases (such as Final Flesh, the anti-erotic porn DVD 
created by Vernon Chatman, of Wonder Showzen infamy, who was also 
tasked with constructing the Kaufman LP), Drag City has worked with a 
number of comics, including Fred Armiesen who has released parodies of 
hardcore punk and drum instruction videos on the label, and the great Neil 
Hamburger. Mr. Hamburger was first heard on thrift- store-novelty-record- 
historian Gregg Turkington’s Amarillo label, but eventually became Drag 
City’s mascot, releasing a series of concept records that riff upon obscure 
novelty/comedy record history. In addition, the Dragsters have sponsored 
live stand up in Chicago and released a number of humor books. Despite 
their bread and butter being the unfunny music (by the relatively funny) 
Oldham, this label has always had a laugh in its heart, so we asked Drag 
City exec Rian Murphy about their comedy philosophy. We also bugged 
Chatman about the Kaufman release, and we somehow got Neil 
Hamburger himself to walk us through his lengthy discography. 

Rian Murphy: Our philosophy about doing comedy releases is the same as 
the musical side...what philosophy is it that says, "God is dead"? Basically, 
there's no belief system, is what I'm saying. If we are knocked over by 
something or someone, we're likely to want to do something with it or them. 
As a kid, one of my early choices at the turntable was between Tea for the 
Tillerman and Class Clown, choosing one of these records for visiting 
friends. The decision was based on which record would have more laughs in 
it, and George Carlin won it more often than not. Not every time though - Cat 
has a way of making you laugh without even trying. 

Mad Magazine, the Lampoon, SCTV and Saturday Night Live, Mel Brooks, 
Stripes and Meatballs, Andy Kaufman and Chris Elliot on David 
Letterman...growing up, these things were our kind of funny. Later, Eddie 
Murphy movies, The Frogs, Butthole Surfers, all the prank phone call 
recordings and stuff like Shut Up, Little Man! and The Simpsons had their 
moment with us - not to mention the first Andrew Dice Clay album. That was 
big 

The Neil Hamburger thing came along at a great moment, where we felt the 
Drag City doors were opening wide, to allow us to do anything we wanted. 
As fans of comedy records, America's Funnyman seemed really unique. After 
years of Hamburger evolutions, it still is! All his records are. But even before 















that, we'd dabbled in jokes all down the years since the start of the label. 
Always trying to squeeze something into the mailorder catalog from the very 
first time there was one. On the 1992 Royal Trux/Smog tour, a radio 
appearance in Cambridge, Mass was presented as a variety show with skits. 
After that, we did a few shows with funny emcee business and one time 
presented a video and speech on a band instead of the group itself (Mantis; 
they'd broken up, but that didn't stop us from booking them an opening slot 
with Superchunk) that was meant to be funny in a way that the audience 
wouldn't perceive at first (or ever) - the Kaufman influence, right there. There 
were comic parts in the video stuff Royal Trux did for us that were so dry and 
out of left field that they might not have been seen as funny, but we were 
rolling in the aisles over them. And always a few great jokes on the Silver 
Jews records. Bill Callahan has a great way of delivering a joke as well. Neil 
Hagerty's Victory Chimp book of 1997 definitely has a satiric vibe that wasn't 
lost on us despite the confusion that engulfed us every time we started 
reading it. Also on the book front is the Warm Voices Rearranged: Anagram 
Record Reviews book by Brandan Kearny and Gregg Turkington. That's a 
fucking comedy/music classic! And it ought to be outside the office as well. 
Final Flesh is a laff riot as well - and the Complicated Drumming Technique 
DVD too. There's been a couple of hilarious Bonnie 'Prince' Billy t-shirts 
over the years too. 

So we've got laughs across all the formats at Drag City. The chance for 
comedy is probably as much as what we're living for as music, I bet. 
Enjoying something to the point of laughing about it is what gets us out of 
bed - and the lower the possibility that we laugh that day, the more likely 
we're gonna stay under the covers, naked and shivering. And just put out 
more records of music. Bleh. Living the dream sux! 





Roctober: Could you please talk about the raw materials 
you received? 


Vernon Chatman: | s JU ESO) 
recordings with Andy ela] handwriting on the} 
labels. | listened to all of it carefully. Sometimes Andy would be 
talking into the recorder alone, sometimes he recording 
personal conversations or pulling little 
pranks on waitr strang ds, family or animals. As ]} 
listened, | experienced all 19 of the known human emotions, 
and two that have yet to be discovered. Often | was stunne 
and laughing. Occasion< (Ye a s-) ar T)e (oR a=) 
moments | found the mos 

lead the way, so the album could t 

Kaufman mentions turning this into a record several times 
on the album, do you think he genuinely meant this to 
become an LP release? Could he have been saying that as 


microcassette 
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a joke or prank or an excuse to use the microcassette to 
put people an edge? 
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in a million ways to turn his creative urges into products for 
consumption. Starting from the time he was a teenager he 
wrote books, put on live shows, made TV shows and specials, 
made documentaries, developed films. He was very serious 
about being very productive, and he talked often on tape about 
his intension to make these recordings into an album. He 
enjoyed applying his perspective to all the formats that 
comedians were using at that time 

Two of the most compelling passages on the record are 
Andy and a date’s frank post-coital conversation and the 
part where Kaufman manipulates two girlfriends to phone 
ight. Obviously everyone acts differently when they know 
they are being recorded, but do you think they were “in on 
it," that perhaps these bits were loosely scripted and 
worked out before he rolled tape? 


| have no special credibility on the matter, but after immersing 


myself in those tapes and hearing his life, raw and slapdash, | 
ican assure you that these events were not soft scripted put- 


lions. Andy derived genuine personal glee from creating real 
moments of confounding intensity, not synthesizing them 
Elatieirel iN 
How does this comedy record fit into the history of 
comedy records? Do you think Kaufman was thinking of 
lany particular LPs as precedents/contemporaries? Were 
Neeltiea 
There are some great comedy records that are based in 
documented reality: Coyle and Sharpe's stuff comes to mind 
Don Rickles’ album “Don. Speaks” is a great off the cuff 
unscripted, but planned event. “The Day The Laughter Died” by 
Andrew Dice Clay is pretty stunning document of a real, drastic 
incident. And there are some great concept/collage comedy 
albums like Albert Brooks “A Star Is Bought.” But | don’t know 
lof an album exactly like this one. Although | grew up a comedy 
album obsessive, | wasn’t thinking about any other records as | 
put this one together — my only goal was an impossible one: to 
figure out what Andy would have wanted on the album and 
present that material as | suppose he would have. There is no 
ay to actually succeed at that unless | had help from the man 
aatoals 


TWENTY YEARS OF COMEDY BEEF! 








For two decades Neil Hamburger has been spreading documented laughs, 
leaving behind one of the longest, most eclectic vinyl trails in contemporary 
comedy. Supplementing twenty years of Roctober’s Hamburger reviews with 
a few new reflections on recent and classic releases, we run down Neil's 
extensive output, and subsequently, are honored to have Seiior Hamburguesa 
himself provide a “Director’s Commentary” on our assessments 


1993 
Great Phone Calls (Amarillo) This classic release is certainly the funniest 
record ever made, which is only its second most historic achievement, as it 
also introduced the world to Neil Hamburger. It features good-spirited prank 
calls to callees with Zen-like patience, in which ordering food, joining a 
band, and getting booked by cold call to a comedy club (as Mr. Hamburger 
records himself attempting to do in his vinyl debut) involves verbal volleys 
(and follies) as artistically sublime as the most brilliant haiku. (From 


Roctober 16) 
NEIL: Well, now, your reviewer is right about this one, in that it did win a 
few awards, as I recall. You know, they could not make a record like this, in 
this day and age. It simply could not be done. The technology has changed 
too much 

1994 
Neil Hamburger "Looking for Laughs"(Amarillo) After Amarillo's "Great 
Phone Calls" LP I never thought I'd have the pleasure to host Neil Hamburger 
on my stereo again. But here he is, crackin’ me up with great comedy on the 
A side, then givin' me a rare glimpse into Neil's inner workings and his road 
life on the B side! A superb recording worth $50. (From Roctober #11) 
NEIL: You're making me feel old. This was an old record. 1 have not heard 
this in many years. I don’t think it’s worth $50, and I sure never made $50 
from it. As | remember, we gave a lot of them away. I still have a box of them 
in storage somewhere, I'll have to dig it out 
Various Artists “America the Beautiful” (RRR) On this legendary noise 
label, Neil makes some noise with his legendary-to-be “That’s My Life” 
routine 
NEIL: I don’t recall. Could be! 

1995 
Neil Hamburger "Bartender, The Laughs On Me" (Planet Pimp) In this 
fucked up world we're living in, sometimes laughter is the only thing we can 
turn to. Thank the sweet Lord in almighty heaven...for Neil Hamburger. 
(From Roctober 15) 
NEIL: Now this was a most interesting record in that we recorded that at the 
Modesto Days Inn, over the course of a couple of nights. That was around the 
time that the O.J. Simpson trial was all over the news, so we had a lot to say 
about that, at the time. I know we made another record at the same time as 
this one, up in Juneau, Alaska, but we lost the tapes. Just completely lost the 
tapes. So this one came out instead. Those are some fond memories. Days 
Inns have really lost their luster since then. I generally would avoid them 
now. 
Various Artists “Good Tyme Jhambhoree” (Planet Pimp) Between the naked 
chick on the cover and the brilliant sound art of Los Kogars, David 
Nudelman, and the phone-pranked Car Thieves, I think Neil is on here, but 
there was too much outside stimulus to process his antics. 
NEIL: Yes, I do remember something about that. There was a young lady who 
posed for a series of nude photos, and somehow they made a record out of it. 
1 don’t recall what my contribution was. 1 never met her. 

1996 
Various Artists Various Artists “You Gan't Boar Like an Eabla When you 
Work with Turkrys” label sampler (1996) Neil’s best bits were already being 
recycled when he was still a fresh-faced harried veteran! 
NEIL: This is another one that I simply don't recall 
Neil Hamburger “Open-Ended Interview with Neil Hamburger” 7” (Drag 
City) If you ever wanted to interview Neil Hamburger but didn’t want to 
actually have to deal with Neil Hamburger, this 45 is for YOU! 
NEIL: This was a gimmick record, for radio stations. Burt Reynolds did one 
like this too. Basically, you pretend you're in the studio with the local DJ, but 
you're not. We were in a basement in San Francisco. I can't remember when 
that was. 
Neil Hamburger "America's Funnyman" (Drag City) I've heard it said that 
comedy needs a victim. In this case, that victim is me, because I feel like a 
Chicago cop just billy-clubbed me...because I was in a laugh riot! When Neil 
does standup, you'll be laying down --- with laughter. (from Roctober 17) 
NEIL: This was the first long-player I did, and we put a lot of work into 
making it a “laugh riot”, as you say. We recorded mostly in New Mexico, 
and back in Modesto, California as well. It was taken from a lot of tape, and 
then sorted out. I have to say, once we hooked up with Drag City, things 
really took a turn for the better. This album was the start of a whole new 
crowd to perform to. It was nice to get away from the pizza parlor circuit and 
try out these jokes on the rock scene. They're a different type of audience. We 
had to change the act up after this. Things have really changed. But this was 
my early show. 
Neil Hamburger “Excerpts From A Speech Delivered 5/11/96 At Sales 
Presentation of the Western Motivational Cassette Institute” (Roctober 
Records) This flexi disc was free to Roctober subscribers...and worth every 
penny! 
NEIL: You do a lot of things to keep afloat. I used to do some of these types of 
corporate events, but not so much anymore. 1 guess they made a record out of 
it. 1 don’t have a clue about that. 
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1997 
Various Artists Muckracker #8 (Giardia), Bananafish #11 (Tedium House) 
Neil contributes one track each to the CDs included with these weirdo 
music/culture magazines as free bonuses...and worth almost every penny! 
NEIL: Again,--could be. I just don’t recall. 

1998 
Neil Hamburger "pays tribute to Diana, Princess of Wales" (Planet Pimp) If 
she heard this comedy classic, she'd be the Princess of 'wails'...of laughter! 
(From Roctober 22) 
Neil: We did this at a radio station in Melbourne, Australia, right after 
Princess Diana died. The idea was, if Elton John can turn his grief into the 
biggest record of all time, maybe we could get something out of it too. It 
didn’t turn out that way. This was the first record, that I know of, to include 
an actual “moment of silence” to grieve to, an innovation that was ignored 
by the record-buying public. 
Neil Hamburger "Raw Hamburger" (Drag City) I guess his clean records 
didn't move the units necessary so the (tarnished) brass at Drag City 
encouraged Neil to take the low road and work "blue," and when I say blue I 
mean, to quote the "new" Neil, "motherfucking cocksucker" blue. While I 
admit this is the funniest comedy album in years, nonetheless I know that a 
lot of young kids look up to Neil and I have very mixed feelings about this. 
Dear God, Neil, is it worth it? (From Roctober 21) 
NEIL: You're right—working blue was not my original idea. But the fact was, 
once I got used to it, it turned into a real career. I’m afraid you just can't 
work in show business today without having a blue streak. It’s just the world 
we live in now. And it’s seeped into my own life—I find I swear a lot more 
than I ever did, though I would try not to swear at service industry people if I 
could help it. 

1999 
Neil Hamburger "LEFT FOR DEAD IN MALAYSIA" (Drag City) If you 
thought there was nowhere left for this comedian to go you were 
wrong...there's down! Neil hits rock bottom here, opening for Karaoke night 
in a completely non-English speaking bar. The master humorist, figuring no 
one can understand him anyhow, bypasses comedy and pours out his 
depressed heart, revealing a life tortured by love gone wrong, a career on the 
skids, and a manager more interested in accompanying Neil to bookings in 
countries with cheap prostitution than booking him in places where his talents 
can be appreciated. Of course, vulnerability is the key to a stand up artist's 
success, but Neil stands before us here naked TO THE EXTREME! Does 
that make him funnier, you ask? Well, I laughed out loud several times 
(especially at a gem about a bad lottery number pick), but shed far more 
tears. The release of this deeply personal album either represents a gag on 
Neil on a Dick Clark/Ed McMahon Super Bloopers and Practical Jokes 
level, or an indication that Drag City is so iron fisted in its release schedule 
that they are willing to put out anything, even if it humiliates the artist. 
Whatever the truth, this is remarkable, perhaps even sublime, but should be 
listened to only by patrons with great cruelty in their hearts...or great 
sympathy. (From Roctober 24) 
NEIL; I'll never know how this show ended up as a record. This was not my 
finest moment. I was out of my element. I was not as seasoned as I am now, 
and I did not do a great job entertaining the folks there in Kuala Lumpur, 
and the performing contract was not renewed. But I'll tell you-- half of the 
problem was their own fault. No one would pay attention to any of it. There 
was definitely a language barrier. It was a problem. We made a film out of 
this at one point. Sort of a fantastical re-creation of the night. But honestly, 
this was a night I would rather forget. 1 did have a nice little day trip into the 
jungle, the rainforest there in Malaysia, and we put some of that on the 
record too, as I recall. 

2000 
Neil Hamburger “50 States 50 Laughs” (Million Dollar Performances) As 
an attempt to do a track for each state, he scores a 50 out of 50. The hapless 
Hamburger recorded this dire album as a dive bar tour CD (to sell at the dive 
bars he tours to, not to document a dive bar tour). On it he sighs his way 
through one sad joke about each state, usually using history, regional 
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stereotypes, and bile to denigrate state residents. Although he did cover all 
states, he covered them with jokes like: "Why have there been more U.S. 
Presidents born in Ohio than any other state? Because the nearest abortionists 
were two states away.” (From ONION/AV Club) 

NEIL: That was a neat idea, one joke for every state. 1 can't remember any of 
them now. We sold this as a souvenir. Everyone has a state, so people would 
buy the CD just to find out their state's joke. So the trick was not to ever tell 
that particular joke during the show. Make them have to buy it, to find out! 
It’s an old carnival philosophy. 

Neil Hamburger “Inside Neil Hamburger” (Drag City) Here Neil finds the 
voice that would serve him best as a live comic on the “alt comedy scene,” in 
which no rock or pop star is safe from Neil’s savage wit. (“What major top 


selling pop group masturbates together just before going on stage, ejaculating | 


at precisely the same moment on a towel provided by their management? 


N*SYNC!”). However, he has not yet found the right audience, as the 


indifferent, occasionally hostile, Australian crowd is not feeling the ‘Burger. 
NEIL: We made a few records in Australia. This was one of them. It was 
supposed to be a little CD for Sony Australia—they were starting a 
subsidiary, and they asked for a CD. And we gave them this one, which had 
some old jokes, and new jokes, and some funny moments, I guess. They didn't 
care for it, and the project was shelved. I'm not sure how it eventually came 
out. It wasn't supposed to. 
Phantom Surfers “XXX Party” (Lookout) This is a party record in the true 
sense of the party record tradition, with guest shots from such masters of the 
medium as Dolemite, Blowfly, and Neil Hamburger. Though at times this is 
as laugh-desolate as one of Blowfly’s lesser works, on occasion this achieves 
Wild Man Steve, Belle Barth and Redd Foxx (Laff, not Dotoo, era) 
chuckledom. Such naughty nuggets as “Love Is...” and “The Golden Turd” 
had me laughing like a dwarf! The most disappointing thing about this 
brown wrapper (with a couple of brown rappers) record is that they 
occasionally have surf music on here for some reason. What the hell is that 
about? (from Roctober 27) 
NEIL: This was an attempt to put together a lot of the great old comics. It 
was an honor to be included. And the cover had a scratch thing on it, like a 
lottery ticket, but with nudity. 
Various Artists “Circuit Volume 8” DVD magazine (Circuit) Amongst the 
indie rock, hip hop and international music stars we find Neil live at his home 
base of Spaceland, a disappointingly earthly nightclub. 
NEIL: These guys showed up and filmed a show, asked some questions, that 
type of thing. It was a DVD. I don’t remember how it turned out. It’s too late 
now. 

2001 
Canned Hamm “Karazma” (Pro-Am)/Various Artists “Karazma 
Reimagined” (Pro-Am) These Canadian neo-vaudevillians bring catchy 
beats, hilarious humor, erotic energy, and down home heart to their music, 
and they also bring Neil Hamburger along to give the joint class (on their 
tribute album to themselves they merely invoke Neil’s name, declaring him a 
top comedy recording artist, which is just as good). 
NEIL: Canned Hamm was a Canadian duo that I really believed in. They 
could have been bigger than Laurel and Hardy, because they had great songs 
to match the whole package. It was variety entertainment, a whole show, with 
just the two fellows. I think I did something for them in a recording studio, I 
just couldn’t tell you what. 
Mark Prindle “Only the Good Die Young” (CD-R) Neil audio-endorses this 
manic mixtape of musical messiness. 
NEIL: I probably did. 

2002 
Neil Hamburger “Hamburger Remembers Nixon” (2002) Less memorable 
than Nixon. 
NEIL: Well, considering that Nixon will probably never be forgotten, your 
reviewer's comment is what is called a foregone conclusion. This was a 
serious record. It was not a comedy record. I was branching out. I tried to 
put my own interpretation into some of the great Nixon quotes and speeches, 
my own dramatic inflections. Sometimes even a funnyman has a desire to do 
something serious. People don’t recognize that there is a lot of seriousness to 
what we do already. 
Neil Hamburger “Laugh Out Lord” (Drag City/Glory Home) Neil devotes 
one 40° of his album to religious-themed comedy, and he is, to say the least, 
as funny as the clown with the scripture sign and the rainbow wig at sporting 
events. He seems a little more upbeat then the time he was stuck in Malaysia 
and his comedy reflects this new lease on life. Best of all, he’s prepared a 
few musical numbers based on his hit comedy routines, and if you ever heard 








the “Where’s The Beef” novelty single you know what I’m saying when I 
say, “Here’s the beef...in musical comedy form!” (From Roctober 35) 
NEIL; This was supposed to be a religious comedy album. That's what was 
selling at the time. We got a contract with these guys out of Oklahoma. They 
paid up front, Glory Home Records, I think it was. They were not happy with 
the record we delivered. We dropped the ball. Went in too many other 
directions. | was surprised when this record won an award a few years later. 

2003 
Neil Hamburger "The Show Must Go Off! (Live at Phoenix Greyhound 
Park)" DVD (Kung Fu) I’ve seen Neil Hamburger live, I’ve seen him on 
TV, and I've seen this concert DVD, and something just occurred to me: 
like the relatively early Beach Boys who toured with a fake Brian Wilson I 
think the Neil that hits the road is not the same as the Neil on records. The 
slightly different voice is one tipoff, but the main thing is that on record Neil 
is Pagliaci, a sad faced lonely clown. I always feel the fragile, tortured 
humanity that his veil of laughter barely conceals when I pop a new Neil 8- 
track into my underdash. Live, however, he seems to be more about 
crudeness and audience unease. However, one thing the recorded 
Hamburger and the in-person Hamburger have in common is HILARIOUS 
JOKES! Maybe not all the jokes, maybe not half, maybe not 25%, but the 
ones that hit make your gut ache with guffaws! Like all of Kung Fu’s 
concert DVDs this features multiple angles and great camerawork and it 
would be fair to compare this favorably (from a cinematic standpoint) with 
Richard Pryor Live on the Sunset Strip, or even The Last Waltz. Neil may 
have recorded this concert live at a dog track, but he is the cat’s meow! 
(From Roctober 37) 
NEIL: This was my first comedy DVD. It was pretty slick! We did this in the 
lounge at a dog track that has since been torn down. We did the show the 
same night races were going on..a lot of the regulars popped in, hoping for 
some laughs It was an exciting gig to have. They assured me that the dogs 
were not mistreated, but that could have been a put-on. 

2005 
Neil Hamburger “Great Moments at Di Pressa’s Pizza House (Drag City) 
Historical? Hysterical! Neil and a cast of several present an audio 
documentary that tells the history of a pizza joint that Neil performed at 
regularly over the years. Framed by a handful of Hamburger’s current zingers 
that cut the high and mighty stars of rock down to size (“Why did Madonna 
feed her infant baby Alpo dog food? She had no choice, that’s just what came 
out of her breasts!”’) is the long and sad tale of the mediocre glory days of the 
oldest pizza parlor in America (not literally). I definitely laughed pretty hard 
at a few moments, and I can gladly report this never made me contemplate 
Neil’s or my own suicide, as his “Malaysia” concert album did, so that’s two 
good points already. The only problem I have with this is that if I’m not 
familiar with any vanity press documentary records about restaurants, so if 
this is a continuation of some tradition, some gem one might find in thrift 
stores, it’s lost on me. That said, if you’re hungry for pizza ... anecdotes, and 
hungry for laughs...or something closely equivalent to them, order yourself 
this hot and piping 5” plastic pie! (That last line refers to a CD’s size, which 
is approximately five inches). (From Roctober 40) 
NEIL; I used to work the pizza parlor circuit, and especially this place. It was 
just south of Fresno. They went out of business and some of the people 
involved wanted to make a commemorative record, and enlisted my help. It 
was a fun record to make—sort of a documentary of a time and a place, and 
an entertainment circuit, that no longer exists. We talked to a lot of people 
for this, and conducted a lot of interviews. I threw in a few jokes as well. 
The Joe Beats Experiment “Indie Rock Blues” (Arbied) Joe does a funky 
remix/realization of Neil’s 1996 open-ended interview 45. 
NEIL: I heard about this unauthorized release, and we sent a letter asking 
what was up. They never even wrote back or sent me a copy of the record. I 
would toss this in the dustbin if I had it. 

2006 
Neil Hamburger “The World’s Funnyman” DVD (Drag City) This DVD 
demonstrates what happens when an underdog becomes an overdog. While 
the funniest stuff on here is the so-called “bonus” material (including a 
genuinely hilarious Hamburger documentary from Australian TV, a low- 
budget music video, and a film noir recreation of Neil's infamous Malaysian 
tour), the main feature is a little jarring because Neil seems to have “made it” 
in a way that puts his lovable loser status at risk. Just as the second Eddie 
Murphy LP and the Andrew “Dice” Clay album suffer comically because the 
massive stadium crowds seem too big and uncritical to make the laughs seem 
genuine, on this DVD we see Neil appearing before an Australian audience 
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(apparently he’s “big in Australia”) who have such an intense epidemic of 
“Hamburger Fever” that the charm of the little comedian who couldn’t is 
jeopardized. Mind you, his jokes actually are funnier than ever and he is 
deserving of laughs, but this is so far removed from the early “anti-comedy” 
Neil records, in which the hostile or indifferent coughing crowd made us 
want to cradle poor Neil in our arms and tell the Charlie Brown of comedy — 
always failing but never giving up — that everything is going to be alright. 
However, because the crowd is so with him, the postmodern, underground, 
anti-comedian side of Neil is able to have one incredibly triumph, as the 
absolute highlight of this disc is the most genuine anti-comedy moment in 
Hamburger history. While the early Neil releases seemed to demonstrate 
every possible situation in which a “loser” comic could fail to get a guffaw, 
this one goes the next step by demonstrating a way to make an audience that 
rabidly wants to chuckle swallow their laughter. As Neil works the crowd 
into a frenzy with joke after joke, the Aussies seemingly primed to react to 
anything with hysterics, he unleashes a pretty hilarious bawdy zinger about 
Betsy Ross and the founding fathers. As the audience sits in confused silence 
Neil realizes that no one in Australia has ever heard of Ms. Ross. And in that 
moment Neil becomes the Betsy Ross of anti-comedy, and the flag he has 
created waves proudly over the world, casting a shadow that looms as long 
and ominous as the stars and bars in the War on Terror era. Bravo Mr. H.! As 
George Bush (the best president in history, in Neil’s estimation) declared so 
proudly, “mission accomplished!” (From Roctober #43) 

NEIL: We made a movie in Australia called “That's Not Gold, That’s Dung.” 
Just a low-budget, live in concert type of thing. The film had some technical 
problems and did not test well with focus groups, so it mostly just sat on the 
shelf, and then eventually ended up the centerpiece of this DVD, along with 
some other stuff we had. There was also a short documentary made for 
Australian TV, and one from Canada...they all ended up on the same disc. 
It’s all foreign footage. If you were a xenophobe, you might want to watch 
something different, maybe Yankee Doodle Dandy or an old movie of that 
nature. 

Canned Hamm and Friends “Sincerely Christmas” (Pro-Am) Certainly 
countless bands have cashed in on their popularity by releasing a quickee X- 
mas album, doubtlessly inferior to their regular records. However, few bands 
have the tenacity and balls to un-cash in on their unpopularity by releasing an 
X-mas album that, while still not as good as their holiday-free CDs, is still 
pretty fucking cherry. An anti-Christmas parade song, multiple seX-mas 
songs, a killer hip hop track by Little Baby Jesus, and Neil Hamburger’s 
nihilism all make this CD worth not punching a hole in to turn it into an 
ornament. I especially love Hamster Hamm, their rodent buddy who sounds 
like Alvin but instead of being a trickster is just an extremely responsible 
nag. That’s funny! And that’s what Christmas is really about, isn’t it? (From 
Roctober 44) 

NEIL: These guys were holiday types of guys. It made sense they would do a 
Christmas album. I went ahead and sang a song with them. I was glad to 
have something to do on Christmas. 

Pleaseeasaur “The Amazing Adventures of Pleaseeasaur” (Comedy Central) 
Neil makes a cameo on this very pleaseeeeing high-concept multimedia 
comedy extravaganza. 

NEIL: I was on the road a lot with this act. Really a solid bill, and we toured 
all over the country for quite some time. So they stuck me in their cartoon 
special. You have to keep from blinking, or you will miss it. It’s just a second. 
Tenacious D and the Pick of Destiny DVD (New Line Home Video) Neil 
appears on stage for about 5 seconds in this epic rock comedy, but if you 
bought the special edition DVD at Best Buy he appears on the bonus disc for 
an extended 10 or 20 seconds! 

NEIL: This was a major motion picture, that I was happy to be a part of. 1 
ended up seeing it in Omaha, Nebraska, on Thanksgiving night, on a driving 
day in the midst of a tour I was doing with Tenacious D at that time. The 
theater was a multiplex, but the screen was still quite large. Nobody 
applauded when I was on the screen. The sad part was that my Thanksgiving 
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dinner for that night was simply the popcorn I had while watching the movie. 
Most everything else was closed. I was not willing to go to Denny's. 

2007 
Neil Hamburger “Hot February Night” (Off-Price Value Center) I read a 
recent Neil Hamburger concert preview that claimed he was not funny on 
purpose, and that that’s the joke. While the original joke of Hamburger, a 
character who first emerged as a phone prankster and then, more fleshed out, 
as a parody of lounge comedians’ self-released souvenir records, involved 
him being a sad, comedy failure, that’s not the case anymore. Though he may 
have originally been imaginary, so many people believed in Neil that like 
Tinkerbell, Pinocchio, and Jesus he became a real live man, and for years 
now he has been a working live performer, constantly on the road, and 
constantly looking for laughs. Sincerely. As a actual, 3-D performer, if 
Hamburger were telling non-jokes night after night he would have already 
committed suicide, but he has been crafting funnier and funnier one liners, 
many unnerving because of their bluntness and shock value, but funny 
nonetheless (“Why don’t rapists eat at TGI Fridays? Because it’s hard to rape 
with an upset stomach.”) Hamburger not only tries to craft funny lines, but 
also parodies comedic tropes, showbiz conventions, and clichés. He is not 
Andy Kaufman’s alter-ego Tony Clifton, not only because he isn’t (usually) 
trying to torture an audience, but also because he is not about arrogance. Neil 
Hamburger is about sadness and anger. And laughs, This album, however, 
does not capture Neil at his best because he is not in the rock clubs where he 
tailors, to the “hip” rooms, jokes denigrating Nickelback, Justin Beiber, and 
Jim Morrison (who was he buried in a 10 foot coffin for what reason? “To 
accommodate his dunce cap”). No, this is recorded in massive arenas as he 
opened for Tenacious D on their last tour. So the crowd isn’t here to see him, 
and they paid too much money. By the time these performances were 
recorded, Hamburger already knew where his bread was buttered, so he’s 
coming out swinging, cursing at the audience and alternating between teasing 
them with false introductions for Jack Black and Kyle Gass and threats to 
have the masons on the crew build a brick wall so the unresponsive left side 
won't be able to see Tenacious D, While there are a few “Burger fans in tow 
(a lonely voice shouts “We love you” at the beginning, and there are 
spatterings of “who's there?” in response to Neil’s “Knock Knock”) this 
document is mostly about combat; Neil versus tens of thousands of booing 
non-fans. Neil Hamburger began as a make-believe act playing to near- 
empty, totally indifferent pizza parlors and developed into a real one that 
plays a packed Madison Square Garden filled with actively hostile masses. 
That has to be some kind of triumph. This is not exactly like the awesome 
late-in-the-game MSG concert albums by Elvis and Sinatra (in part because 
this album is culled from gigs surrounding the New York date, as the Garden 
has prohibitive restrictions about recording performances, created to protect 
the Knicks from having their pathetic exploits publicized or documented). 
Unlike the King and Chairman, this is not a man showcasing his best 
material. But perhaps we should be comparing him to Garden legends Sugar 
Ray Robinson, the Ali-smashing Joe Frazier, or 60s Welterweight Benny 
“The Kid” Paret. These were mighty pugilists who, like Neil, entered the 
Garden with fists blazing ready for anything. Of course Paret got caught in 
the ropes, was pummeled mercilessly, went into a coma and died a week and 
half later. But tha-a-a-a-t’s my life! (From Roctober review blog) 
NEIL: I did 26 or 27 shows with Tenacious D, to help promote the movie. We 
played Madison Square Garden, yes, but this was not recorded there. The 
Garden wanted $25,000 to let you record! Or even to take a photograph 
backstage. They do not mess around there. That's why it's Madison Square 
Garden, and that’s why it is a prestigious place to play, Anyway, near the end 
of the tour, we taped 3 or 4 shows, soundboard recordings only, in the 
Pacific Northwest, and let some record producers make an album out of it. 
The sound of booing was much louder on stage than it seems on this record. 
And it seems pretty bad on this record. But I have no complaints—we played 
at a lot of really big places that I would not normally play. Bill Clinton was 
the next act booked at the venue in Portland, as I remember. And the red 
carpet photo on the front cover is suitable for framing, and that’s why this 
always sells well at my shows. Can't keep them in stock at the merch table! 
The color red is also a trigger for sales, I'm told. Red cars are the most 
desired car. 

2008 
Neil Hamburger/Pleaseeasaur “Souvenir Record” (Million Dollar 
Performances) This Bee Gees cover song by Neil made me want to declare 
that Mr. Hamburger is most certainly not the Bee Gees of comedy, but then I 
couldn’t figure out who is, so I will grant him that title by default. But 

































































without question, Pleaseeasaur is the Andy Gibb of Yeti-suit Powerpoint Joke 
Rock. Or maybe the Leif Garrett. 
NEIL; Another souvenir release, to sell at the shows. Everyone wants T- 
shirts, but some folks prefer the records, or even the trinkets, that we carry. 1 
personally prefer selling souvenir releases like this one, to selling T-shirts. 1 
do not like to think of myself as a garment distributor. But in fact, that's what 
1am, every time I open up that T-shirt box, and ask “What size?” 
Neil Hamburger “sings Country Winners” (Drag City) After starting life as 
a phone prank, comedian Neil Hamburger metamorphisized into sublime 
conceptual art. Thrift store record bin scholar Gregg Turkington, whose 80s 
zine Breakfast without Meat lionized Salvation Army mainstays like 101 
Strings and Dora Hall, created a series of Hamburger releases that mimicked 
the vanity-press records lounge singers sell as souvenirs. These captured the 
formal elements of these obscure gems (generic line art, awkward back cover 
text) but what elevated them was the Turkington/Hamburger persona. The 
melancholy comic is the saddest clown, his defeatist sighs thundering in a 
laugh-free lounge. Each release added nuance to Hamburger's misery, 
culminating with Left For Dead in Malaysia, a sorrowful on stage self- 
therapy session ignored by chattering non-English speakers. Soon 
Hamburger’s (relative) popularity, and Father Time’s cruelty, opened the 
possibility of Turkington bringing the disheveled middle-aged comic to life, 
which necessitated a shift. Angrier new Neil hacks phlegm and breaks glasses 
to stifle hipster joke-spoilers, and is actually funny. But while everyone loves 
a good Courtney Love O.D, joke, it’s sad to say goodbye to the subtler 
charms of the Charlie Brown of comedy. But on his new brilliant release 
“Sings Country Winners” old Neil is back. Revisiting his record collecting 
roots, Turkington perfectly captures the vibe of the melodramatic country of 
the Porter Waggoner/Faron Young era. While angry new-Neil is present (on 
“The Recycle Bin,” wherein poor recyclable-sorting habits-rage makes a 
ranting Hamburger occasionally forget that his subject matter is supposed to 
be a lyrical metaphor), the sincere pathos of classic Country marks the return 
of heartbreaking Neil. Whether singing in the voice of a disillusioned child, a 
frustrated patriot, or a lowly entertainer, Hamburger, backed by a virtuoso 
band of C&W super-pros, creates a comical loving tribute, not a mean- 
spirited parody, of a lost era. That virtually no actual country fans will hear 
this record is as tragic as a Neil Hamburger sigh. (From Roctober 45) 
NEIL: It is too bad, that we couldn't crack the country market, Those people 
need some good music again. The greats have passed on. We had a top-notch 
band here. It doesn't get better than these guys. We went for the old sound, 
which is the good sound. You're right, Porter Waggoner, Faron Young, 
Merle Haggard..the guys that told a story. We tried to tell a story. I'm no 
Pavarotti. | could only sing as best as I could sing. I realize some people 
don't want songs at all from their funnymen, they want strictly jokes. So we 
had two Strikes against us from the get-go. But I think we hit a home run. 
This is a record I would keep. 
Tim and Eric Awesome Show Great Job Season 1 DVD (Warner) 
Television comics Tim and Eric exploit Neil’s popularity and pull the old bait 
in switch by titling an episode with his name and featuring Neil in a glorified 
cameo, when he clearly has more talent in one greasy split end then they have 
in any given whole tuft of hair. 
NEIL: Your reviewer is dead wrong. Those guys had the best TV show on TV. 
I was glad to be a part of an episode. And I still get people asking me about 
that one, to this day. 
Various Artists “Comedy Death Ray” (Comedy Central) Amidst slivers of 
comedy by popular “hip” comics, Neil does a 12-minute set that seems like 
two hours, certainly confusing the fans of The Office and King of Queens 
who bought this to hear their fave mirthmakers. 
NEIL: I was told I was banned by Comedy Central, but I guess that didn’t 
apply to their record company. Because there I am, on the CD. 

2009 
Neil Hamburger “Western Music and Variety” DVD (Drag City) (Reviewed 
by Ratso the puppet rat] Full disclosure: Neil Hamburger is a close, personal 
friend of mine. This is an amazing DVD, in part because Neil and his hillbilly 
band put on a great music and comedy review, doing songs from his latest 
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album, plus some of Neil’s trademark stand up, and best of all, his band 
doing Hee Haw-esque jokes off of cue cards. But that’s not what makes the 
DVD amazing. The bonus material is awesome, with Neil performing a 
concert at a real life cat hospital for the kitties (it’s an all cat joke set), and 
better yet, Neil performing on my TV show Chic-A-Go-Go. It even includes 
an appearance by me (even if some five year old is stepping into my shot). 
And that’s what makes this an amazing DVD...no, not my appearance, but 
rather the fact that my cameo appears to be part of a declaration that 
Hamburger is making with this DVD. Since he is obviously one of the last 
practitioners of true showbiz, on this release he seems to be assembling a new 
Rat Pack! Neil is our Sinatra, Dr. Demento (who does the DVD’s 
introductions) is Dino, I'm Sammy (of course), the dashing Prairie Prince of 
the Tubes is Peter Lawford, and that cat with feline leukemia is Joey Bishop. 
Of course, anytime Neil’s good friend Frank Sinatra Jr. is in our presence we 
all get demoted one spot, so I’m Lawford and the sick cat is Shirley 
Maclaine. Our Ocean's Eleven will be direct to DVD on Drag City in 2013. 


_ (From Roctober #47) 


NEIL: I don’t like rats, but I like Ratso. We worked together a few times; 
always a pleasure. He's on the DVD. This DVD also has a lot of CATS. 1 did 
a show at a cat boarding house, a kennel, or whatever you would call that, a 
show for the cats. Lots of cat jokes. So we stuck that on the DVD too. Along 
with the night of variety entertainment that we filmed at Radio Recorders in 
Hollywood, which is now sadly gone. 
Hard-Ons with Neil Hamburger “American Exports” (Red Lounge, re- 
released on Alternative Tentacles) Neil sings a hardcore punk apology from 
America to the world for Maroon 5 and KFC. And he sings better than the 
guy from Linkin Park, whom he also apologizes for. 
NEIL: The Hard-Ons are great guys, sort of Australia’s Sex Pistols in a way, 
in that they started it all, the “hate-type” of music down under, and have 
been around for decades. We went into a recording studio in Sydney one 
afternoon, and tried to do something that all the fans would enjoy. 1 am not a 
punk singer, in any shape or form, but I gave my best effort. You could burst 
a blood vessel trying to sing that way. This record came out in a few 
countries, I believe, because people wanted to hear it. 

2010 
Neil Hamburger “Hot February Night” (Drag City) Same audio as the 
previously released CD, but on vinyl with a glorious photo of Neil being 
ignored on the red carpet at the glitzy Hollywood premiere for the Tenacious 
D movie. I heard the merch guy at a Neil show say that this should be bought 
just for the cover and the plastic wrap should be left intact. Sage advice! 
NEIL: I already talked about this. What are you trying to do here, exactly? I 
don't need the repetition. If this is a trick, it’s not going to work. 

2011 


Neil Hamburger “Live at Third Man Records” (Third Man) Neil 


Hamburger’s earliest records were concept pieces reflecting on the true dregs 
of the recorded comedy field: self-pressed records made by lowly lounge 
performers to sell as souvenirs after their sad shows. To simulate this the 
team of comedy masterminds behind the Neil Hamburger “character” crafted 
studio recordings that simulated live recordings where the audience was 
unresponsive, occasionally surly, and generally not particularly interested. 
Years later, in a move the Archies would envy, “Neil” became a popular 
touring act, performing for enthusiastic crowds around the globe. But at Third 
Man Records, without the benefit of post-production, ProTools, or an 
“audience” of actors, Hamburger was able to re-capture the dumbstruck 
audience apathy of his groundbreaking early work. Who says you can’t go 
home again? That said, this album features some fine Neil jokes (“What's the 
worst thing about getting raped by Crosby, Stills, & Nash? ...No Young!”), 
and one of my favorite routines by the comic, a lengthy description of seeing 
a Bill Haley and the Comets show where one decrepit, dementia-addled 
original Comet is wheeled out by his grandchildren, who then roll him into a 
dark corner and play original techno songs all night to the horror of the Haley 
fans attending, teaching Neil the value of giving the audience what they 
expect, opening the door for a Best of Neil Hamburger/old jokes set (which 
actually garners some laughs from the previously titter-free Tennesseans). 
Not Third Man’s finest release, but for an artist like Hamburger sublimely 
exploring the myriad corners of failure, this is a triumph of failing, of sorts. 
(from Roctober 51, in an article a few pages away) 

NEIL: These guys are a class act, Third Man. Anyone would be lucky to get 
to work with them, and record at their studio nightclub. They don’t screw 
around with computers. It's a big tape machine, and what you do on stage, is 
what ends up on the record. No one is monkeying around to make anyone 
sound better. A lot of the comedy albums people love are frauds. It’s just a 





fact of the business. Audiences simply don't laugh as loud as it sounds on the 
records. Especially not for a lot of the lousier comedians. 
Neil Hamburger “Alive (with Pleasure)” (Boo-Hooray) Lo-fi bootleg from a 
bachelor party, with Neil sticking it to Marshall Tucker and Andrew 
Ridgeley, and roasting the groom citing incredibly specific shortcomings... 
NEIL: I was hired to entertain a bachelor party in the back room at a very 
good pizza parlor, and someone was recording the show. And then it ended 
up as a record. I never heard the record, but I did see a copy, and was 
surprised. I guess anything can happen, and you can’t stop it. 

2012 
Neil Hamburger “A Bruise Cruise Souvenir Record” (Bruise Cruise) A 
moving (to the point of sea-sickness) tribute to the King of Pop, Michael 
Jackson. 
NEIL: There was a cruise to the Bahamas that 1 was booked to perform on, 
and they gave these records to the people on the cruise. The recording itself I 
think was from New York or Philadelphia...nowhere near the actual 
Bahamas. Closer to the Bermuda Triangle, geographically. At the time, I had 
a large segment of the show where we paid tribute to some of the recently 
departed greats of entertainment. Michael Jackson had passed on. He had 
some good songs. 
Neil Hamburger “Incident at Cambridge, Mass. (Neil Hamburger) Self- 
released Bandcamp digital-only document of a 2008 concert where the crowd 
is ready to laugh and Neil seems particularly phlegmy. 
NEIL: This was a show we did some years ago in the Boston area. 1 couldn’t 
tell you anything more about it. It was made into a digital release, which is to 
Say, it was made into nothing. Digital releases are nothing. They are like a 
whisper in the wind. 
Margaret Cho & Neil Hamburger “I Drink” b/w “How Little Men Care” 
(Million Dollar Performances/Drag City) Wow! A double A-side/double 
doozy/double All Star disc featuring two comics making a fundamentally 
non-novelty record, though it’s 110% ridiculous in its successful sincerity. “I 
Drink” is Charles Aznavour’s sad cirrhosis-celebration, and here we hear Cho 
finally getting something worthwhile (other than the piles of money from 
Logo channel) out of being faux gay...she can fucking sing cabaret! Even 
though Neil is doing his Neil voice here, in this theatrical musical setting it 
makes perfect sense, and his inherent wretchedness is just what the lyric calls 
for. The other cut is less dynamic but may be better, as the Sonny Curtis B- 
side “How Little Men Care” features Choburger (their celeb couple name) 
collectively singing their collective ass off, making a great song beautiful-er. 
My only beef with ‘burger is that while I understand his beloved RSO record 
label deserves to be honored with a tribute logo/label, if you are covering a 
Sonny Curtis record that originally had a record label with red blood dripping 
from the top and green Mr. Spock blood dripping up from the bottom, you 
should steal that label! BTW, I just went online to see if 1 was remembering 
this label right, and Curtis’ “Straight life”/"How Little Men Care” costs about 
a dollar on ebay! Wait a few months and you can get both Neil’s and Sonny’s 
versions for less than a sack of White Castles! 
NEIL: I was thrilled that Ms. Cho was a fan of my “Country Winners” 
record, and even more so that she wanted to do some duets, in the style of 
Kenny Rogers and Dolly Parton. We dug around a bit and selected these 
songs, recorded with my “Country Winners” band at a studio in the woods. 
Margaret has got some vocal chops! I wish that I could say the same for 
myself. The musicians covered for me the best they can. These songs were on 
the “dark” side, which may have sealed their fate. We were hoping for some 
chart action, and it just did not come. 
(Neil likely meant to add, and go out with, 
However, he failed to do so.) 


“...but that’s my life!” 
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RECORDS AND NOVELTIES 


Third Man Records on Comedy and More... 






Earlier this year I lucked into a private tour of the Third Man 
Records complex in Nashville. I could go on for hours about the 
wonders of this aesthetic art project/functioning business made 
possible by Jack White's presciently retaining his masters/handling 
his business properly and made sustainable by the TMR-ers lovingly 
creating irresistible vinyl artifacts that people actually want to buy. 
What I'll resist gushing about are the White Stripe's archives stored 
in a high tech Mission Impossible room, the modest, but elephant- 
head adorned, live music space where each concert is recorded live 
to acetate on the original King Records’ lathe by white lab-coated 
engineers, or the small storefront that features almost as many 
carnival attractions as records (a Scopitone machine running Third 
Man videos transferred to celluloid, a jukebox with robot monkeys 





that play along, a cut-your-own-record machine). But I will shine a 
light on two things that impressed me. The first was that our tour 
guide, and the cat who handles a lot of the day-to-day TMR 
shenanigans, was Ben Blackwell of the Dirtbombs. For a Midwestern 
garage rock fan of a certain age the only thing that could have 
trumped that would have been Dan Kroha leading the tour in pumps 
and pasties. But what really struck me was that even though many of 
the hippest bands and most legendary early rock and country figures 
have worked with TMR, the biggest photos in the lush chill room/ 
common space were of comedians. White has released records of TV 
comics Conan O’Brien and Stephen Colbert, and has hosted shows 
by several stand ups, including Reggie Watts, Tim Heidecker, and 
Neil Hamburger. When Blackwell mentioned that he'd given the tour 
to several comics it occurred to me that comedy was held in 
extremely high regard here. And that’s not all: in addition to 
releasing all Third Man concerts (or the headliners, at least) on 12” 
vinyl, the label has really revived almost every corner of “novelty” 
records, from odd spoken word (their “Green” series of interview 7” 
EPs) to holiday songs, to celebrity tie-ins. Even if one ignores every 
“real” record on the label, Third Man would have perhaps the most 
fascinating catalogue amongst their contemporaries. I followed up 
with Ben about Third Man's comedy/novelty philosophy, then spun 
their greatest hits... 

Roctober: So what’s the deal with Third Man and comedy? 

Ben Blackwell: All of us here are just really, really big comedy fans. 
Coming up, being in bands and touring, it’s something you can very 
easily gravitate towards. When I think of the Dirtbombs touring in my 
head I hear David Cross’ “Shut Up You Fucking Baby.” The jokes 
are all permanently burned in my brain. 

What is your definition of novelty record? 





A novelty record can be a joke, it can be something winking at you, it 
can be an idea that works for one playback, maybe never to be played 
again. Maybe the one thing a novelty record is not is serious. 

But the Green Series seems serious. 

1 100% agree, even the Conan O’Brien one. 

So you wouldn’t call them novelties? 

The content is not novelty, but I think the idea of doing interviews on 
vinyl may seem like a novelty to most people By the way, if you look 
at the name on the door it’s Third Man Records and Novelties... 

I assumed the novelties referred to were the carnival toys people 
get to play with in the store 

You could say that, but we were calling ourselves Third Man Records 
and Novelties way before we had any carnival machines. 

How did the private tours for visiting comics come about? 

There’s a comedy club down the street called Zanies and one day the 
head of promotions said someone wanted to come see Third Man. 
The first tour was the Sklar Brothers, who went to U of M and spent a 
lot of time in Michigan where we're from, and another time he 
brought Greg Proops in, who’s a big music fan. I told him, “I 
remember you when I was 6 years old and you were on MTV Half 
Hour Comedy Hour and you did this bit on Pixie Sticks,” and he said, 
“Oh Yeah! That’s the only joke I remember from that routine!” 

The TMR novelty I couldn’t figure out were your high school 
band records, what are those? 

We partnered with a school band touring program called Bright 
Spark, what they do is if a marching band from, say, Minnesota wants 
to go to Nashville, they’re like OK, here’s what we can do, we can 
take you to the Opry we can tale you to the Country Music Hall of 
Fame, or we can take you to Third Man, where you get a tour of the 
facility, you get a question and answer session with a music industry 
insider, also known as me, and then your band goes into the live 
performance room to record a vinyl single. So you get to learn about 
recording techniques, analog technology, microphone placement, that 
one take means one take, and at the end each participant gets a copy 
of the performance on an actual vinyl record. And the records are 





pressed on a split color 7” in the school colors! 

Are those available to people who aren’t in the band? 
No, only available to the kids. If the kids want to but copies for their 
grandma they can buy extras that day in the shop. 

Any anecdotes about memorable comedy shows. 

Having been a fan of Neil Hamburger from his prank phone calls and 
everything, to see him walking around backstage — when he’s not in 
his Neil Hamburger gear you wouldn’t look twice at him. He and I 
got in a really, really deep conversation about private press records, 
he’s a huge record collector, so talking about very, very obscure 
esoteric things that I very seldom get a chance to communicate with 
people in person about --- these are things usually relegated to the 
darkest corners of Internet chat room where lonely men sit in their 
basements excited, so meeting him and trading stories and trading 
records was great. He also told us that all of his albums had been 
presented as live but were all done in studios, so this was his first 
actual live recording, which I was pretty excited about that! 





































































































THIRD MAN LISTENER’S GUIDE 


HIRD MAN RECORD COMEDY RECORDS (by Comedians} 
Conan O’Brien “Live at Third Man Records” (TMR 046, 2010), 
“And They Call Me Mad” (TMR 047, 2010) Conan O’Brien’s 
success on television is interesting in that it involves constant self- 
depreciation, yet he generally exudes a confidence almost devoid of 
vulnerability, and anyone who has seen him do Elvis to warm up the 
crowd, caught his live comedy tour that occurred between his NBC 
and cable shows (the subject of both a documentary and this “Live at 
Third Man” LP) or seen him play music alongside Jack White on his 
TV show, might note nervous energy, but never genuine nervousness 
or vulnerability. That confidence is usually a funniness graveyard, but 
because his take on late night TV hosting involved trying to tap into 
Carson’s cleverness (if not his cool), he could make you laugh while 
towering tall. That he also utilized profound absurdity and non- 
sequitors, which were not the tools of the sweaty Borscht belt comics 
or defensively dirty chitlin’ circuit party record purveyors that were 
the architects of 20" Century comedy, also helped. Jack White also 
counts on wit and a love of absurdity rather than genuine 
vulnerability, so they are a good match, and the live album, featuring 
music, jokes, and Jack is a decent comedy record. However, for 
comedy record historians it’s the spoken work 45, an improvised mad 
scientist/monster party bit that recalls Jonathan Winters’ finest cuts 
(with some contemporary twists) that brings the funny home. White’s 
interview (done as a voice of God) on the B-side has a laugh or two, 
but the other bit is madly funny. 


Reggie Watts “Live at Third Man Records” (TMR 080, 2010) If you 
quantify comedy success as being funny and successfully landing 
jokes, this is Third Man’s best comedy record. One of the beautiful 
things about the absurdist humor of this live-looping music-making, 
weird-world-wandering wonder is that audience laughter can’t be a 
measure of success. Some jokes are so confusing, or so slow burning, 
or so bizarre that actual instant laughter is almost impossible; the 
oddness needs to gel. Whether he is defending Smurfs, creating 
dimension-warping soundscapes, or baffling Tennesseans, Watts so 
successfully melds the aesthetics of Stephen Wright on mushrooms 
and Stevie Wonder on The Cosby Show that this can only be qualified 
as a brilliant laugh riot (minus some laughs). 


Steven Colbert w/ The Black Belles “Charlene II (I’m Over You)” 
(TMR 105, 2011) Though Colbert is no stand up, releasing a record 
as his comic TV character persona makes this unquestionably a 
comedy record, and by featuring two versions of a new wave stalker 
anthem Colbert’s character supposedly recorded in the 80s, it 
references Mad Magazine-esque satire and even the National 
Lampoon Radio Hour’s magnificent musical farces. But what pushes 
this to Something Special-ville is that Colbert is supported by an all 
girl, all witch garage band, who can be read as both a serious act and 
a parody of the absurd genre from which White Stripes cameth. 


Neil Hamburger “Live at Third Man Records” (TMR 123, 2011) 
(see 20 years of Comedy Beef: Neil Hamburger discography, 
elsewhere in this issue) 


Rory Scoval “Live at Third Man Records” (TMR 231, 2013) Though 
his comedy is far from conventional (the bulk of the first side feels 
like an improvised warmup, where he absurdly presents himself as a 
menagerie of comics of different ethnic and religious backgrounds), 
this may be TMR’s most successful stand up record if only because 
the crowd is balls to the wall into it from jumpstreet. And Scoval 
learns the raucous laughter, and our respect, by opening side 2 as side 
4, and recapping the Tennessee audience’s surprising receptiveness to 
ithe unexpectedly racist side three. To not only mess around with the 
actual comedy record format, but to go to the almost nonexistant 
comedy record double album format, is pure class! 












THIRD MAN NOVELTY RECORDS 


Jon Wayne “Texas Funeral (TMR 034, 2010) Reissue of a rare 1985 
punk country novelty parody bizzaro record, that finds the middle 
ground between Beefheart, David Allan Coe’s porno records, 
Blowfly, Wild Man Fischer, and William Hung. 


Nobunny “Live at Third Man Records” (TMR 048, 2010) Though 
we at Roctober are sensitive about labeling dynamic, theatrical, artists 
as “novelty,” we also do not use that particular “N-word” as an 
epithet. And while I will not classify such novel geniuses as Quintron 
and Miss Pussycat, who recorded a powerful live Third Man LP, or 
even the gloriously gimmicky Black Belles as novelty acts, the near 
naked, bunny-masked noisemaker known as Nobunny has always 
mixed his savagely infectious pop garage with such blatant novelty 
pop/punk scholarship that I'm comfortable lumping him in with such 
costumed clamor-creators as the Banana Splits, The Phantom, the 
Mummies, and Village People. All that said, Nobunny’s Third Man 
record demonstrates the danger of commting to a live album. Despite 
having can’t miss material and a stellar showman’s spirit, this 
particular night things never really took off, and though his winning 
personality and sense of humor are still evident in his between-song 
banter, it is mostly utilized to apologize for the sub-par rabbit rock. 
Unlike Hamburger’s helping, which ultimately was about exploring 
failure, this is not so bad it’s triumphant, but rather it’s just an 
interesting document of an off night. And how often can you hear an 
album that contains as many greatest hits (“Chuck Berry Holiday” 
and “Motorhead with Me” are never failures) as it does false starts! 


Elvira’s Move Macabre Theme” 7” picture disc (TMR 062, 2010), 
Elvira, The Black Belles, The Greenhornes “TMR Devil's Night 
2010” DVD (TMR 130, 2011) Though they didn’t go for the novelty 
touchdown of having Cassandra Peterson’s horror hostess vampiress 
Elvira sing original monster tunes, releasing a picture disc of her TV 
theme song and a DVD of a spooky party she haunted certainly puts 
her in the Bobby “Boris” Pickett “Monster Mash” zip code. 


The White Stripes “Merry Christmas from the White Stripes” (TMR 
071, 2010) A kooky Christmas single? It’s like they’re checking off 
novelty record categories. Originally issued in 2002 on another label, 
Third Man re-released it on Santa red vinyl. 


I.C.P. “Leck Mick Im Arsch” (TMR 109, 2011) A project so absurd 
one could argue that the conceptual artistry alone transcends novelty. 
That said, having Jack White record a rock version of a blue Mozart 
composition, the 18" Century equivalent of a Party Record, then 
having the reviled, makeup-wearing, Faygo spewing Insane Clown 
Posse write original lyrics to rap over it, is as novel as it gets! 


THIRD MAN RECORDS GREEN SERIES 
(SPOKEN WORD/INSTRUCTIONAL SERIES) 
BP Fallon “Fame #9” (TMR 022, 2009) I contend that “novelty” is in 
the eye of the beholder (or the perception of the buyer), even if it is 
not present in the original intention, meaning that something like a 
recording of cars circling a racetrack or a musical written for a 
company’s unity building convention might become novelty to record 
collectors down the line. The Green Cover series of spoken 
work/instructional records features less jokers than serious folk, but 
considering the sensibilities of the Third Men and Women | feel 
confident qualifying even the profoundly dignified musings of 
legendary rock n roll behind the scenes maestro/philosopher BP 
Fallon as sublimely novel. Just hearing his impishly elegant voice 
justifies this release. The fact that there is a unique mastering trick to 
make this a “three-sided” single, and that White interviews via a 
booming voice-of-god studio monitor makes the whimsical subtext 
clear (while not detracting from Fallon’s brilliance). 


Conan O’ Brien “And They Call Me Mad” (TMR 047, 2010) (see 
Conan O'Brien “Live at Third Man Records”) 








Amy Walker “Discourses of Accents” (TMR 064, 2011) This record 
is about voice, but because it is not a discussion with an elder 
statesman (Walker is a young actress/accent scholar) the interview is 
interesting because White carries half of the conversation, introducing 
as many of his own ideas about accents does hers. It 
culminates in her reading a newspaper article in a bunch of accents, 
from France, Scotland, the South, the former Soviet Union, New 
England, Old England, and other places. It’s alluring and interesting, 
but you can hear the same thing happen on a Maria Bamford record, 
and Bamford becomes different people when she does it. Released 
with different covers for each of her 


Jerry King “The Auctioneer”’(TMR 066, 2011) All these spoken 
word records explore fascinating voices, but this one not only 
celebrates the alluring timbre of auctioneer King’s voice (and its 
mesmerizing incantations when going into full-on speaking-in- 
tongues auction mode) but it also explores the art of the auction, and 
White seems genuinely fascinated with learning about auction school 
and the mechanisms of auction calling. Things get better on the b-side 


as she 





accent characters. 





where concentric bands reveal a fast and furious auto auction or a 
sweet and smooth chocolate cake auction. Just about the best of the 


series! Note that White adapts a kind of soft southern drawl. 
Edgar Oliver “In The Park” (TMR 121, 2011) Poet/actor Oliver 
delivers two chilling verses, one recorded inside out and backwards. 


Dylan Thomas never pulled off that trick! 








Tempest Storm “Interview” (TMR 129, 2012) The true best of them 
all -- not only because this document of a veteran exotic dancer fits 
into the tradition of the many great stripper records of the past, or that 
White is genuinely entranced by Storm’s tales of artistic motivation 
and Elvis and Kennedy romances, and not only because the amazing 
non-interview side features Tempest delivering philosophical tidbits 
to your whole brain by alternating left and right channels as she raps 
over gritty, groovy bump ‘n’ grind funk. No, it’s because the picture 
disc features images of the young Tempest dancing on one side and 
seasoned Tempest dancing on the other, and the disc comes with a 





“bolt—trope” cardboard disc, with directions on how to turn your 
turntable into a functioning zoetrope so you can see her dance come 
to life. My only complaint is that I no longer have a 16rpm turntable 
as she is shimmying kinda fast for my tastes. Genuinely spectacular! 


VALENTINE THE VAMPIRE 


60 Years of Music & Comedy with T. Valentine 








(Photo by Vera Gavrilovic) Many of us narrow-visioned rock n roll fans only 
first heard of ageless R&B eccentric T. Valentine when he released his utterly 
bizarre new-wave-ish "Hello Lucille, Are You a Lesbian?" in the 80s, but we 
fully fell under his spell when some sizzling 60s self-pressed R&B 45s came 
to light (including the rare anti-Muhammad Ali record, accusing then-Cassius 
Clay of cowardice for avoiding the draft). Later we were floored when Mr. V 
played live in Chicago at the last turn of the century, then we were buried 











alive when we re-re-discovered him after he discovered Youtube and made 
some jaw-dropping video m: . But the aspect of his career that may be 
most intriguing is the comedy act he talks about performing in the 1950s. 
Fascinated with monster movies and sexy women, the young man would 
stage humorous horror plays in nightclubs, in which he would be a vampire 
pursuing beautiful, well-endowed women. He himself calls it comedy, though 
it may sound more like burlesque or performance art. Whatever it was, I've 
never heard of anything quite like it, making him a comedy visionary in my 
book. T.V. hit TV and recreated "The Vampire" on our show Chic-A-Go-Go 
in 2000, and just last year he took New York City by storm by releasing an 
LP of new music on Norton Records (who had previously reissued his rare 
The LP 
was titled, natch, "The Vampire." Though he got to don his cape at the Friar's 
Club and play for Gotham's finest, sadly any momentum that might have 
allowed Norton to do for him what they'd done for Hasil Adkins and other 
undeservedly obscure outsiders was washed away in the storm that hit the 
East Coast and drowned Norton's warehouse, taking their attention away 
from their dynamic young star. But if there one thing we know about 
vampires, they are immortal, so even if the first sixty years of his career have 
been slow, look for great things from Thurmond V. between now and 2083! 


BOB MCDONALD: LOST LEGEND 











archival recordings) centered around a musical version of that play 





With the Internet, mp3s, cable TV, and aggressive, visionary comedy labels 
like Stand Up! Recor 
comedy albums and specials, or the digital equivalent thereof, than ever 
before. But in prior eras, with the exception of lounge comics who self- 





there are now more stand up comics releasing 


released "souvenir" LPs as merch, it was very rare for a second-tier (or lower) 
comic to have a full set documented, preserved, and presented for public 
consumption. Which is why we celebrate the when it 
happened. So let us praise WIllie Woods (Chicago brass master who's played 
with everyone since the 60s, including the Pharoahs, Phil Cohran, and Sky) 
for recording in 1977 and releasing in 2011 "The Legendary Bob McDonald." 


rare occasions 


McDonald was a rising star when Woods recorded him at P&S Recording 
Studio on July 12, 1977, and though a club concert might have generated 
more excitement than this small studio audience can muster, it's an 
impressive set. Though a lot of the material covers familiar ground (he 
mimics uptight white teachers, gets in the mind of the high and the weird, 
makes gay jokes, does ethnic humor about Asians), it's easy to see why 
Woods thought this young man was worth backing. Not only was his energy 
and manner appealing, but at times he demonstrates insights and talents that 
demonstrate why he was such a hit at clubs like the Copherbox II (which 
Woods owned). The final skit ultimately ends with an old Redd Foxx joke 
punchline about racial prejudice in the military,but to get to that punchline 
McDonald masterfully travels through ten masterful minutes of dramatic 
comedy playing multiple characters, including a laconic blaxploitation-era 
Uncle Tom soldier and an expressive, disarming white southern drill 
sergeant. Raising the bar is a the last cut, a comedic R&B song McDonald cut 
with Woods, something Eddie Murphy would end his LPs with a few years 
later (McDonald and Murphy have similar looks, and Murphy's success hints 
at what his predecessor might have achieved). McDonald had some personal 
demons and died young, Woods tell me, but the trombonist took some 
inspiration from his funny mentee and later performed some comedy himself, 
doing skits on his local television show The Chicago Party a few years later. 
I am currently working with Woods and Numero Group to make those TV 
shows and the spectacular music they contained available for the public, and 
it's a smorgasbord of visual and audio delights. Sadly, we only have 36 
minutes of McDonald to enjoy, but it's a rare and well-appreciated treat to 
have even that (Go to cdbaby/cd/bobmcdonald to download tracks or get a 
CD copy) 





LIVE ALBUM 
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In August 2012, days after receiving a cancer diagnosis, Tig Notaro delivered 
a stand-up performance addressing her situation, resulting in one of the most 
remarkable sets in comedy history. Due to a string of prior setbacks Notaro, 
already had some material adaptable to her newfound situation, but what 
made her performance magical was a variation on “crowd work,” in which 
after being stunned to silence by Notaro sharing her diagnosis, the 
encouragement, and humanity the crowd expresses towards the stage — not 
only supporting her as a person, but validating the artwork — is a wonder to 
hear. An album of it was released by Secretly Canadian, an indie that had 
previously only released one stand-up album, also by Notaro. We checked in 
with Ben Swanson of SC, on the eve of the vinyl issue of “Live,” about what 
it’s like to release the comedy album of the year. 
Roctober: Secretly Canadian is an eclectic label, but Notaro is your only 
comedy artist. What made you decide to get behind these recordings, and 
how do you think you fit in with the legacy of non-comedy labels (Verve, 
WB) releasing stand-up albums? 
Ben Swanson: To be honest, I hadn't thought of how we fit within the legacy 
of other labels releasing comedy albums. We were introduced to Tig via Jens 
ekman, who we have worked with for years. Jens was a fan and a friend, and 
met Tig during a short West Coast run where she was opening for Jens. I 
new a little of her comedy then, but absolutely fell in love with it seeing her 
erform a few nights in a row. We didn't really seek out to release a comedy 
Ibum, but, for me, she fits in well with our other artists with her impeccable 
iming and odd sensibilities. She's super intelligent and thoughtful about how 
she approaches her work, and is always striving to add something new to her 
craft. We love working with those kinds of artists. Its exciting 
a special release; what’s been the response? 
he response hasn't been anything we could've predicted. Its really next level. 
/hat's so special about it is how, not to use a pun, but /ive it is. It documents a 
ery specific moment, one very intense moment that can never be repeated 
gain. The emotional weight is immense and the grace with which Tig carries 
it is incredible. It’s really a testament to both her craft and, well, just her. 
hat’re the economics/particulars of releasing comedy vs. music? 
Je've learned that comedy definitely favors the digital platform over the 
hysical. I'm not entirely sure why that is, but people don't feel the need as 
uch to own the record, they just want to hear it. 
hat are some of your all-time favorite comedy albums? 
grew up on all the Steve Martin records; I've listened to “Lets Get Small,” 
Comedy Is Not Pretty!” and “A Wild and Crazy Guy” probably 1000 times 
ach since I was maybe 5 or 6 years old. I have so many different memories 
with those records, so many road trips driving late through the night. I still cry 
rom laughing whenever I listen to them. 


JASON LIVES 
JASON HOLLIDAY 





portrait of jason 


by Eric Nix 








When we look at the recently re-released A Portrait Of Jason- the 
1968 film by American director Shirley Clarke- we see an American 
story, or more accurately, the story of an American outsider...an 
black, queer, hustling, drug using American. What you see was what 
you got. Or was It? Were we being hustled by Aaron Payne A.K.A. 
Jason Holiday (a reinvented persona, born while Mr. Payne was 
living in San Francisco, “a place to be created, believe me!”)? Was 
this really his life or just a performance? In the remarkable film, shot 
in Ms. Clarke’s Chelsea Hotel apartment, the filmmaker and her 
boyfriend, actor Carl Lee (Superfly, son of actor/boxer/DJ Canada 
Lee), push the well-rehearsed flamboyant raconteur to go beyond his 
polished reinvention by keeping an unblinking camera on him for 12 
hours, lubricating him with alcohol and cannabis, and (in Mr. Lee’s 
case) berating him. The results yielded a remarkable film, perhaps the 
most fascinating onscreen representation of black male sexuality at 
the time. It was a critical and cult success Ingmar Bergman called it 
“the most fascinating film I’ve ever seen.” 

Hoping to piggyback off the modest fame he received from the 
documentary, Jason Holiday reinvented himself again as Entertainer 
Recording Artist. “an audio portrait of Jason” was to be his act on 
wax. After seeing the film record producer/songwriter Mike Rashkow 
(“Mary in the Morning”) decided to record a comedy album by 
Jason, but despite Rashkow’s success with a spoken word production 
of humorist Jean Shepherd, the Jason LP was not released. However, 
after learning of the storyteller’s 1998 passing the producer has now 
made the lost Jason album available on itunes and CDBaby. 

The true strength of this performance is in Jason's often funny, 
storytelling. After all that's why the hipster’s who dig the film would 
have bought a copy of Jason's LP. Instantly you could have a lively 
and very entertaining Negro friend at your latest soiree. Not Redd, 
Bill or Dick like everybody else in that era...you could have, from a 
safe distance, a dangerous liaison with gay hustler Holiday. He 
covers a variety of topics mostly to remind us that he is a freak. He 
tells stories often in the form of a warning or advice, segues into each 
vignette with music ranging from jazz to bluegrass to proto-funk, all 
the while reminding us he is the ‘outsider’ and our guide through 
these 'hip' scenes, making a path for us where there was none before. 
Here he is not so much the houseboy/prostitute from the film, but 
he’s a master of b.s., nonetheless, delivering just enough truth to 
make it true Without the forces of tension that exist in the film adding 
fuel to the fire of his imagination and/or memory, his act starts to 
wear thin. It becomes less a comedy LP and more of an 
overindulgent exercise in sly street witticisms. Jason gives us little 
more than what lay before us in the doc prior except that this is Jason 
in control, a radical tour guide you can refer to when you need help 
decoding his cool and hip underworld. A party Record for needy 
hipsters may not make for best party, but 40 years later it is valuable 
American history. 














LINCOLN LINCOLN 


“Lincoln Chase Hypnotized Me And 
Stole All My Records!” 


by Tom Ardolino, as told to Ryohei Matsunaga 
edited and introduced by Phil Milstein 





For years Tom Ardolino had been regaling me with tales of 





his teenage encounter with Lincoln Chase. At first I barely 
even knew who Lincoln Chase was, an oversight that Tom 
— media maven, NRBQ drummer and my collaborator on 
the “MSR Madness” series of song-poem compilations — 
was quick to rectify. A master mixtape maker, Tom compiled 
a CD for me of some of the highlights of Chase’s work as 
songwriter, producer and recording artist. The set included 
Laverne Baker’s “Jim Dandy” and its belated follow-up, 
“Batman To The Rescue”; Elvis’s “Such A Night”; a series of 
indelible novelties by Shirley Ellis Petula Clark to 
Chase’s Tony Hatch), including “The Name Game”, “The 
Nitty Gritty” and “Ever See A Diver Kiss His Wife While 
The Bubbles Bounce About The Water?”; “The Bump Step”, 


(the 


a swingin’ bit of soul doggerel purred by the little-known 
Angie Hester!; and Chase’s own “Vulture Song”, “Sweet 
Torture” and “You’ve Got To Be A Little Crazy”. 

Given such high-grade jack it was inevitable that I, too, 
would fall under the Chase spell. Over time and with deeper 





exposure I have come to see him, in fact, as belonging to a 
category, joining there the likes of (to name just a few) Teddy 
Vann, Lee Hazlewood, Serge Gainsbourg and Jerry Williams, 
Jr, of excel at 
expressing thoughtful insights nestled within catchy, playful 
and yet deeply personal music.? This type tends to be of 
colorful personality, and, as Tom’s stories demonstrated, 
Chase was a bona fide member of the club. 

But when I finally determined to get those stories on the 


idiosyncratic musical provocateurs who 


record, Tom threw me a curve by informing me that, of a 
sort, they already were. A couple years back, he informed me, 
he’d given an interview on this very subject to his Japanese 
friend Ryohei Matsunaga, who'd translated the conversation 
from English and published it in a book-length Japanese 
magazine titled Me And The 20th Century Greatest Hits (Ongaku 
Shuppan-Sha, Tokyo, 2007). Rather than revisit that same 
material once again he gave me permission to republish 
Ryohei’s interview, but made it my responsibility to find a 
copy of the thing and get it translated back into English. 

With that began a comedy of misunderstandings (and those 
before even taking the language barrier into account), 


miscalculations and missed opportunities that is both too 





involved and too pointless to bear repeating here. That it 
took Tom’s death, in January 2012 shortly before his 57th 
birthday, to reach fruition will have to suffice as an 
illustration of the labyrinthine course that resolves, finally, 
here. 

Before we begin, I wish to relate an anecdote I recall Tom 
telling me which didn’t make it into his interview with 
Ryohei. Upon picking him up at the Port Authority bus 
terminal, Chase asked Tom if he knew the meaning of 
“Wooshp, Oom, Sff ... Ahhhh!”, a cornerstone track on his 
recent Lincoln Chase 'N’ You album. “Yeah, pot”, replied Tom, 
a correct answer which set the stage for the rest of their day 
together. Tom was about 18 at the time of the events he 
describes below, making him of legal age for the partaking of 
wooshp, oom, sf ... abhbh in New York State at that time. 





Tom: I loved Lincoln Chase. I bought his singles 
whenever I found them. 

Ryohei: It seems nobody really knew about him, including 
Americans. 

TA: He may have been known to some people, as he 
wrote some hit songs. I was buying his records too, 
without really knowing about him, 

RM: How did you meet him? 

TA: It was maybe 1973, after his second solo album, 
Lincoln Chase "N’ You, had been released, on Paramount. 
It'd been 15 years since his first album, and this was his 
final album as well. The back cover had an address for 









(left, Lincoln and young Tom, above Lincoln and younger child star Eddie Hodges) 









With His Two Latest Songs 


THE \THAT’S ALL 
MESSAGE \ | NEED 


UNDER EXCLUSIVE CONTRACT TO 


1650 Broadway, N.Y. City 
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Paramount Records, so I wrote a letter to him, care of 
Paramount. I said, “I’m your biggest fan, I have all of 
your records, I would love to meet you if there is any 
way possible.” 





RM: That kind of letter wouldn’t usually get delivered to the 
artist. 

TA: That’s true. But, to my surprise, one day I got a call 
at my home from him! Even funnier is that my dad took 
the call. The caller said, “I am Lincoln Chase, is Tom 
there?,” 





and my dad yelled to me, “Tom, you got a call 
from Lincoln Chase!” 

RM: Did your dad have any idea who he is? 

TA: None at all. I was really surprised that he even got 
my letter, let alone called. He gave me his address in 
New York and said, “You have all of my records, right? 
I lost almost all of my belongings. If you don’t mind, 
can you bring them to my place? I’d like to make 
copies.” 

RM: So you went to see him. 

TA: Yeah, I took a bus to New York. When J arrived at 
the station, he was there by himself to pick me up. He 
was really tall. Then we went to his house — it was a big 
house. As soon as we arrived he suggested we have a 
smoke, but it was marijuana. It was the most powerful 
pot I’ve ever smoked. I was knocked out with just one 
toke! 

RM: Then what? 

TA: He said, “Let’s play a session.” I played drums and 
he played piano. He set up a tape recorder and said into 
the mic, “This is a free s 





ion by Lincoln Chase and 
Tom Ardolino, Volume One.” We played a whole mess 
of songs, and then after the session he tried to 
hypnotize me! 
RM: Hypnotize you? 
TA: Yeah, although I didn’t think it worked. On the 
other hand, I don’t remember much after that, so maybe 
it did. About all I remember is that I took a bus before 
it got dark because I had to get back to Springfield’. 
RM: What happened to the tape of the session? 
TA: I don’t know. I never saw him again after that. I 
wrote to him many times after the visit but never 
received a reply. I believe he died in the early 80s." 
RM: What happened to the records that you brought to him? 
TA: He kept everything. I think he just wanted to steal 
my collection! Lincoln Chase hypnotized me and stole 
all of records. Isn’t he awesome? I love Lincoln Chase! 
FOOTNOTES: 
Ae Hear The 
www.philxmilstein.com/probe/05.htm#se 
2. Chase’s music remains relevant to this day, his 





Bump Step” at 
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“Clapping Song” forming the soundtrack to a recent TV 
commercial for Volkswagen. 

3. Massachusetts. 

4. Chase died in 1980. 

Domo arigato: Ryohei Matsunaga-san, Miyu Nielsen-san, Keiko 
Ardolino-san, Chas Nielsen, Matt Goldman and Eddie Hodges. 





CHIPMUNKS UPDATES, TRIVIA AND REFLECTIONS 


By Jeff Missinne 
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The Chipmunks “Alvin's Harmonica” - The original mono single and 
stereo album version contain different harmonica riffs. My guess is the 
originals were on a work tape that was erased along the way. 

- “Alvin For President” - Is the same tune and same arrangement as “I 
Wish I Could Speak French.” The Boola-Boola ending (“We Want Al- 
Vin!”) was "sampled" from Russ Garcia's LP “Halftime,” on Liberty. 
- “Sorry About That, Herb Probably the last original Chipmunks 
single; a really spoof of Herb Alpert's Tijuana Brass (and to an extent 
Ray Conniff's bah-ba-baah arrangements) with the Chips subbing for 
Herb's horns while Dave frets over what Alpert (and his lawyers?) 
might think. A nifty Bagdasarian melody too; released on Dot rather 
than Liberty, and possibly released only in as Canada, as I've only seen 
copies from Canadian dealers. 
- “Still Squeaky After All These Years” compilation: Since released in 
a much improved revised edition with more tunes and without the 
unfunny, self-serving “interview” with Ross Bagdasarian, Jr. Includes 
the original “Chipmunk Song” re-mixed in real stereo! 

- Chipmunks radio spot for US Forest Service: 
unknown vocals, a message on forest fire prevention set to the 
“Chipmunk Song.” Very good re-creation of the original "feel." As long 
as I have the record at hand, here are the lyrics (after the typical by-play 
with an unidentified announcer playing "David Seville"): 

Thank you from the singing birds/Glad you heard our many words 
Joining in with Smokey Bear/We're so happy that you care. 

Thank you from the forest deer./(Alvin:) Didn't think you'd ever hear!! 
Thank you from the birds and bees/Be careful next year, please! 
(Announcer closes off spot, w/ PSA disclaimers, Ad Council etc.) 











Released 1975, 






Hampton the Hampster “Hampsterdance” (ZY X, 2000) The basis of 
this Internet sensation record is a double-speed play of Roger Miller's 
tune “Whistle Stop;” recorded as the title music for the Walt Disney 
cartoon feature Robin Hood, and released on a single by Columbia. 


Bob Rivers “Chipmunks Roasting On An Open Fire”: Bob Rivers 
spoof in which a bitter Dave barbecues his meal tickets. A few years 
ago, a local radio station here that plays all-holiday music between 
Thanksgiving and Xmas did a request show Xmas morning. Someone 
called in and requested the original “Chipmunk Song;” they didn't have 















it in their data base and played this "instead." Lots of unfavorable 
reactions; they never played it again and next season had the David 
Seville original in the rotation. 


Pasquale and Luigi with Tony “Italian Martians" (1959) The 
framework song is truly awful, but the munk-martian paisanos do a 
pretty fair version of "Oh, Marie". originally on Tammy Records, it had 
an equally bad pseudo-Elvis flipside titled "Boston Baked Bean Baby." 


Sam Space and the Cadets “Take Me To Your Leader Cha-Cha-Cha” 
(Cabot Records CA-127) More speeded-up "Martians." 
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Fred Sonnenschein und Seine Freunde “Hamsterserenade (Tiritom 
Bam Bam” (1973) Chipmunks auf Deutsch?? Ja!! A German singer 
named Frank Zander made some records as Fred Sonnenschein, using 
that time-honored tape speed technique. His squeakers are Max und 
Fritz, the Hamsters. It's a total carbon copy of the David Seville 
syndrome, including a running zument with his trouble-maker Max 
(or as it is screamed, MAAAAAAAX!!) Maybe it's just the German 








language, but Frank/Fred sounds harsher and angrier than Ross/Dave.! 


Benny Hill “Transistor Radio” (1961) Hill’s record included a spoof of 
the Chipmunks along with takeoffs of Joe Dowell (or Elvis’) "Wooden 
Heart" and Jimmy Jones' "Handy Man." Hill's parody lyrics for the 
‘munks were: "Last night I held a little hand that made my poor heart 
sing; The sweetest hand I ever held, four aces and a king!" 


The Bedbugs "Yeah, Yeah” b/w “Lucy, Lucy” (Liberty) Though by 
Bagdasarian, not Chipmunks related. "Yeah, Yeah" is a somewhat nasty 
take-off of the Beatles sung by RB in a pseudo-Cockney accent ending 
with a cash register ka-ching ka-ching sound effect synchronized to the 
"Yeah Yeahs" of the background singers. Ends with an aside from RB, 
"They doooo love us here, don't they, boys?" "Lucy, Lucy" is a spoof 
country ballad sung by RB in normal voice, ending with a woman's 
voice (Lucy) shouting "Oh, shut up, Henry, and go back home! 


The Chipmunk Chorus “The Chipmunk Song”: Found on Reader's 
Digest CD set "The Gift of Christmas." Surreal! Double-speed play of a 
male choir with operatic vibratos and definite Italian accents, and with a 
third verse about wanting a big balloon and a rocket to the moon. 


Indian Chipmunks (Indian Sounds Records/Moore OK, 1983) These 
are recordings of authentic American Indian tribal songs performed 
chipmunk-style, produced by a man named Millard Clark, and 
originally released on 2 cassettes (now available as a CD). The tapes 
are presented in the form of a disc-jockey show with comic mock 
commercials; the DJs are "Indian Werewolf" and Chris Morningstar. 
Some of the songs are parodies of things like “Auld Lang Syne” and 
“Oh, My Darling Clementine;” others are authentically native, though I 
don't know the tribal origins (the cassette I have has no selection list.) 
One web page I consulted says Cheyenne and Comanche; I'll have to 
take their word for it. The performances are credited to "Alvin Ahoy- 
boy" (what Ross Bagdasarian, Jr. don't know can't hurt him...) and his 
Chipmunk Singers from Yuk-A-Day, Canada. The actual performers 
are not listed, at least not on the cassette version. The cover art 
somewhat resembles Disney's Chip & Dale. 





The Lolliwinks (K-Tel LP, early 1980's) The ol’ tape-speed trick used 
to create a clan of imitation Smurfs with vaguely Tolkienesque names 
like Rifkin Swiftenbrush and Farfi Fiddlefast. The music was mainly 
done by Larry Tamblyn, of the garage band The Standells ("Dirty 
Water.") As always, K-Tel sold the heck out of this platter thru their 
typical hard-sell TV commercials, which included animated clips of the 
pixies that implied an animated feature or TV special in the offing; as 
far as I know there was none. Lots of 80s kids had this album and have 
fond memories of it now. It often sells for high prices online but it's not 
impossible to find one in a second-hand store (though often in 
clobbered condition...) Elves have left the building! 
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Marshmallow Peeps “Sing Along: 14 Sweet Tweets” (Peter Pan CD, 
2001) Sort of a munk-ified California Raisins idea, with Peep characters 
in Ray-Bans playing and singing on the cover. Cover versions of soul 
oldies incl. “Celebration,” “Rockin' Robin,” -B-C,” “I Can't Help 
Myself,” “The Loco-Motion,” “Dancing In The Streets,” and (but natch) 
“Chirpy Chirpy Cheep Cheep;” plus “The Chicken Dance” (likewise 
natch,) “Mah-Na-Mah-Na,” and several unmemorable originals. Not 
much personality and cheep production (pun intended,) but any disc 
whose credits include "Chick Singers" can't be all bad. 















The Churchmice “Chapeltime with the...” (Chapeltime, mid 60s?) 
The Crazy-Xtian genre meets double-speed tape! "Brighten the 
Corner," "How Great Thou Art," "It Is No Secret," "Onward Christian 
Soldiers," etc. as sung by Speedy, Sleepy, Squeaky, Shirley, and 
Grandpa; with sickly-sweet narration by the album's producer, A.T. 
Morgan, Jr. about the little Churchmice and how they have to escape the 
big bad cat (who else?) Lucifer. "That old cat is just like Satan...mean 
and sneaky!" Add to this Sunday School schmaltz a crudely drawn 
cover and pretentious album notes (likewise by Morgan) on how this 
record "proves that moral training can be fun, and that entertainment 
need not be shallow and meaningless...Give YOUR children this 
unforgettable experience with the sensational Churchmice today!" 








Paul Sherman “The Chipmunk Song” b/w “Alvin's Harmonica” 
(Baton, 1958?) This odd item is "Narrated By" one Paul Sherman; the 
only thing I've been able to find out about him (assuming it's the same 
guy) is that he apparently made the novelty "Santa and the Satellite" 
with Dickie Goodman, but was uncredited, the credit going to Bill 
Buchanan. The cover art is odd enough, featuring a rather gay-looking 
"Alvin" with long, curled eyelashes; as for the record itself, the vocals 
have a heavy vibrato that causes them to trill like Tiny Tim, and they 
tend to rush ahead of the "beat." The orchestra is competent in the way 
knock-off record musicians usually are. Ross Bagdasarian's name as 
songwriter is misspelled on both sides of the label (at least they're 








consistent..-hell, even Liberty got it wrong at least once!) 
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BONUS CHIPMUNK-ESQUE REVIEWS BY ROBERT DAYTON 
STEREO . 
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Wyncotte Squirells “A Hard Day’s Night...All My Loving And I Love 
Her I Should Have Known Better AND OTHERS” (Wyncotte, 1964) 
Not just a Chipmunks rip-off but, to be more specific, a probable rip-off 
of “The Chipmunks Sing the Beatles Hits” LP. This album is also based 
on a Beatles rip-off album sharing backing tracks with “Beatle Mania In 
the U.S.A.!” by The Liverpools, according to a post by Gaylord Fields 
on WFMU’s Beware Of the Blog. Double rip-off! Both albums are on 
the budget Wyncote label. They also share many, if not all, of the same 
songs including a few terrific yet energetic non-Beatles but very Beatles 
sounding ‘originals.’ Fields also states that they were known as Four 
Chipmunks then changed to the Wyncote Squirrels. However there is 
little to no information on this album of any nature including exactly 
what species of nature these animals are. All we get is a simply 
rendered cartoon drawing of the four completely identical (okay, the 








last one has a yellow mouth due to a probable printing error or should I 
say printing oversight due to a probable printing rush job) unnamed 
animals with their arms outstretched. Little insight is given to their 
personalities, much like “The Chipmunks Sing the Beatles Hits”, the 
songs have a lack of banter. An unnamed man yells out “Hey, Quiet 
Down There!” on the ‘original’ track of the same name, but no context 
is given, we're not even sure who he is yelling at. Context? This album 
comes from Earth Rip-Off, a place just off from our own. Listen to the 
creatures sing! Just because they are sped-up doesn’t make it easy to hit 
those high notes on, “When I’m home...” The strain shows. 

Captain Zoom- “Happy Birthday David” (american pro 1975) Full 
colour envelope with a drawing of Cpt. Zoom riding a rocket with 
birthday e in hand, inside is a card featuring such outer space 
creatures as The Tickleshay and The Cucuchoo that David (or 
whomever inappropriately gets their hands on it) can colour, but the big 
deal is the small flexi with Captain Zoom himself (a very busy man as 
he’s in charge of the stars) singing a personalized song just for David. 
Joining him on the final verse is The Saucer Man with his sped up 
voice! My copy is autographed by Grandpa and Grammy. Research has 
shown that there isn't just a David flexi, there's also Daniel, Corey, 
Heather, Dawn....ohhhhh (dawning realization) it's customized and 
personalized! Zoom is still around today (along with The Saucer Man) 
having made a switch to MP3s and CDs as well as an animated DVD! 

THE HAPPY HAMSTERS 












The Happy Hamsters “Sing Michael Jackson’s Greatest Hits” 
(Audiofidelity, 1984) Includes a free poster that is an exact image of the 
front cover also used as the back cover! Air brushings of a one gloved 
Michael Jackson impersonating hamster with three break dancing 
hamsters behind him including a pink leotard clad female, each of the 
four hamsters get their own spotlight. Plenty of banter with giggling, so 
much giggling. Impressive clarity. “It’s a hamster thrillerrrrrr!” “Ohhh 
tinkle those ivories.” “I'd like a nice, juicy hamburger!” “Hey you with 
the sunglasses, come over here, we want to rock with you!” “Oh, you 
haven’t had enough yet!” “You know what?” “What?” I met this really 
neat girl! Her name is Billy Jean!” Just be careful, little hamster dude... 











The Happy Hamsters “Go Ghostbustin’” (Audiofidelity, 1984) 
“There’s something strange going on here....hey, we’re The Happy 
Hamsters and we’re back for our second LP and we're going to be on 
the street tonight chasing-“ “- all of the ghosts, goblins, goons, and 
witches!” Their airbrushed selves are dressed in Ghostbusters outfits 
walking through a graveyard. The banter is heavily upped as much of 
the music consists of instrumental music themes. “Boy, this music sure 
is ominous!” “What’s ominous?” “Ominous is something you put in 
eggs.” “Yeah, it’s what you make omelettes with.” The Star Wars’ 
Imperial March (featuring a barely passable Darth Vader), Gremlins 
Theme, and Thriller shows up again along with Maniac, Somebody's 
Watching Me and more! et al...The Happy Hamsters meet Dracula: 
“Now I must check your collars to make sure you are the Happy 
Hamsters and not The Chipmunks or some other imposters.” | actually 
prefer The Happy Hamsters greatly to the 80’s Chipmunks revival. The 
highlight is the Poltergeist theme where they recount the entire movie 
over some eerie ‘la la la’ hamster vocals. 





BONUS FROM JEFF: Any truth to the rumor thatLes Paul and Howard 
Hughes took over the original Chipmunks recording session? 


The Gerbils “Buzzard Meat” b/w “Fishing with Uncle Ewell” (Elm, 1979) A 
country cringer that proves that speed manipulation ain’t easy. An unintelligible 
‘off on Tom T. Hall's “I Love” (gerbils eat buzzard?) 
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The Tip Top Band “The Doctor and the Monks” b/w “Blue Danube Rock” (Tip 
Top, 1958) The Monks are monkeys, not rodents, named Sammy, Isadore & Elvis! 
ipoff was so early and spot on Bagdasarian went after them with lawyers. 
Check out the wild French pic sleeve for “I Wish I Could Sing French 
AS ALVIN WOULD SAY: OKAY! 
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SAFE CITY BLUES 


LAST MINUTE REVIEW: 


White Mystery “Telepathic” (Whitemysterband.com) It can’t be 
overstated how important WM are to the local scene. With fine chops 
(Alex’ blues rock guitar wailing and Francis’ mighty drumming blend 
together with ther eerie harmony siblings usually reserve for when 
singing together) and a knack for writing simple, smart, catchy, earnest 
garage rock ditties, they are musically as good as anything we got here. 
But it’s the personalities that put them over the top; onstage they just 
make you root for them, these is the band at your school you want to 
play every dance! New classics on this one include the infectious “Break 
A Sweat,” the chaotic “Jungle Cat,” and the knock out “Dirty Hair.” 


“Fans of The Lazy Cowgirls, Thunders, Dead Boys, and Dra- 
marama alike will dig on this current release from the ‘Kids, as 
will those folks who get off on the Ziggy Stardust era of Bowie, 
and the Exile On Main St. era of the Stones. These may sound 
like some broad strokes I’m painting, yeah, but keep in mind 
that this this trio is no stranger to laying down some of the 
catchiest, better East Coast rock'n'roll, as their first two full 
lengths. Most definitely recommended, and that goes for their 


entire catalog.” DESIGNATED DALE (RAZORCAKE) 


THE LONG-AWAITED I150GM DOUBLE LP 
& DIGITAL DOWNLOAD OUT MAY 2013 


LIMITED EDITION OF 250 ONLY 
LP COMES WITH DOWNLOAD CARD 
GET YOURS NOW AT DRUGFRONTRECORDS.COM 





SWEET DADDY SIKI: 


NORTHERN COUNTRY N WRESTLING! 


y Robert Dayton (Karaoke Photo: Corbin Smith) 
There is an old LP that some record collecting extremists treasure for the 
cover sleeve alone. Other record obsessives collect wrestling records such as 
The Crusher, Classy Freddy Blassie, Cap'n Lou and NRBQ, Bad Boy Butch 
Batson (an underrated album released by Toronto’s own Beniffer Editions) 
and this particular LP. It’s called “Sweet Daddy Siki Squares Off Against 
Country Music” and the man in question, former championship professional 
wrestler Sweet Daddy Siki, has been a karaoke host every Saturday afternoon 
at the Duke of York in Toronto for almost twenty years. In the liner notes it 
asks the question “Who is the real Sweet Daddy Siki?” and I had the recent 
opportunity to ask him that question in person. 

Sweet Daddy Siki: Well, first of all, he’s irresistible. 
happens to be me. 

Roctober: Is he Mr. Irresistible? 

SDS: Oh yeah, very much so. As you know, when I was wrestling I was more 
irresistible at that particular time. I notice today with wrestling, once in a 
while I watch it, some of the guys get up there and they little things the way I 
used to say things. I used to say, “I’m Mr. Irresistible, Sweet Daddy Siki. 
The ladies’ pet and the man’s regret.” 

R: You say that you used to be more irresistible? What changed? 

What changed? Old Mother Nature. You get a little bit older. 

You’re still... 

I know! I get a lot of attention when I walk down the street. Even now. A lot 
of people recognize me even though I retired in 1987. Luckily, I’m happy to 
say that | am in The Canadian Wrestling Hall Of Fame. If people would like 
to see things that I have done in my career all they have to do is look up The 
Canadian Wrestling Hall Of Fame, Sweet Daddy Siki. 

Stu Hart was quoted as saying that with your blondish white hair you 
were the black Gorgeous George. 

I don’t know about that but I know that I was gorgeous at that time 
Gorgeous. Irresistible. Gorgeous George, he was Gorgeous George. Look at 
me, I was completely different. I was irresistible. That's the difference. My 
idol in wrestling always has been Nature Boy Buddy Rogers. He was the 
world heavyweight champion as well. (Nature Boy Buddy Rogers was a key 
wrestling innovator with signature character traits and devices that wrestling 
heels still use to this day) | remember during my wrestling days, I had just 
started wrestling, I refereed a match he had with Jersey Joe Wolcott. Jersey 
Joe Wolcott was the world’s heavyweight champion boxer. I don’t know if 
















And, unfortunately, 








you remember him, just look him up on the internet and you'll see who I’m 
talking about, he was really great, along with people that I knew, Ezzard 
Charles, he was the world’s heavyweight champion. I remember Rocky 
Marciano came to Calgary and I was with him for quite a while. That’s all 
history. Jesse Owens, if you know who he was, he was a runner. 

He was in the 1936 Olympics. 

I don’t think Hitler liked him too much. Anyways, I had the pleasure of 
meeting him. 

And you got to meet Nature Boy. 
I was with Nature Boy for five or six years! We toured Ohio, places like that. 
I remember being in school and seeing him wrestle on television and I liked 
his style as well. What happened, I made no bones about it, I told him I liked 
the way he wrestled. He liked that. He brought me to New York. I wrestled 
Madison Square Gardens, places like that. 

He essentially mentored you? 

Oh yeah. 

You’ve had an almost thirty year career. 

Thirty-one years. Mmm hmm. Travelled all over the world pretty well. 

And you retired in 1987 with few injuries? 

The worst thing that I think happened to me, I was wrestling a guy named 
Hans Schmidt from Germany, he was a tough son of a gun. He kicked me and 
paralyzed the left side of my face. For ten weeks I couldn’t even close my 
eye. | can move it but not as well as the right side. That’s why I don’t smile 
so much. 

I could ask you why you retired, but that’s a long career in wrestling. 

I could have went a little longer if 1 wanted to but I didn’t want to do that. 
Some of the wrestlers, they stick around until you hate ‘em, they’re still 
there! There’s new guys coming in. 

You’d often use a hand mirror? 

It was a pretty good sized mirror! 

So, as big as your head? 

Well, about half as as my head anyway. I had a picture on one side, When 
I turned it around people would see the picture. But before I turned it around 
I'm looking at the picture admiring it! Then I turned my picture around, 
Jesus, that son-of-a-bitch! 

Your first album was on Arc, the direction was by Ben Weatherby. 

He was the man who took care of all the sound. The guitar players were 
Mickey McGivern and Roy Penny. Roy Penny is playing today. Mickey 
McGovern’s son comes here to sing karaoke. When the big Nashville guys 
would come in alone, these guys would back them up. There’s another guy, a 
steel player named Mickey Andrews. 

















These guys were part of the Arc stable. They must have been busy 
because Arc put out countless albums. I would have to say, of all the Arc 
albums that I’ve seen, this has got to be the craziest album cover of any 
of them! You are facing off against yourself! 

Ben thought of this. 

You have kept in touch with Ben Weatherby for decades. 

Oh yes. He would phone me a lot of times. He’s been dead now for about a 
month, a month and a half (Weatherby died 11/23/11, this interview was 
conducted in early 2012). He went to the States with his wife and I think he 
got sick there, came back, went to the hospital, didn’t expect this. Whenever I 
would tour to Newfoundland with my band he’s the one that used to book me 
because once he left Arc he went out East. He lived in Newfoundland for a 
while then he wound up in New Brunswick. 

Arc was the premier country music label for Canada. Before Ben 
Weatherby signed you to Arc had you played country music at all? 

No, no, but what happens here, even when I was in wrestling I'd get in my 
car, listen to the country station, learn the song, I used to sing the song. When 
1 was a little boy we used to find records, old country records, and we used to 
play them. When my aunt and uncle picked us up and took us to California, 
well, that’s what she used to listen to! I was really surprised, so it fit right in. 
The liner notes to your first album mention a move of yours called The 
Beatnik Hangman. 

Oh yeah. You know what that is? It’s a neck breaker. 

And that was your signature move? 

That was one of them. 

I guess beatniks were popular at the time. 

That's right. 

Did you ever hang out in coffee houses at the time? 

Noooo... 

It says that you spent so much time in New York’s Greenwich Village 
that you were “The Pad Lad.” 

1 know! That’s publicity! 

Just like how it says you were born in Kingston, Jamaica. When an artist 
like Charley Pride first came out, apparently no one knew the color of 
his skin. 

That's right. 

What year did he start? 

I think probably around "66. Early 60°s anyway. 

When did your first album come out? 

After him. I remember that once he came out I got in touch with some of the 
wrestlers. And he used to be around Texas a lot, Charley Pride, and he used 
to play golf with some of the wrestlers. Now I remember when he came here 
to perform. I made sure that I was down at the CNE grounds. He got out of 
his limousine and he looked up and he saw me. He said, “Boy, you don’t 
have to tell me who you are. I already know.” That was surprising to me! Oh 
yeah, he knew who I was. I have a picture of him in my car, he’s sitting down 
talking to the guy that’s with him all the time who takes care of a lot of his 
business, I forget his name but anyway, what do you know, this was at the 
Horseshoe Tavern. He played The Horseshoe. 

That was a popular country venue. Stompin’ Tom did a concert movie 
there, 

That was the country music of Canada. The Horseshoe Tavern. Jack Starr had 
that. And I had the pleasure of playing that club. 

Was there a color line in country music? Not only were you a black 
country artist but you were a professional wrestler. 

Let me put it this way when I came here, I shocked them all, I didn’t have to 
sing country. My hair, everything. 

It’s a glowing yellow-white coif, kind of a pompadour. And you also had 
the side laces on your wrestling boots, you normally see them on the 
front. 

Oh yeah. That was my design. 

Why the sidelaces? Just for something different? 

Something different. On the back there’s a strap around the calve. 

It just had a great visual effect, the red laces on the white boot. With 
these albums on Arc you got a country band together and did some 
touring? 

Yes, I did. I went to Newfoundland. I did a little out West as well. When I 
got tired of touring that way I went back to wrestling. 

When you were touring with country bands were you doing all covers? 
Oh yeah. I was doing some of everything. 

Jambalaya... 


Oh yeah. Mind you, this album, I listen to this album now and I say, “My 
God, what a lousy album!” But you know what? You learn as you go. I was 
shocked when I first heard Conway Twitty’s first recordings. I couldn’t 
believe it was him! I couldn’t believe it! It didn’t sound nothing like him. 
You could tell it was really amateur. What he sounded like before he died, 
what a master, what a voice. 

You made other albums. 

I have two more. 

Were they all covers as well? Any originals? 

I have one original. 

Was it The Siki Strut? 

No, no. Do you remember Art Snider (head of Chateau and Periwinkle 
Records)? He helped me quite a bit. During that particular time I should have 
found time to have training but they had me going all over the place. 

You probably had to wrestle and do country music at the same time. 

Oh yeah. 

Did they ever combine on the same bill? 

Oh no. 

You had an original on the second or third album and you also had your 
entrance music “The Siki Strut.” Was that ever released? 

No, I never released that. I should've. 

What led you to hosting karaoke at The Duke of York? 

I like young people, that’s why I’m around young people, that’s why I don’t 
want to slip around and go to sleep not knowing what they’re talking about. 
Say a song comes out this week, a hot song, and you play it next week. Oh! 
They say, “That's old! This is new, will you play that?” Takes a week and the 
song is old. I say, “Tell you what, why don’t you copy that and I’ll play it. “ 
But then again, I've got to hear the lyrics, too. A lot of them don’t like it! I 
will not embarrass myself and I will not embarrass anybody who listens to 
my karaoke or deejaying. | spoke to some of the rappers and I said, “Why do 
you guys use those kinds of words? Why do you say stuff like that?” One told 
me this, “Oh no, we spell it a different way.” I said, “I don’t give a damn how 
you spell it! It sounds the same.” Lucky I’m not as politician. I would bar 
things like that, 

So you got into karaoke... 

Karaoke was out a year before I got into it. 

When was that? 

That was in the 80s. 

You were still wrestling? 

Til 87. When I retired I got into deejaying. A guy came to the hotel where I 
was playing and he was doing karaoke. I said, “Oh my God, I wouldn’t do 
anything like that.” | remember a time when I said I wouldn’t deejay either. 
When I had a band we figured that was kind of low, especially when there’s a 
band playing. But then I started listening, it fits just fine because people have 
got to be doing something when the band takes a break. When I got into 
karaoke it was almost like I just started wrestling again. I enjoy doing my 
karaoke. I don’t have to sing. I like singing but I don’t have to. I still like 
working my machines and doing karaoke. 

Why do you love karaoke so much? 

I have a chance to sing any song that I want to sing and so many of the songs 
that I have on my karaoke I’m quite familiar with. | remember when Hank 
Williams was quite big. It’s really something how some people are today but 
maybe some people are this way because maybe they have been approached 
wrong. I meet them everyday. I remember when I was wrestling I was flying 
in from New York. I could tell you a story you wouldn’t believe! My whole 
career, it’s something, this is why I’ve got to write this book, I did things that 
are not even believable and I went through stuff that’s unbelievable! I 
remember flying in to Chicago, there’s a hotel where a lot of the entertainers 
would stay and I'd stay there quite often, at least once or twice a month, This 
particular time I came through the front door of the hotel and there’s a room 
to the left. I was tired, it wasn’t even funny, I was really tired. I'm walking 
through, I pass that door, a guy says, “Hi, Sweet Daddy.” I say hi and I kept 
walking. I stop. I say, “It can’t be!” I walk back, I couldn’t believe my eyes. 
Who do you think it was? Count Basie! I apologized to him like I’ve never 
apologized to anybody. He says, “That’s okay. I understand.” He’s got to 
understand, he’s an entertainer. I felt so bad about it. I said to myself from 
that particular day, anybody speak to me I’m going to make darn sure I know 
who they are, Ill look. I was telling you earlier about meeting Jesse Owens. I 
met so many famous people a lot of people don’t even realize. They only read 
about it in their books. 

Now you started wrestling in the United States. When you moved to 
Canada, were there any other black wrestlers? 








Oh yeah, I would imagine. Yeah, there was one! There was one called Luther 
Lindsay! He was wrestling in Alberta for Stu Hart. Stu really liked him. I 
wrestled for Stu Hart as well. 

I read that you were part of Stampede Wrestling. 

I went all the way up to Alaska with Stu Hart. He had all the se kids, I 
watched these kids grow up. He and his wife used to send me Christmas 
cards with the whole family. When Brett's in town he usually calls me up. I 
brought him down here twice. 

If you come here to karaoke you might see Brett Hart! 

He couldn’t make it for karaoke. They met him at the bar. He’s just a regular 
guy, a darn good guy. A month ago they had the wrestling at the Rogers 
Centre. Brett phoned me, he got his neck broke, he can still move around, but 
still he got it broke, he’s lucky. They wanted to see me. Vince McMahon. 
They made a CD. I was on the CD talking about Edge because I trained Edge. 
Even some of the other wrestlers that I hadn’t seen in ten years, they were 
there. I got in the ring, along with the other wrestler, | must have been in the 
ring for twenty or thirty minutes. 

Great! 

Not only that, I’m going to get paid for it! 

What an amazing life! 

Do you remember when Adrian Adonis got killed? It was in Newfoundland. I 
was supposed to be on that trip. I would have been right in that same van. 
What happened, I woke up, I had already made the deal with the wrestling 
promoter. It was a bear man, he used to wrestle bears. The night we were 
supposed to leave I was sleeping. | woke up right away because I had 
dreamed I was in my car and there was a cliff, 1 had gone over the cliff and 
I'm standing up on the bank looking down, my car was down there, “How am 
I going to get that car back up?” You know what I did? I phoned him, I 
phoned him and I told him I can’t go. He said, “Alright Siki, I'll see you 
when I get back.” Adrian Adonis and the Kelly twins, they lived in Hamilton, 
they were wrestlers as well. I got part of this story from the survivor. One of 
them got killed. 

One of the twins? 

Yeah. There was a deer or moose coming across the highway. They were 
going to this town to promote it. The sun was shining bright. They hit him 
When they went off the highway there was a bridge. They were going fast 
enough, they were in the air. The bear man asked one of the twins, “Do you 
mind if I ride up front with your brother?” They said, “No.” And the bear 
man got in the front. It went off thee bridge in mid-air. The brother who was 
driving looked back at his brother. And they hit the other side, The bear man 
got killed. I think he got his neck broken. 

Anything else you want to say about karaoke? 

I hope that people come in and enjoy themselves. With me doing karaoke, 
Pll make sure to get them up if they come in. 














NEW SOUNDS FROM BOTH SIDES OF THE BORDER 


“EL VALIENTE” 


“El Valiente” is the new mini-LP from the 
fierce San Antonio, Texas foursome Piftata 
Protest. Building on the Conjunto meets 
Punk foundation of their debut “Plethora” 
the new set blasts off into expansive 
musical territory. The band’s punchy, road 
tested sound is taken to another level by 
producer Chris “Frenchie” Smith (Jet, 
Toadies, Trail of the Dead). jEchale! 
Available on LP, CD ond Download. 


THE COPPER GAMINS 
“LOS NINOS DE COBRE” 


From fhe industrial outback of 
Contra are eae h Copper 
Oblivion tha big splash oh 
ivians with a big splash of John 
pres! held recor ngs than ie 
rough e romantic and surreal 
writings of the ri Araricpa Boom 
and you've sot int at what lies 


Available on iP, ray ‘and Download, 


FOR TOUR DATES, MORE INFO AND A 
COMPLETE LIST OF ARTISTS AND 
MAIL-ORDER INFO VISIT OUR WEBSITE: 


SAUSTEX.COM 


“WHERE THE DINOSAUR ROAM” 
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Though used vinyl of Jimmie Walker's 1975 LP 
goes for $13 on Amazon, the e-seller has new 
hardcover copies of his autobiography at $2.55, 
which oddly is around the same price they were 
selling it months after its release last year. Why 
exactly this book is so devalued is some mystery of 
e-commerce I can't comprehend, but one thing I'm 
sure of is that, surprisingly for a celebrity bio, 
content-wise Dyn-O-Mite! Good Times, Bad 
Times, Our Times is tremendously valuable. While 
Walker was never an innovative giant of comedy, 
and has enjoyed B-list status at best since his 
heyday as the star of Good Times in the 1970s, the 
comic has managed to write one of the most vital 
books about American comedy ever written. 

While I can understand skepticism at that 
statement, this is possible because Walker's 
sitcom-generated stardom made him a huge name 
at one of the most important moments for 
professional comics, an era that set the table for the 
subsequent stand up boom, for late night TV's 
emergence as a broader platform for comedy post- 
Carson, and for an era where stand up comics 
dominated American sitcoms. The latter is the least 
significant or interesting; comedy stages had 
always been audition spaces for TV, as Abbott and 
Costello, Cosby, and Newhart can attest. That 
Walker was an example of this just before the 
stand up industry ballooned, subsequently 
producing enough stars to dominate network 
lineups is a coincidence, but that's kind of the 
point. Dyn-O-Mite! doesn't featu an argument for 
Walker’s greatness or brilliance or innovation, He 
sees himself as a hard working journeyman, a road 
comic, a comedy grunt, not a revolutionary, in 
form or content ("Maybe you are not relevant to 
the revolution," Stokely Carmichael tells young 
Walker when he was a regular at Black Panther 
events; "He was probably right," concedes the 
comic). But Walker was in the right places at the 
right times, again and again, to witness and be 
apart of history, a Zelig of comedy. The difference 
being that when Zelig met Hitler, Cagney and Babe 
Ruth, he wasn't writing their paychecks. 

Walker’s story began in Harlem where he hustled 
his way to the Apollo stage with an act originally 
cobbled together from jokes borrowed from 
established black comics. He became a favorite 
amongst black radicals, who hosted a healthy 
performance circuit in the 60s, and he fell in love 
with stand up, becoming a tireless performer, 
gigging wherever possible. As his profile rose he 


got his big break when casting agents for Norman 
Lear’s Cabrini-Greene-set sitcom Good Times 
invited him for an audition. It’s telling that he 
blows this off for stand-up gigs, eventually being 
dragged to the try out. Walker never took that job 
seriously, seeing it as a way to enhance his stand 
up career, using the money to hire joke writers who 
became a who’s who of 80s comedy. Jay Leno, 
David Letterman, Paul Mooney, Elayne Boosler, 
Louie Anderson and an adolescent Byron Allen 
were amongst the dozens in his condo sitting 
around writing. Gigging constantly Walker made 
more money playing a new level of nightclubs 
during the run of Good Times than he did from TV. 
It didn’t help that the veteran actors on the show, in 
Walker’s estimation, resented a non-actor being 
hired and never mentored or befriended him. That 
he was not hurt or moved to change when both 
John Amos and Esther Rolle quit the show 
claiming Walker’s character promoted damaging 
stereotypes may be because they never forged a 
relationship with him. Walker has never watched 
an episode of Good Times. 

But he watched comedians, and felt honored to be 
a part of their world, and to be able to support so 
many of them when he was riding high on the hog. 
He championed both Leno and Letterman, getting 
them on TV, and more significantly, setting up, 
and later selling for a song, the management 
company that made them superstars and was 
responsible for the vicious Late Night War. When 
Mitzi Shore’s Comedy Store and Budd Friedman’s 
Improv made Los Angeles the center of comedy, 
Walker continued to play by New York rules and 
refused to declare loyalty. His big name allowed 
him to do that, and to have a unique perspective of 
the bitter comedy strike in 1979 that forced clubs 
to pay comics, who had previously performed for 
free. Walker worked alongside the big names, 
recalling his encounters with Pryor, Kaufman, and 
Freddie Prinze, but he loved the low-level comics 
just as much. Walker’s dim view of Leno doesn’t 
stem from the Letterman or Conan situations or the 
quality of his monologues, but rather because of a 
specific case of disloyalty and disrespect on the 
part of Leno towards an unknown joke writer. And 
he feels love for Letterman because the talk show 
host seems to share Walker's sense of camaraderie, 
at one point ghost bankrolling a national tour of 
obscure comics from those days (who Walker 
humbly admits to now being one of) as a kind of 
Make A Wish gesture for a dying comrade. 

What makes most comedians’ “memoirs,’ from 
Rickles’ to Cedric the Entertainer’s, and to a lesser 
degree (they weren’t labeled biographies) Cosby's 
and Seinfeld’s, is that a book is thought of as a 
forum to string together past stage routines, which 
inevitably fall flat on the page. Walker sort of does 
that, but in an amazing way. Because he 
documented and filed away every joke he paid for 
over the decades not only can he just print 
verbatim different highlights from his act, but he 
can cite a titty joke Letterman wrote in 1976, or an 
anti-teacher joke by 16-year old Byron Allen. It 
can’t be emphasized enough how proud Walker is 
to be a part of this particular brotherhood. 

On the other hand, Walker’s career has at various 
points justifiably earned him the ire of other 
brothers and sisters, and while Walker does not 





bend over backwards to address these African 
American cultural critics in the book, he does 
address them. The most serious critique is that his 
J.J. Evans character on Good Times was a “coon,” 
an eye-rolling, histrionic update on the character 
blacks and whites-in-blackface brought to stage 
during the minstrel era and who actors like Lincoln 
“Stepin Fetchit” Perry brought to screen in early 
cinema. Walker doesn’t ignore this (as Flavor Flav 
does in his book, aside from two cryptic 
sentences), but makes it clear that he was apathetic 
to the show that he just did what he was told 
without much thought or investment. As a novice, 
teen actor when he was instructed by whites to 
“blacken it up a little” he did his best “ghettoese 
accent,” figuring they knew what they were doing. 
Although he ad-libbed the first “dynomite,” white 
director John Rich added the dialect-like emphasis 
in the “o,” which was fine with Walker, though he 
kept it out of his stand up (he never says it on 
stage, but for his 1975 Buddah LP, they used it as 
the title against his wishes, made him pose holding 
a stick of TNT, and had him add the phrase in the 
studio to edit in to the record). He claims that the 
critiques surprised him because the physical 
comedy he brought to the role he specifically based 
upon a white character, Art Carney’s Ed Norton. 
Nonetheless, Walker came to understand his role. 
“The script would read ‘J.J. reacts,” Walker 
recalls, “and I would do my thing.” 

In more recent years Walker has fallen out of step 
with his people for other antics. Most significantly, 
he’s tried to reinvent himself as a conservative talk 
radio personality, hosting shows in obscure 
markets. Before damning him as a lanky Limbough 
it should be noted Walker is one of the worst Right 
Wingers ever. He claims to have core conservative 
beliefs about homosexuality and immigration, but 
shrugs that their progress and rights are too 
inevitable to fret about. He thinks some welfare 
and affirmative action he saw as a child in Harlem 
were flawed, but admits some were vital to his 
survival. He believes in universal health care. 

Less grey is his policy to only date white women. 
While he’s had serious black girlfriends in the past 
(and some fake ones — dates with Chip Fields were 
publicity set-ups, as I suspect are his “dates” with 
Ann Coulter), he’s shameless about his 
preferences. That said, after reading this book I'd 
say black women may be the winners in this 
equation. Perhaps Walker did a poor job letting co- 
writer Sal Manna understand his personal life, or 
maybe the horrible relationship between his 
parents did a number on him (his mother took his 
father back at one point basically becoming a maid 
for him and his other woman), and obviously, there 
is always some level of self-loathing (not unusual 
for a comic) involved, but ultimately Walker does 
not come off as a “catch.” He does not seem 
interested in marriage or a serious relationship, 
with his focus still on comedy and career. 

If you are similarly focused on comedy and its 
backstories and machinations, even if only mildly 
interested in Walker, you should probably read this 
book. No history of comedy clubs, the stand up 
boom, or the Late Night War is complete without 
this perspective. Walker also proves a far more 
interesting character than expected, to boot. And if 
that ain’t worth $2.55 I don’t know what is. 














PIGSHIT 


by Gary Pig Gold 





HIGH SCHOOL MADNESS 


HOW CAN YOU DRIVE TO TWO PLACES AT ONCE: 
Gary Pig Gold and the Firesign Theatre 


Change the Course of Canadian 
Educational Field Trips Once and For All. 


| can now hereby unequivocally state | was actually one of 
the proud, the brave, and yes, the subsequently 
unemployable by-products of the Toronto Board of 
Education's early-Seventies flirtation with that dastardly 
“open curriculum.” “Open” as in “Let the kids take whatever 
courses they want and show up to class only when they 
feel like it ... maybe that'll prepare ‘em for University life; if 
not, at least we can lay all our career counselors off and 
spend more on the football field.” 

That is precisely how, and why, | routinely spent the 
majority of my Math, Chemistry, and most definitely Phys 
Ed classes hanging ‘round the mysterious second floor 
Media Studies room at ol’ Port Credit Secondary, ostensibly 
learning how to make movies but really grooving to The 
Monkees’ Head soundtrack on the school’s humungous 
new stereo system. When | should have been, well, 
learning stuff | suppose. 

So, it was there and then — while a fellow budding Scorsese 
was auditioning crowd noise effects off various records one 
momentous day — that | encountered a quite eye and ear- 
catching little big long-player on the Columbia label with the 
above-intriguing title Don't Crush That Dwarf, Hand Me The 
Pliers. 

Huh! | sat. | listened to it... 

| listened a lot more... 

Suffice to say | didn’t make it to any other classes that day 
and immediately made a point of, in a word of the day, 
“liberating” that slab of vinyl once and for all from Media 
Studies. As a result, suddenly there was a grand new 
favorite record, and maybe even band (sorta), which even 
my beloved Monkees hereafter were forced to take an 
extremely rear seat to. 

Now, like most young teens back then whose parents didn't 
appreciate having Hendrix compete with Ray Conniff upon 
the family entertainment console, | was banished, and quite 
happily so, to my room following dinner most evenings 
...only to spend untold weeks, months, and in fact years 
adrift beneath Radio Shack headphones plugged all the 
way into my very own little clandestine phonograph. With 
nary a Monty Python record yet available locally for 
purchase or liberation, naturally my time was spent most 
wisely committing that entire DCTD,HM7P LP to perfect 
memory. As opposed to, well, studying, you know. 
Consequently, on a nightly basis, a certain four or five 
crazee guys proceeded to forever warp my every remaining 
worldview — and then some — clear and clean across 
Grades Ten straight through Twelve. And counting. 

If | haven't said it already then, may | shout it now? 

THANK YOU, Phil Austin, David Ossman, Philip Proctor, 
and the dearly departed Peter Bergman. 

Just one more thing before | let you all Roctober on though: 
There was one glorious morning when all of us, um, film 


students ditched classes for the day so that we could be 
taken on a field trip to the brand spanking new Ontario 
(more) Science Centre ‘way the other side of Toronto. This 
long and, yes, strange trip did require the procuring of a 
rickety old school bus and some seedy rent-a-driver whom | 
swear must have been the inspiration behind The 
Simpsons’ Otto Mann. Anyways, to fill what was already 
becoming a boring drive even before we left the school's 
parking lot, | decided to begin reciting aloud Vinyl Side One 
of Don't Crush That Dwarf for my own amusement initially 
...Until, that is, my fellow ne'er-do-well Media Studiers Peter 
and then Richard decided to join in, adding quite some 
voluminous high school spirits as we pulled onto the 
highway, freeing me to now concentrate solely on the G. L. 
Tirebiter character(s) most fortunately. 

Mind you, this being the primordial age before iPods or 
even Walkmen, soon the entire school bus was listening in 
rapt, silent (if more often than not quite confused) attention 
as “The Howl Of The Wolf Movie” spun off into several 
enthusiastic-indeed Command Performances from us 
Hardly Ready For Anything Players. Our voices now raised 
in true Shakespearian-decibel fervor, fellow bus-ridden 
students duly cheered us onward and upward all through 
Dwarf Side Two plus various encores of Nick Danger's 
Further Adventures and even a bit-o-“Beat The Reaper” to 
boot. 

Suddenly though, one seemingly conscientious mobile- 
theatre-goer peered out her window and remarked “You 
know, we've been driving for nearly three hours now. We 
should have been there ages ago...” 

You see, it seems our bus driver had been hanging so 
intently upon every single pun, palindrome and cross- 
generational Fire-reference we recited that he'd totally 
ignored the road signs, his map, and all sense of time and 
direction whatsoever, careening us instead deep into the 
dreaded Canadian underbrush whilst over-shooting the 
Science Centre by a good seventy-miles-plus! 

Panicking, followed by Emergency Braking, “Otto” had no 
choice but to order an immediate cease and desist to me 
and my pals’ Parallel Hell-raising before negotiating the 
very first available semi-legal U-turn. Then he floored it, and 
us, wildly back to our school so he could make his 
afternoon pick-ups on time and make it appear our trip did 
go totally, fully according to plans. 

Of course, we never did get to the Science Centre at all that 
day. Not a single one of us. 

Why, in all these decades since, | have never made it back 
to the Ontario Science Centre, truth finally be told. 

Which reminds me: Thank you AGAIN, Phil, David, Philip 
..and Peter, whom | sincerely hope is now mis-directing 
and/or re-educating untold millions within whatever Sector 
he now resides, 
-Gary Pig Gold(sitting in a tree, still playing the flute, 12/12) 
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HOW JOHN WAYNE, JOVAN, BLACKFACE & A SEXY 
FIREMAN LED TO THE NOVELTY RAP CHAMPIONSHIP 
By Jake Austen 
In 1985 novelty history was made when the Super Bowl Shuffle by the 
Chicago Bears Shuffling Crew not only became the anthem of the unstoppable 
Bears football team, but opened up a new era of celebrity athletes, the rap 
song selling jock’s personalities to the MTV generation in fresh ways. The 
record not only came out during the golden age of novelty rap (personified by 
Rappin’ Duke, an African American comic named Shawn Brown who had a 
surprise hit by rapping in a John Wayne voice) but also has a secret legacy as 
the offspring of possibly the most offensive unreleased rap record ever! The 
following are excerpts, many previously unpublished, from my lengthy oral 
history of the Superbowl Shuffle (and its iconic video), which can be read at 

www.grantland.com/story/_/id/889177 l/an-oral-history-super-bowl-shuffle- 
1985-chicago-bears-iconic-music-video 
In 1985 Willie Gault was not only a talented Chicago Bear, he was an aspiring 
actor. In 1985 Dick Meyer was not only a visionary executive at Jovan (his 
sponsorship of the Rolling Sotnes 1981 tour invented corporate rock tour 
sponsorship) but he had started his own record label, Red Label, recording 
R&B acts (many produced by Kenny Rogers drummer Bobby Daniels) and 
rock acts like the Buckinghams and the Innocent (with Trent Reznor). Magic 
happened when Meyer hired Gault to play a sweaty, shirtless, dancing fireman 
in a music video by Linda Clifford, then worked with Gault to turn an ill- 
conceived novelty rap track into a phenomenon... 

THE KINGFISH SHUFFLE 
KEN “K-ILL WISSOKER (Disc jockey, WHPK 88.5FM Chicago) When 
we started the first rap radio show in Chicago in the spring of 1984 the other 
independent stations on the south side were only playing house music. No one 
in Chicago was thinking about putting out rap records. 
JOHN “JP CHILL” SCHAUER (Disc jockey, WHPK 88.5FM Chicago): 
The only successful rapper from Chicago in 1985 was Rappin’ Duke. 
SHAWN “RAPPIN’ DUKE” BROWN (Comedian/rapper): I had actually 
left Chicago in 1977 but (Chicago radio deejays) Doug Banks and Tom 





Joyner always promoted me as a Chicago artist. In 1983 I was doing stand up 
comedy and impressions in Los Angeles. I thought it would be funny if John 
Wayne tried to rap, and people went crazy, so I said, “I gotta do a record!” It 
came out in 1984, and in 1985 it blew up. 

SCHAUER: After Rappin’ Duke hit there were a lot of novelty raps based on 
movies and television like The Showboys “Drag Rap,” about Dragnet, Joeski 
Love's “Pee-Wee’s Dance” (Pee Wee Herman), Kartoon Krew’s “Inspector 
Gadget.” 

BOBBY DANIELS (Co-writer/drum programmer The Super Bowl Shuffle): | 
flew up to Chicago for overdubs with (Red Label recording artist) Linda 
Clifford, on my way to hitting the road with Kenny (Rogers). It was about 
2:30, 3 in the morning, and (Red Label executive) Richard Tufo said it might 
be cool if we did a rap on Amos and Andy and Kingfish from the old Amos 
‘n’ Andy show. We had a laugh about it. I flew out of Chicago and had a 
layover in Dallas and I thought, you know, I like to try to produce a rap. So I 
called Tufo and told him I’m going to do this. When the tour was ending I 
called some people in Nashville I worked with and had a guy go out and rent a 
bunch of the old Amos ‘n’ Andy tapes, and told everyone to meet me at my 
house an hour after my flight got in. So we put on the first tape and we didn’t 
even get through one show when I said, I got it! Here’s the video: Kingfish 
and Amos trick Sapphire, and they’re going to go down to the lodge, and this 
is in black and white. When they get there as soon as the door opens they go 
into an in-color situation, with one of those disco balls that was real popular 
back then. Kingfish’s cigar drops out of his mouth, and Amos asks him, 
“Man, what are we gonna do now, Kingfish?” And Kingfish says, “I don’t 
know what you’re gonna do, but I'm gonna do the Kingfish Shuffle!” And the 
music hits! 

BILLY SHERRILL (engineer, The Super Bowl Shuffle instrumental track): 
Amos and Andy was actually two whit ys in blackface. 

DERRICK LEE (Keyboards, The Superbowl Shuffle): | knew doing Amos 
‘n’ Andy could have been a problem, but the way we were doing it was pretty 
cool, we put a little shade on it. We felt we turned something bad around to 
good. 

DANIELS: | had brought a guy over there who has now passed away, Mel 
Owens, who was a top studio percussionist, but the reason I wanted him was 
because he could do a lot of different voices, and | wanted someone who 
could do Amos and Andy and Kingfish and Sapphire. In addition to Mel, 1 
had Lloyd Barry, who was like my right hand, and Derrick Lee, who was like 
my left hand, both studio keyboard players and arrangers 

L There weren't that many black players in town, so we liked to get 
together and work on things when we could. 

DANIELS: We walked into the music room and | pulled out the Linn 9000 
(sequencer/drum machine). 1 had just gotten it, the shipment came the day I 
was getting ready to go on the road with Kenny, the same trip where Tufo 
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mentions something with doing a rap on Amos ‘n’ Andy. All I had got a 
chance to do was browse through the manual and it said the battery will hold a 
charge for this long. So I tried to charge the battery that night. The next 
morning before leaving for the airport I go into the room and I put down a 
four bar groove in the drum machine and turn it off. I just wanted to see when 
I came back in two weeks did the battery hold the thing. So when we go into 
my music room Lloyd and Lee said what kind of groove are we going to do, 
and I turned on the Linn and the groove that became Super Bowl Shuffle was 
still there. This was an accident, I didn’t strategically come up with the 
groove, or that little drum beat at the beginning that’s so stupid its good. But 
accidents happen in music, it is what it is. 
LLOYD BARRY (Co-writer/keyboard programmer, The Super Bowl 
Shuffle): The song came together very easily, just working at Bobby’s house. 
Within a few days we had cut that recording of “The Kingfish Shuffle.” 
SHERRILL: They recorded it at 1111 Studio where I recorded “Lucille” for 
Kenny Rogers. Bobby produced the track, I was just being a technician with 
the sequenced stuff because it’s already in the machine before they get there. 
The guitar was played live, by Carl Marshall. 
DANIELS: Mel Owens wrote all the lyrics, and sang all the voices. He made 
that record great. “We are the Kingfish shuffling crew, shuffling on down 
doing it for you...” He liked to make people laugh. He was just nutty. I never 
saw a dark side, Mel brought sunshine in the room with him. 
DANIELS: We sent the tape up and to Red label and they tested it around the 
Midwest but decided not to put it out. The next thing you know they want me 
to send them the instrumental tracks to put the Chicago Bears on it. The truth 
of the matter is that everything you hear on the Super Bowl Shuffle is “The 
Kingfish Shuffle,” and the lion’s share of the lyrics are by Mel Owens. All 
that happened was they changed it to be about McMahon and Payton and not 
Amos and Andy. 

THE SUPERBOWL SHUFFLE 
WILLIE GAULT (Chicago Bars wide receiver, 1983-87/Chicago Bears 
Shufflin' Crew): Dick Meyer said I have this song, it might work. I never 
heard the original lyrics. | had to approach (my teammates) with kid gloves 
because not too many guys would be thinking about doing a rap song. Otis 
and Richard Dent said great. 
RICHARD DENT (Chicago Bears defensive end, 1983-93, 1995/Chicago 
Bears Shufflin’ Crew): Willie approached me and first | wanted to hear the 
sound. The beat was nice, I thought it had possibilities...we can dance on this 
in the clubs. 
GAULT: Walter, who was a singer anyway, he said, ‘I’m in,’ he loved doing 
stuff like that. 
JEFF PEARLMAN (Walter Payton biographer): Walter Payton was a very 
old school football player, who put down his head and got his yards without 
flash. He was never a shit talker, so the boastful side of the Super Bowl Shuffle 
might not have appealed to him. But he loved music. He was on a local dance 
show when he was at Jackson State, and even made it to a dance off on Soul 
Train. 
JARRETT PAYTON (Walter Payton’s son) He was in a band playing drums 
before he was even into playing football. He was a busy man, but he always 
found time for music. He had drums in the house, he played bass. 
BRITTNEY PAYTON (Walter Payton’s daughter): My dad was also an 
amazing whistler. He had the largest collection of records you could imagine, 
Stones Springsteen, Michael Jackson, Motown. He was a big lover of jazz. 
JARRETT PAYTON: He was even into hip hop, he liked Notorious B.1.G., 
Kool Moe Dee. He and Busta Rhymes had met, and Busta wanted my dad to 
be in a video but my dad was too sick by that time. 
GAULT: We really wanted to use Gary Fencik, because he’s like the white 
guy in the group that’s really cool, and he’s been around for a while and he’s a 
really good looking guy. 
GARY FENCIK (Chicago Bears safety, 1976-87/Chicago Bears Shufflin’ 
Crew): I was doing Cadillac commercials, so I thought I knew what this going 
to be, I didn’t really give it any thought. 
GAULT: McMahon did it because everyone else was doing it, he was pretty 
cool. Fridge was doing everything that year. Hampton and those guys we 
knew would be tough because they’re a little more conservative. Mike 
Singletary, he’s conservative but cool, he thought the idea was great. 
FRED BREITBERG (recording engineer, "The Super Bowl Shuffle"): 
We got the tracks from Nashville, and over the weekend, week 8 of the 
season, we start working on it, and Dick modified the lyrics. The choruses are 
exactly the same as “Kingfish Shuffle,” but other than a few lines he re-wrote 
the verses completely. 


GAULT: Dick and I sat down and talked about the personalities, then Dick 
Meyer wrote out lyrics. I helped write my own lyrics. I also think I added to 
Mike Singletary’s. At the time we had no idea about producer’s credit or 
writer's credit or things like that. I got the lyrics to the guys so they’d be able 
to study it a little bit. 
FENCIK: They gave me lyrics and said you can change them. I'm sure if I 
knew then what I know now I would have looked more carefully. “Ring my 
bell...” are not words I’m particularly proud of.” 
JARRETT PAYTON: My dad really enjoyed the process of making music. 
He loved playing football but the bigger thing for him was training. 
BREITBERG: | mixed it the Sunday they beat Dallas 44 to nothing, and sent 
it out to Wally Traugott, he’s the guy at Capitol who mastered all the Beatles’ 
crap. He mastered it and they stopped their entire pressing operation and 
shoved The Super Bow! Shuffle in there and pressed it. 
IT’S A HIT 
RICK GEISER (Sports music collector/historian, | webmaster, 
sportssongs.com): The Super Bowl Shuffle record should have been #1, or a 
Top Ten song. Based on sales, it did go gold extremely quickly, But because 
most radio stations didn’t officially add it to the playlists they reported to 
Billboard it only got to #41, It’s probably one of the only songs to go gold but 
never make it into Top Ten. 
GAULT: If it went by radio play it should have been number one, because 
everybody played it. Every station in the country the week before the Super 
Bowl and the week after the Super Bowl played the Super Bowl Shuffle every 
time they talked about the Bears. It doesn’t really make sense that it wasn’t in 
the Top Five that week. That's an accounting error. 
KEN TAYLOR (Chicago Bears defensive back, 1985/Chicago Bears 
Shufflin' Crew chorus): What was really weird was driving down to the 
stadium and hearing it on the radio, like “Oh my there’s our song, you got to 
be kidding!” Later I was in my little apartment and heard it come on I thought, 
“wow, they are really playing the heck out of this song,” and then I 
remembered | didn’t have the radio on, I have the TV on. So I went to the TV, 
which was on MTV, and there was our video playing! 
DENT: It made a big splash worldwide, it wasn’t just city or state or country, 
it went worldwide. 

THE SUPER BOWL 
STEVE FULLER (Chicago Bears backup quarterback, 1984-86/Chicago 
Bears Shufflin' Crew):More than likely it would have been the largest faux 
pas in the history of sports if we hadn’t been able to pull off that last little 
stretch together an win those six games, I’m not sure what you compare it to, 
a Bill Buckner type error, something like that. But we won the rest of our 
games, and when we got to New Orleans you constantly heard that song. 
KEN VALDISERRI (Chicago Bears director of public relations/director 
of marketing & broadcasting, 1984-2000):They played the song during 
halftime at the Superdome, they really did. 1 was OK with it because we were 
up 23 to 3, and the partisan crowd was definitely skewed towards Bears fans. 
It was surreal. Here we are halfway through the championship game and a 
video has already been produced that prophesizes us winning the game. 
JOCK ROCK OFFSPRING 
DANIELS: Everybody's eyes got real big after the Shuffle. Someone coined 
the phrase “jock rock,” and they stopped working with musical acts and 
started working with other sports teams. 
CARL GIAMMARESE (guitarist, The Buckinghams): Red Label had 
limited resources, so with The Superbowl Shuffle out they didn’t have any 
promotion for our record. 
NICK FORTUNA (bassist, The Buckinghams): Richard Tufo never had a 
hit. Superbowl! Shuffle is not a hit, it’s bullshit...a freak, a novelty like 
“Monster Mash.” 
CARL GIAMMARESE: It was business, there were no hard feelings. 
LINDA CLIFFORD (Red Label recording artist) At first I thought the Super 
Bowl Shuffle was cool. 1 was a Bears fan, and I thought its success was going 
to make my record more successful. But after it hit the label’s priorities 
changed and they let everything else fall by the wayside. They ended up with 
just one hit and they probably would have had more if they kept their focus on 
their other acts. 
DANIELS: The next thing you know we cut a thing called “Baseball Boogie” 
with the Dodgers, then a thing on the LA Rams called “Ram It.” I was 
producing all this stuff with Tufo, They were releasing them but they didn’t 
do anything. What I was telling everybody was look, we kind of backed into 
something here with the Super Bowl Shuffle, lets just say ‘hallelujah,’ and 
move on, but in Tufo’s mind we had just cornered a new part of the market. 











GEISER: “Let's Ram It” fails in the fact that there’s no real personalities. 
There’s names like Eric Dickerson and Nolan Crowmell, but they aren’t 
likeable and entertaining like the Bears. 

NICK PRUEHER (VHS archivist/co-founder Found Footage Festival) 
“Let’s Ram It” is about being sexually suggestive positive role models 
GEISER: “Baseball Boogie” by the Baseball Boogie Bunch was by the 1986 
Dodgers team that included guys like Orel Hershiser, Fernando Valenzuela, 
and Jerry Reuss. They had these satin jackets and tight baseball pants that 
were highly comical and highly 80s. Orel told me it took them three days to 
shoot the video compared to the ten hours for the Bears, because they were so 
bad at dancing and singing. Reuss also released a single in 1981 with a group 
called The Big Blue Wrecking Crew, with Jay Johnstone, Rick Monday, and 
Steve Yaeger. They actually appeared on Solid Gold. Musically it just seems 
like the Baseball Boogie Bunch are trying too hard to be fun and relevant and 
modern and important to the era. The Bears were fun and relevant and modern 
and important. 

JOHN ANDERSON (video editor, "The Super Bowl Shuffle"):About a 
year later I worked on one more video for Meyer, The Grabowski Shuffle 
Mike Ditka made a comment in the press about wanting his team to be made 
up of regular guys, “Grabowskis.” So Red Label tried to do a song and a video 
around that. The magic was not recaptured. 

MIKE DITKA (coach, Chicago Bears, 1982-92): I don’ t really remember 
it, to be honest with you. 

PREUHER: The Grabowski Shuffle was the lame attempt to cash in on the 
Super Bowl Shuffle juggernaut. The group had Ditka surrounded by everyday 
Joes they cast to be the Grabowskis. In addition to Ditka rapping, there’s a 
construction worker, a cop, a woman, a Mexican, it’s a Benetton version of 
Village People. In the Making of video you see Dick Meyer casting the 
Grabowskis and he puts them through the ringer, asking them hard questions 
about what makes a good Grabowski. He seems to see himself as Bob Fosse, 
breaking down these people to assemble the greatest performing team ever, 
and one Grabowski gets emotional and teary during the interrogation. It didn’t 
sell, because it’s very rare. We search for old VHS tapes for a living and 
we’ve only come across one Grabowski Shuffle, and when we lost it we had to 
buy a copy on eBay for $97! The Super Bowl Shuffle is Sergeant Pepper's 
compared to the phoned-in Grabowski Shuffle. 

DITKA: We were all kind of stupid back then. That song was the last thing 
on my mind not only when I did it. 

GEISER: After the Shuffle Walter Payton actually made a number of records. 
JARRETT PAYTON: My dad wasn’t just a great football player and a great 
athlete, he was great at music. 

PEARLMAN: Payton and William Perry put out “Together,” a rap single that 
came out after the 1985 season. It was written by high school students. The 
writing and the production and the record were not good. (Editor: Perry also 
had a rao tribute by the Fat Boys) 

GEISER: Payton also released a flexi-record called “Doin’ it Right” that you 
could get for free at Kentucky Fried chicken in 1987. 














JARETT PAYTON: Someone sent me a link to the “Doin’ it Right” 
commercial on Youtube and I’m actually in the video dancing and walking 
out of KFC with some chicken, it’s hilarious. 
HAMPTON: | was in the Chicago Six with Walter, which was a band we put 
together for fun, we didn’t say anything about the Super Bowl. It was during 
the strike and we did it like someone would have a bowling tournament 
Walter could pound the drums pretty good, and I could play bass, and Dave 
Duerson could play trumpet. The hockey guys (Chicago Blackhawks Curt 
Fraser, Troy Murray, and Gary Nylund) were pretty green but they practiced. 
We released a record and a video, and when we played at the UIC Pavillion, I 
think they sold 12,000 tickets. 

LEGACY OF THE SHUFFLE 
FULLER: It’s turned into a real positive. I was absolutely embarrassed by it, 
but more of a juvenile embarrassment as opposed to a_ professional 
embarrassment. It has been fodder for cocktail party jokes, or when your wife 
wants to tease you, it’s perfect for that. I'm coaching high school football now 
and you get new kids every year. They're the ones that tease you the most. 
STEFAN HUMPHRIES (Chicago Bears offensive lineman, 1984- 
86/Chicago Bears Shufflin' Crew drummer): I’m a doctor now, working as 
Medical Director at a rehabilitation hospital, and every so often in a meeting 
during a PowerPoint presentation all of a sudden there will be a video clip in it 
of me playing the drums at the beginning of the Shuffle. It’s all in good fun. 
JARETT PAYTON: When I got to University of Miami all the guys had to 
sing their high school fight song, but they wanted me to sing The Super Bowl 
Shuffle. At first I felt kind of weird, but all the other guys were such big fans 
of my dad. My freshman year people wanted to hear it a lot and I sang ita 
bunch of times, but I didn’t mind because I love my dad’s verse, I thought it 
was super cool. 
MIKE TOMCZAK (Chicago Bears quarterback, 1985-1990/Chicago 
Bears Shufflin' Crew guitarist): It wasn’t like it was Lollapalooza or 
Woodstock, it was just some untalented players and singers that came together 
with a good jingle and a good cause. 
KEN “K-ILL WISSOKER: I hated the superbowl shuffle because it was bad 
rapping. Now it seems charming but then, this is what | was invested in and 
somebody parodies it and the parody becomes more popular than the real 
thing...I didn’t care that they were from Chicago, it didn’t belong on a rap 
show 
SHAWN “RAPPIN’ DUKE” BROWN | felt really proud of my city. I used 
to sell popcorn at Soldier Field. So I felt good when we took the Super Bowl. 
The record helped...you really felt closer to the team the way their 
personalities were coming out. there highs were my highs, As Rappin’ duke 
when they were riding high. 
GAULT: Think about how almost thirty years ago we did this thing and 
people still talk about it to this day, and they'll talk about it for years to come. 
Every Super Bowl someone, somewhere will be playing the Super Bowl 
Shuffle, and that’s longevity and that s what any artist wants. I see myself as 
an artist, and whether or not they believe it, all of the guys on it are artists. We 
created something from a naked canvas that will be remembered forever. 
People can look at this 100 years from now and see something we created that 
no one can take away from us. That’s the thing that makes me most proud. 





Ta 


Note: Shawn “Rappin’ Duke 


Brown’s musical legacy continues with his edu- 
tational children’s act Super Fun Show (shawnbrownshow.com) 
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HUMAN. YOU HAVE IMAGINED —~ 
THE ETERNALS GUARDED MANKIND'S 
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THEY REGARD AND PORTRAY 
US AS EVIL, MISSHAPEN, BUT . 
WE ARE BEAUTIFUL, NO MATTER YOU SEE, THE 
WHAT THEY SAY. UNDERGROUND IS NOT 
4 OUR PLACE -- WEVE BEEN 
PRIVEN HERE. 


YA'URAN, BUT YOU 
ANP YOU? We KNEW YOU BORE WATCHING; THAT YOUR Nee ee 
SEARCH FOR KNOWLEDGE MIGHT COME TO MATCH OURS. 
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BACK IN TIME WITH US, TO THE 
AMERICAN SOUTHWEST, WHERE YOLING 
MARGOT DAMIAN HAS RISKED HER 
LIFE GOING AWOL FROM THE LOCAL 
RAEBLSCRI FACTION: 


: WHERE DO I 
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WHAT'S THIS7 
EYES FEEL LIKE ICE! 
EVERY THING'S BLURRING 
EXCEPT... EXCEPT THE 

RED PULSES! 


THIS ISOLATION 
IS TORMENT! 
| FEEL ILL OUTLIVE 
EVERYONE | 
KNOW! SOMEBODY 
HOLD ME! 
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MOM... EVEN 
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ANP BIRD! 





ANP THEIR SHADOWS 
ARE ALL CONNECTED TOO... THE 
SHADOWS ALL EXTEND IN OWE 
OIRECTION... POINTING TO... 











WHILE IN THE PRESENT, RIDING IN A STREAM 
OF PURE SPACE-FLOW, CAREENING THROUGH THE 
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SLAUGHTER! 
EVERY ONE OF THEM 
WAS MURDERED -- 


-- BY HACHOSHEH’S 
RAELSCRI CELL! 


YOU WILL NOT 
TOY WITH ME 
FURTHER! You 
HAVE RENEGED 
ON YOUR WORD 

TO us! NOW 





ITS ATAK! HES 
FOUND ME! 


Watch your newstands for installment 9: 


“QUE SARA SARA!” 


The next one... will be the /ast one! 





DIVING DEEP FOR SEA SHELLS: 


An Interview with Miss Peggy Lee’s Harpist 


STELLA CASTELLUCCI 
By Edgar Amaya 





= f 
Peggy Lee (born Norma Deloris Egstrom 1920-2002) was 
extremely prolific. Hers is a catalogue worth exploring. It 
covers the bases of so many styles and moods of music. I 
encourage people to take a listen and let her cast her spell. 
You will be quite surprised as you move past the hits and 
signature songs. She is one of the few artists I can listen to 
anywhere and anytime. Here, | will take a subterranean look 
at one of her albums. 

Sea Shells [Decca 6/19/58] is one of my favorite Peggy Lee 
albums. Along with Mirrors, it stands out as one of her more 
experimental offerings, and contains the most beautiful 
minimalism. Peggy's voice is accompanied by harp 
arrangements from Stella Castellucci, who she met in 1953. 
The ladies went on to form an eight-year collaboration and 
lifelong friendship. Sea Shells should definitely qualify as one 
of their masterworks, the apex of their work together, and it 
deserves a second look. The shapes and colors they made 
together created music that is eternal. This album takes you 
somewhere you can go to if you are seeking peace and 
tranquility. “Chinese Love Poems” has Peggy doing spoken 
word (I always love to hear the spoken voice of a masterful 
vocalist), These short songs induce vivid visions, mostly of 
nature. The inviting album cover illustrates Peggy as a Venus 
in Furs. The sea and its shells are not far behind... they are 
just past her shoulder. There are so many layers, so many 
“riddles” to Sea Shells. Some have washed ashore and some 
are still buried deep. The treasures will change meaning with 
each season. While | listen I will keep trying to figure it out. I 
am ever grateful to Stella Castellucci for providing answers 
and information. Now, I can dive deeper with a better 
understanding. 

STELLA CASTELLUCCI MEETS PEGGY LEE 

Stella Castellucci: One day in June of 1953, I got a call from 
Pete Candoli. He was a well-known jazz trumpeter, and a 
member of Peggy’s group. We had worked together in the 
staff orchestra of American Broadcasting Co. on the west 
coast from 1949-1951. He said he was at Peggy's house 
rehearsing with her group for an upcoming tour. The tour 
would start at Ciro’s, a fashionable nightclub on the Sunset 
Strip. He told me she always loved harp and wanted to add it 
to the group. He urged me to audition. | responded, ‘How 
could I do that? I've never played jazz or with jazz musicians!’ 





He kept urging me on, saying ‘I used to hear you backstage on 
broadcast breaks noodling around on the tunes. I know you 
can do it.’ After much protesting, he finally got me to agree to 
give ita try. 
1 wasn’t driving yet, so my father put my harp in our station 
wagon. | was living at home. | grew up sheltered in an old 
fashioned Italian family. Pete gave us directions to Peggy's 
beautiful home in Holmby Hills, a section of Beverly Hills. We 
arrived while they were in rehearsal that afternoon. The door 
was opened by Lillie Mae Hendricks. She was Peggy's 
housekeeper and cook. She said ‘Come right in! Miss Lee is 
expecting you in the living room where they is all rehearsin’.’ 
Lillie Mae would become a family friend to us throughout all 
those years. | played at her funeral in the late 1990's. 
Peggy came up to me and extended a strong handshake. She 
said ‘Hi Stella, I'm Peggy. Won’t you sit down with us and 
listen for a while? When you feel like joining in, just jump in 
when you feel like it!’ Well, that's what happened. They were 
in the middle of Cole Porter's "I’ve Got You Under My Skin." I 
knew that song very well. It was cemented in my memory. | 
listened to a lot of jazz, and the entire American Song Book 
since about the age of 5. | would listen to the radio and go to 
the neighborhood movie _ theater. My teenage 
aunt/godmother Aggie would take me to all the great 
musicals of the time. 
I went through a few more songs with them and Peggy called 
a break. We all had a dinner that Lillie Mae had prepared. 
Peggy had graciously invited my father to join. After dinner, 
we were all having coffee with Pete, Marty Paich (pianist) and 
Joe Mondragon (bassist). Later, | saw Peggy standing in a 
corner of the living room talking to Joe and Pete. They kept 
talking and were sometimes looking at me. I thought to myself 
‘Oh well, | sure bombed out here today.’ A short while later, 
Peggy came over to me and said, without overture: ‘Stella, 
would you like to go on the road?’ That was the beginning. 
Note: Stella Castellucci would play on the Peggy Lee albums: 
Songs In An Intimate Style, Dream Street, The Man I Love, Jump 
For Joy, Pretty Eyes and Christmas Carousel. 

THE ALBUM 
Edgar Amaya: How did Peggy approach you with the idea 
to do this album together? 
Stella Castellucci: Peggy toldme one day about a 
month before the actual recording that she wanted to do an 
album of folk songs with harp. We started from there and it 
took shape. On the LP version Peggy did write some lovely 
words about Gene DiNovi and me. She also mentioned her 
love of the harp. It is on the back cover printed in her own 
handwriting. She also explains how she came to do the album 
and choose the songs. 
EA: How did it feel to have your name credited on the 
album cover? How did your parents react to that? 
SC: Of course | appreciated my name on the cover. I was not at 
all expecting that. The coverwas designed by the 
art department of Decca without Peggy's knowledge. I so 
appreciate her words regarding me. | was 24 years old at the 
time and my parents were very happy for me. They loved 
Peggy and she loved them, my younger sister and two 
brothers (who were the same age as Nicki, her daughter and 
only child). She remained a close family friend until the end of 
her life. She was a "Big Sister" to me in the truest sense of the 
word. The first day (of the two days it took to complete the 
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album) was only the day after the younger of my two small 
brothers, Louis, underwent brain surgery. He was injured 
while playing. | don't know what brought me through the 
project but I thank God for it. Louis was killed December 22, 
2011 at the age of 67. Three drunken marines driving at blunt 
force speed caused a very tragic auto accident. He was coming 
home to my sister and me for the holiday. 
Why was there a lapse between the recording of the 
album in 1955 and its release? 
The album was not released until three years later simply 
because Decca got tired of waiting on Peggy to complete it. 
When it was released, as | recall, she was satisfied but had 
intended to add more to it. 
Do you think there is any truth in the album being 
delayed because it was “too esoteric?” 
It’s very believable about Sea Shells being "too esoteric" for 
the time. | did not know someone had had that view of it. If I 
remember, Peggy herself thought it may be, ‘ahead of its time.’ 
How did the process happen? Did Peggy bring the words 
to you? Did you have arrangements ready? 
It took its own natural course. She and | seemed to work with 
one mind. I say this gratefully with no boasting intended. She 
knew the words to the old familiar folk songs and nursery 
rhymes. With the exception of the songs credited to music by 
Sonny Burke, the arrangements were my own. These were 
either written or done from memory. The arrangements came 
from rehearsing with Peggy when it was just Peggy and harp. 
There is such a minimalist perfection the two of you 
bring. Is this album only the two of you? I do not hear 
much other instrumentation. 
Thank you for those kind words. Gene DiNovi, her pianist at 
the time is heard on harpsichord on "Greensleeves" and “The 
Happy Monks.” Gene also appears on “Nine Thorny Thickets” 
and “Of Such Is the Kingdom of God.” 
How was Peggy’s relationship with nature? 
Stella: Peggy loved doing work herself in her gardens, with 
the earth planting, etc. | enjoy gardening as well. 
It seems the center of her home also allowed her to get in 
touch with nature. I love the video of her showing her 
home and Japanese garden. 
Yes, the center of her home did allow her to get in touch with 
water. She always had apool. She lived in four different 
homes during my time in her music group. They all reflected 
her fine taste in furnishings and art. The Japanese garden was 
magnificent. 
Do you know if this album will eventually get remastered 
or rereleased? 
1 don't know. 
Are you familiar with Peggy’s poetry book Softly With 
Feeling? | think that sums her up in a phrase. I am trying 
to get my hands on this! 
1 am not familiar with the entire book. I never had a copy, but 
she showed it to me early in my time with her. Yes, it does 
sum her up ina phrase. 

SOLOS 
On “Greensleeves” are you accompanying yourself? 
"Greensleeves" is harp and harpsichord. Decca rented the 
harpsichord from the University of Southern California. It was 
owned by Madame Alice Ehlers. She was a famed 
harpsichordist and teacher of the instrument there. 


“The Happy Monks” seems to be a paradox. | get visions of 
them taking a break from praying & suffering to jump 
into the sea and kind of let loose. A very joyful song! 
Yes, it is a joyful little song. That is Peggy's own composition 
and lyrics. 
“The Maid With the Flaxen Hair” (La Fille Aux Cheveux De 
Lin) sounds like something from a music box. It Is so 
peaceful. 
Claude Debussy's “The Maid With the Flaxen Hair,” was 
arranged for harp from the original piano by Marcel 
Grandjany. He was a French harpist and teacher at Juilliard at 
the time. Peggy requested it for the album. Only a segment of 
it was used as atmosphere. 
“Chaconne” (Le Bon Petit Roi d' Yvetot) reminds me of 
soldiers running away on horseback. They eventually 
find the sea and a cool drink of water. 
"Chaconne" is also by Grandjany. It is mistakenly titled. The 
real title is "The Good Little King of Yevtot.". During my 
interim as a member of her accompanying musicians, Peggy 
had heard me playing these solos. She often included them in 
her nightclub performances. That is a delightful description of 
running away on horseback!!! 
How was the placement of your solo tracks decided? 
The placement of the solo tracks was decided by the producer 
(Milt Gabler), I can only assume. 

SONGS 
The first strums on “Sea Fever” make me think I’m 
dreaming. 
That wasn’t intentional on either of our parts but | find it 
quite flattering. Knowing Peggy as well as | did over so many 
years, she would too. I used my own 
improvisational glissandos to try to geta sea sound. Peggy 
liked that as an introduction to the opening song, "Sea Fever." 
The lyrics are by Eleanor Alletta Chaffee with music by 
Friedrich Silcher. This came from a book published in 1932 by 
Silver, Burdett and Co. titled Music of Many Lands. Peggy's 
then manager Ed Kelly found it for her. She used it for 
researching old folk songs, nursery rhymes, etc. | tried to 
emulate waves of the sea rolling back and forth. As it turned 
out, to my memory, "Sea Fever “was the only song in the book 
that was used for the album. To begin with, "Sea Fever" had 
no indication of origin or country in the book. Everything else 
was of her own choosing. The music is as written, melody- 
wise but I arranged it for harp. 
“Nine Thorny Thickets” shows the raising of the volume 
for emphasis on the line "A fighter betrayed in the thick 
of the battle." It quite surprised me, this brief 
interruption of serenity. Peggy then returns to regular 
volume after the dark subject matter is addressed / 
cleared. I like to think of it as overcoming adversity. Did 
you or Peggy know poet Rolfe Humphries or how he 
received the interpretation? 
The raising of volume was done instrumentally with harp and 
harpsichord and Peggy's voice naturally. We must have 
rehearsed it that way in accordance with the text. Peggy was 
very sensitive to the depiction of words. I don't know if Peggy 
knew Rolfe Humphries or how he received the interpretation. 
“Little Old Car” is a prime example of Peggy’s black 
humor. How can something that sounds so beautiful be 
about a violent car accident? Was this humor part of her 
personality? 


1 wasn’t aware that the song reflected black humor and a 
violent car accident. She never told me the source of the song. 
Her personality was very funny at times. Peggy loved funny 
jokes. Telling and being told them (not profane ones). She 
loved to clown around in the early years I knew her. She was a 
very funny mime. At other times, her personality 
reflected great sadness. She was very intelligent and well 
read. | think she would have been a fine academic had she so 
chosen. She had an immense library of literature about every 
religion that exists. She was very religious and had a great 
love of God. She also took great interest and had volumes on: 
literature, poetry, history and philosophy. 

“White Birch and the Sycamore” sounds kind of medieval 
to me. Did that period of history influence the 
arrangement? I love the idea of nature communicating 
with itself. 

It does sound medieval. | don’t know its origin. Peggy did not, 
to my memory, tell me about it. 

Did Peggy introduce you to Ernest Holmes? It is 
interesting to see him credited on “Of Such Is the 
Kingdom of God.” 

I believe he wrote the lyrics, not the music. The music is by 
Irma Glenn. I met Dr. and Mrs. Holmes at a small dinner party 
at Peggy's house. She gave me a copy of his book, which | shall 
hunt for later today. A very fine book, as I recall. He was 
Peggy's minister in the religion of Science of Mind and its 
founder. She was raised as a child and teenager in the 
Lutheran faith. It rings a distant bell in my memory about the 
name«Irma Glenn. If not mistaken, she was either a 
parishioner of Dr. Holmes' or a minister herself in the Church 
of Science of Mind. Mrs. Holmes was a very quietly 
fashionable and elegant lady. She was gracious and good 
humored. Dr. Holmes was a chatty and humorous little man. 
He was charming and easy to be around. 

In “A Brown Bird Singing” you seem to be 
answering/punctuating the vocal. Were you and Peggy 
playing off of each other? 

Answering on harp by punctuating the vocal was not 
intentional on my part. Peggy and | had a mutual feeling of 
sympathy when performing together. 

I Don't Want to Play In Your Yard” seems a little out of 
place. It almost seems dark in contrast to the other 
offerings. The stripped arrangement really highlights the 
lyrics. 

Peggy was happy with the way we arrived at it in performing. 
I'm glad you think the stripped arrangement highlights 
the lyrics. She loved carousels and music boxes. | tried to 
emulate a music box in the harp alone section between her 
singing sections. 

“The Wearing of the Green” has Peggy adopting an Irish 
accent to give a history lesson. It recounts a time in 
Ireland when green was outlawed and could result in 
lynching. This is the second instance of green. Was it a 
color she was fond of at the time? It seems indicative of 
nature as well. 

She was not, to my knowledge, fond of green. Her favorite 
color was pink. In later years she changed to peach. Peggy had 
a real talent for imitating accents of all sorts of languages 
(European, Asian, etc.). 

My favorite songs on the album are the “Chinese Love 


Poems.” I especially love “Like the Moon (About the 
inconstancy of happiness)!” In particular, the moment 
she recites the line “I have put out the light... and I am 
weeping.” Which song is your favorite? 

1 love all of them. My harp accompaniment was off the head 
improvising on the session. Peggy decided to add the poems 
the second day. She had the book with her, but they were not 
planned. 

“The Riddle Song” I find so romantic in trying to give your 
lover the best. I consider Peggy a lover, in the sense that 
she seemed full of love. Most of her work is about the 
many aspects of it. Did you feel that in your 
collaborations? I am aware she did not write all of the 
songs but it feels like she did. 

Yes, Peggy was full of love for all of humanity, nature and for 
animals. She was in love with love. She had great love for 
everyone she knew or was close to. Peggy abhorred racism. 
She had friends of all races and persuasions. I knew of this 
great love encompassing all of her work. | felt it in our 
collaborations. Her four failed marriages were the result of 
her search for love. However, David Barbour (her first 
husband and father of Nicki) was her one and only love. She 
told me. They met when David was guitarist in Benny 
Goodman's band and she was the vocalist. 

“The Gold Wedding Ring” seems to reconcile the good and 
the bad of love and marriage. It feels so elegantly 
melancholy. 

This is a Harry Sukman piano arrangement. He was a well- 
known studio pianist. He was Victor Young's pianist and a 
mutual friend of theirs. He composed it and brought it to her 
home one day while we were rehearsing for the album. This 
was before we began recording and happened simply by 
accident. Peggy wasn’t expecting him and | think it wasa 
wonderful happening. I love the song and the sadness of the 
lyrics. It is a Peggy song in the finest sense. She did the lyrics 
on the spot. She did that so many times when writing her own 
songs. 

Your harp notes invoke so many moods. | think that is 
why Peggy Lee chose to work with you. I am so glad she 
did! Thank you for Sea Shells! 

It's been so long since I've heard the album. I am making time 
for myself tomorrow to listen to the entire LP. It brings back 
so many memories of my time with her and her wonderful 
musicians. They all treated me as an equal, not as a separated 
female among them. They showed the utmost respect, like big 
brothers (me being the youngest). Thank you for bringing all 
of this back to me through your love and admiration for 
Peggy. 

Are there any memories of Peggy you would like to 
share? 

Christmas Eve of 1960 will remain forever in my memory. 
Peggy invited her closest friends, family, a few career 
associates and my family (my parents, sister and two teenage 
brothers). The entry and walkway to her home were lighted 
with a million tiny white lights. On the outside was a life-size 
nativity scene. It contained heavy papier-maché figures of 
Jesus, Mary and Joseph. They were clothed in garments of the 
time in Bethlehem. Peggy had made them herself. It was 
breathtaking and awesome. She hosted a beautiful dinner. 
Afterwards, she had everyone singing Christmas Carols. 
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Many people didn't think J. G. Thirlwell would live this long. In interviews 
Thirlwell, best known under his primary music moniker FOETUS, revealed 
himself to be an anxious, fidgety chain-smoker, belting out sharp, witty 
responses and recoiling at questions about influences (wholeheartedly 
rejecting the title “Godfather of Industrial 
genre “ghetto” he is often credited for taking part in creating) 


distancing himself from the 
There are 
numerous stories of fights with the crowd on tour. His dark lyrics also add to 
these grim expectations. But most importantly, as a musician, composer, 
arranger, producer, remixer, and installation/conceptual artist, Thirlwell’s 
intensity seems like more than a mortal could sustain 

Most artists avoid trying to cram too many ideas into one piece of work. For 
the native Australian it's been a signature component of his free flowing 
modus operandi since the dawn of the 80s. Even his early work as a sole 
composer on an 8-track recorder, without sampling or midi technology 
showcased unprecedented maniacal density and remains as yet largely 
Moments of the first FOETUS album “DEAF” (1981, by 
the band name changed somewhat 


unsurpassed. 
You've Got Foetus on Your Breath 





which each release) offered wanton primitive synth funk tracks whose lyrics 
are as awkwardly polysyllabic as they are strangely fitting. It's resplendent 


with nervous clatter, rarefied sound clips, and primal drum patterns. Taken 


as a whole “DEAF” reads like a thesis statement for a new kind of music-- 
one that doesn't simply engage in the mental masturbation of 
bending” but builds sounds to be as engaging as possible; a kind of 
utilitarian makeshift music chock full of omnivorous cinematic chutzpah. 


genre 





His third album, “HOLE,” further emphasized this point, finding Thirlwell 
with access to a 24 track studio, allowing him to “play the studio” rather 
than playing any instruments with sufficient comfort to call himself a 
musician. FOETUS records would be 
made by way of crude charts that document various tape speed pitch changes 
and their corresponding r It may be only 40 minutes long, but 

HOLE” (by Scraping Foetus Off the Wheel) is filled to the brim with furious 
and bitter self-loathing the multiple personality disorder 
equivalent-- atop complex cling-clang crescendos and snowblind pitch bent 
choirs. Even then, a precise sense of the musical climax; whether it is 
juxtaposing scrap metal surf rock with what he has called “the back door of 
jazz, 





Instead of properly learning music 





sultant effect. 


Iyrics- or 


or the emulsion of sharp, epic classical loops with guitar laden war 
zone diatribes remains prevalent. Paradoxically, this is achieved with a sense 
of subtlety 

His sixth studio album, “GASH” (1995) was a self-described apocalypse, a 
scathing collision in every sense of the word. Its release by Sony (who 
dropped Thirwell shortly after) coincided with a series of personal episodes 
and breakdowns, Eventually a newly revitalized FOETUS album washed 
“FLOW” (2001) revealed a raw 
reappraisal than a symbolic death wish. 





ashore. self-examination; more a naked 





During this period the New York-based artist became the “go-to guy” for 
remixing the work of popular artists such as Danzig, Pantera, Red Hot Chili 
Peppers, EMF, Nine Inch Nails, Marilyn Manson, and more, becoming 


known as the man who pioneered the 





metal remix". He's done production 
work for a number of bands (including White Zombie's first demo and 
Einsturzende Neubauten's “Strategies Against Architecture”). FOETUS has 
been strictly a solo project for the most part, but Thirlwell has also worked 
with Lydia Lunch, Nick Cave Almond (in the 
collective/group Immaculate Consumptive), Nurse with Wound, Jarboe, the 
early formations of Whitehouse, Cop Shoot Cop, the sound art collective 
freq_out, and Roli Mossimann (Swans). Thirlwell has also created many non- 
FOETUS musical projects. Steroid Maximus is an all-instrumental project 





and Marc short-lived 


that has evolved over a period of about 20 years to be exhibited live as a 20- 
piece ensemble. In 2001, Manorexia was formed as yet another solo project 
that began initially as an attempt at minimal ambient music, to be sold 
strictly through the Foetus website, and since has become an entity with a 7- 
piece ensemble, now supporting an album that was produced in 5.1 surround 
sound. He OTEFSU, 
montages/collages of experimental dance music, creating an environment 
time stops after 1975 


also performs as DJ crafting experimental 


where Thirlwell's done soundtrack work for movies 
and one of his most reliable gigs has been scoring Adult Swim’s Venture 
Brothers cartoon 

The most recent FOETUS album 
of fear, 
alongside jangled prog time signatures 





HIDE”” (2010), inspired by “the cultur 
is again all across the board. It features operatic elements 
while also traversing dark pop 
territory, western spy noir, and musique concret. 

I caught up with him in a phone interview after his second trip down under 
where the venerable Kronos 
Quartet performed a piece he'd penned for them 

How was your trip to Australia? How was your performance? 

The performance was really good. I went down with my percussionist Peter 
Wise and piano player David Broome from New York, and we added the 
Zephyr Quartet to the ensemble down there in Adelaide. We rehearsed there 
and opened for the Kronos Quartet. That was my first ever show in 
Australia, then Kronos played one of my pieces on the bill as well, so it was 
kind of a JG extravaganza. That was the only show I played down there, and 
my first ever show in Australia. Actually, until last year, I hadn't been down 
to Australia for 32 years, so now I've been down there twice in a year. It's 
kinda crazy. I went to Melbourne for a few days and saw my mom, now I'm 
back. 

Were there any personal memories, being raised somewhere and then 
having not been there for 32 years, was there a distinct changes? 

Well, that hit me much more last year so this time I knew a little bit more 
what to expect. I went down last year because my father was on the way out 
and I figured I wanted to see him before he died. When I arrived, I didn't 
recognize anything of the skyline. I stayed with my mom and she lives near 
where I grew up. When I got to that vicinity, | drove over the crest of this 
hill, and then I recognized that there was going to be a railroad track on the 
other side of the hill. That's where it was and then things started to click into 
place. One of the notable things was that the trees were all thirty years taller. 
It's weird to blink and...you know, things usually look smaller and then when 
Everything looks fancy now, 
*s run down. Within a couple of days, I had that kind of feeling that I 


where he performed with Manorexia, and 














you go back somewhere they look bigger. 
nothi 








had that drove me to want to leave Australia in the first place, just this kind of 
suffocation and a feeling of isolation down there 

I should say, I'm sorry for your loss. 

Well, thanks. 

I get a similar feeling going on tour to smaller cities than Chicago and 
last month I was able to go to New York. I sort of understand how 
someone could even have that feeling in Chicago now that I've been to 
New York. 

Chicago's not exactly a hick town! 

Yeah, but you know, but it felt like the suburbs compared to New York. 
I'd go to Cleveland or Denver, and very highly populated places and 
that's all fine and good, but it seems sort of like one neighborhood of 
Chicago by comparison. 

Well you know, at the same time, Australia is in a distant hemisphere, and it's 
almost in the fucking South Pole. When I was growing up, | really felt 
isolated, and I think a lot of people like myself might feel a kind of cultural 
inferiority or maybe the feeling that you're surrounded by cultural inferiority, 
or the feeling that you're displaced and you're somewhere you're not 
supposed to be. My mother's Scottish, so I spent a bunch of time in the UK 
when I was growing up and I really felt that that was where I was supposed to 
be. Where there was snow at Christmas, and not barbeques! I had always 
where-with-all, I would leave that 
godforsaken place and never return. And I never did, until last year. 
London, after some time, fell short of what you hoped it'd be? 

Well I was in London at an amazing time, it was between '78 and '83. I'm 
really lucky to have been there then, it facilitated what I did and what I 
wanted to do. Then when I got to New York, after being in London for five 
years, New York was like the polar opposite of London. London is very 
dispersed geographically, It takes a long time to get around, whereas at that 
time New York was very East Village-centric. Everything was in a 
concentrated area, you could walk everywhere, it was a 24-hour city, the bars 
were open until 4am. Exact opposite of London. It had this incredible 
energy, and that immediately captivated me, and made me want to stay 

In 1983 you were on tour with Immaculate Consumptive and you sort of 
decided to settle in New York? You didn't have much time between 
starting to do records and being signed to the Some Bizarre label once 
you got there... 

I was already with Some Bizarre by the time I came to New York. I got to 
New York, really liked it here, just kind of stayed here, went to LA, spent 
some time in the states, and started some other projects (like Wiseblood and 
Stinkfist), and then kinda went back to London and did some further 
recording, and went back and forth a bit like that. It wasn't like I arrived 
there and then said “Okay, I'm getting an apartment here today”. It was a 
little bit more gradual than that 

Well, for me at least, it's still very inspiring, because I see that you went 
from squatting in London, and having maybe a couple of synthesizers 
and working on an 8-track from time to time, to being signed to a label 
and just kind of flying by the seat of your pants I guess, in the states. 
That was an evolution that happened over a couple of years. I guess things 
went kind of fast, I guess I was very prolific. At the same time, I was holding 
down a full time job but every time I had a vacation I'd go into the studio, and 
work pretty fast, and have the whole thing composed beforehand. It's a 
different process than I have now. Working with Some Bizzare was timely 
because I had kind of gone as far as I could in this 8-track studio 





vowed that as soon as I had the 





environment 
That's one of the situations where you had your notation charts, and you 
were sort of working with what you can find in the studio? I just 
imagine you squatting and just having a couple of keyboards, sort of just 
trying to chart things out and then going into a studio where they maybe 
have some more instruments for you to work with. 

I didn't really use that many instruments. There was piano and keyboard, and 
not much guitar. Some percussion, my synths, some gadgets Probably no 
bass either. Sometimes I would find things on my way to the studio and 
bring them in with me! 

You were coming up with aspects of noise music with the band that 
would become Whitehouse. I remember reading that you were cutting 
apart tape loops and working with white noise, and manipulating tape 
loops from there. I think I remember you also saying that you were 
using the razor blade as sort of an instrument for tapes and things like 
that? 

Oh, the razor blade is a very multi faceted instrument. To clarify the 
Whitehouse thing, that was really William Bennett's domain, and I 
contributed vocals to one of his albums. That was kind of the extent of our 
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work together even though we hung out a little bit. Conceptually, that was 
his deal, although I think I sold him my first WASP synthesizer, which I kind 
of regret. Yeah, there's a lot of audio manipulation in my early work, and 
tape loops and things like that. 

When you were working with Some Bizarre, you all of a sudden had a 
free studio to work with but you'd have these pressing deadlines, so 
you'd work for 36 hours sometimes. 

Well, that wasn't because of pressing deadlines. It wasn't a free studio either, 
it was studio time in a 24 track studio which is a jump up from where I'd been 
technologically. | paid for it in the end! But yeah, sometimes I did long 
sessions. The longest session | think I did was 80 hours, which was insane, 
but that was on the track “Bedrock.” We'd gotten it mixed and it'd taken 24 
hours. It was on an SSL desk and tape op pushed the wrong button to save 
the automation and erased all of our fader moves. We thought it wouldn't take 
long to get back to where we were, and we ended up working around the 





clock ‘cause I had to leave the country. It was like from Monday to T hursday 
working on the mix of that track. 

I was recently reading how you made the track for the split 7 inch with 
Teho Teardo. I'm really interested in the manual ways that someone can 
generate frequencies. I know that you do freq_out, and I've got the first 
CD of that. I was wondering how you deal with that territory, beyond 
laptops. I know that there're plenty of ways to do it, and I saw that one 
of them was dripping water into a bass drum and having it run through 
a pipe that would go through the other room? 

That was a thing that ended up on the split single with Teho. That was 
actually a sound installation called “Ecclesiophobia” [fear of churches] 
which I did in Santarcangelo, a town in Italy. One of the impetuses on my 
installation work is the environment where it will be. They'd sent me some 
pictures of this grotto where they wanted to place me. That was sort of what 
inspired to come up with some of these ideas and research some of the 
elements I wanted to use to create that work, which ended up using an 
intravenous apparatus to drip water onto a bass drum head. The bass drum 
was lying on its back. That was below the vaulted ceiling of this grotto, 
which was deep underground. You had to go down some stairs and down a 
dirt tunnel to get to it. Underneath the bass drum, there was a light shining 
upward towards the intravenous drip, so when the water would drip onto the 
bass drum head, it would cause a ripple, and then that ripple was illuminated 
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by the light below it, and that sent a shuddering reflection of the ripple into 
the vaulted ceiling. I had a contact mic and was sending the sound of the drip 
hitting the bass drum head into the computer which opened a noise gate and 
sent a low frequency into the next room, in which there was another bass 
drum. I had a subwoofer under that bass drum. The subwoofer was vibrating 
the bass drum head in there, which also had a pool of water in it, so that also 
caused ripples. There was another light under that, and that sent another 
phase of reflections up into that ceiling. So that was visual component, and 
the conceptual backbone of what that piece was about. Then, there's a lot of 
churches in that town, so I made a bunch of field recordings of the church 
bells striking. It was a very quiet in the day, very little traffic on the hill 
where I was, so it was a good place to record the bells. 1 combined these 
recordings with a bunch of other bell recordings that I had sourced, and I had 
some bells of my own. In that way, I was bringing the bells from above 
down underground in this grotto, and they became some of the audio 
components as well. I had 4 channels, a 4 channels speaker set up in that 
room as well. It was a composition that I slowly came up with using tones, 
and the bells coming in and out, and various other elements. I performed that 
live a couple of nights, I can't remember-- 3 nights, 2 nights or something. 
So it was kind of a combination of installation and live 
performance/manipulation. At about 2 hours long, then I had to distill that 
down into one side of a 7 inch, which was kinda difficult, but the essence is 
there on that 7 inch. 

Wow! That's amazing! I'd like to ask you about a lot of the other highly 
complex: things you've done. Your installation with LED lights, and 
your installation for 47 channel /audio] sculpture... 

The one with... that's actually a sculpture. That was a mirrored sculpture 
that I did with controlled LEDs yeah, “Narcissum Ascenda”. It was an 
eternal mirror box which was suspended from the ceiling. Inside there were 
27 LEDs hanging at various angles. I got this piece of one-way mirror 
which, after many attempts, I finally contorted into a tube which was held 
together with bolts, and that went up inside this mirrored box. The idea being 
that when it's suspended from the ceiling you crawled under it and stuck your 
head in the tube. Between the tube and the walls/interior of the cube were 27 
LEDs hung at various angles, which were controlled by a circuit on top of the 
box, and they went through various programs of strobing and fading and 
flashing and so on. You put your head into the tube, your head would 
disappear but you just saw this eternal field. That was a for a group show in 
Ostersund, in Sweden. 

I was really dying to try to find more images of that. Maybe it's one of 
those that you can't download a sculpture. 

No, you have to stick your head in it. I'm all for the non-downloadable 
experience. It's now sitting in a crate in my hallway. Maybe it will get 
exhibited again one day. 

You did a sound installation that was 47 channels within a huge metal 
sculpture? 

That was in Vienna, that was last year. That piece is called “The Morning 
Line”. It was created by Matthew Ritchie. I think it actually has 54 speakers, 
and 47 channels. Commissioned by TBA21 /Thyssen-Bomemisza Art 
Contemporary]. There was a round of compositions guest-commissioned by 
Franz Pomassl, and so I was invited to write one. I ended up writing a 38 
minute piece that was something like 75 stems, and we didn't have too long 
to spatialize it, but I think it turned out really well. At the opening I 
performed along with that and now it's in the sculptures archive of 
compositions. If you go to Schwarzenbergplatz, in Vienna, at a certain time 
of day, that composition will play. 

The 75 stems, I probably should also ask this as it relates to the 5.1 
album with Manorexia. Was it a lot of complimentary pieces or is it 
intended to be 47 different things happening? 

It was one composition with 47 channels, each speaker doing something 
discretely different. The challenge that 1 found was that you're working with 
an audio field which is say 20 meters long and 8 meters tall. The speakers 
are secreted in the structure of this sculpture. The listener can walk through 
the sculpture, and where-ever they stand spatially, whatever speaker they're 
standing next to, is obviously the loudest thing they are going to hear. So if 
there is a part in the composition where there are multiple sounds that are 
important to hear at the same time, but they may be coming out of different 
speakers and locations, how do you spatialize them? One sound is maybe 20 
meters away from the other sound. You're working within the limitations of 
it being outdoors, sounds dissipating, the speakers aren't very large, that is a 
challenge. I worked with a system where I split up the priority of the sounds 
into primary sounds that I wanted to be heard throughout the system and then 
secondary sounds that could be throughout the system in spatial areas, and 





then the third category of sounds, they could float, so they could pan and 
move between speakers. And then there were maybe 5 sections to the 
composition, so each section had to then be considered in those permutations. 
We had to set up the program to do that and Tony Myatt designed the 
software and the system and he and his team did an amazing job of figuring 
out how to place these things in the program. So it was a lot of placing the 
sounds, going into it and adjusting the volumes, and getting it as close as we 
could, as quickly as we could, to my sonic vision of the piece. There’s a 
shack on site, which housed the hardware and the software, and they had a 
computer that could remotely change the parameters of the system while you 
were standing inside the sculpture thirty meters away. We edged towards it 
and I think it was successful. Again I responded to the space and my 
knowledge of what other composers had created, and | wanted to create 
something that reflected the grandeur of the surroundings in its climax. I 
think I achieved it. 

Speaking of spatial elements, with freq_out, I've got the CD, and you 
know, some of the stuff is hardly audible within the human ear, and I 
wonder if you keep that in mind when you're assigned a certain 
frequency if some of the collective or some aspect of the collective is 
working with subsonic frequencies to affect a person in the same sense as 
binaural beats /an online sound program stocked with sounds to cause 
“euphoria” and “relaxation” etc] or things like that where frequencies 
are supposed to cause a reaction in people? 





freq_out 


The idea behind freq_out is that the sonic spectrum is cut up into twelve 
slices and each artist is given a slice to work within, and you can't go above 
or below that frequency that you're delegated for that sort of event. The 
lowest frequency is actually 0-25 hertz but most sub woofers don't even go 
down that low, and even if they do, it's difficult to get subwoofers that can 
handle that down low without just cracking up. It’s difficult for it to 
resonate. The next frequency up is 25-60 I think, something like that, so 
there's kind of a crossover of those frequencies so, when working in those 
frequencies, you have to be mindful of what each other is doing. That's one 
of the reasons that the project is created with the sites in mind. Each time we 
do it, we go up one frequency, so if you did 0-25 at one freq_out, you're 
going to be doing 25-60 and then going up the frequency spectrum. Usually 
we have a space where we work and you'll kind of get glimmers of what each 
other is creating or you can get a sense of the space, what you might want to 
say about the space, what you might want to use to generate the sounds that 
you're working with. We all come from kind of different disciplines so we 
all bring something different to the table. As a composer and I can't help but 
bring compositional elements into the way that I structure my frequencies. 
From the pictures, there're a lot of mixers and a lot of cables but I don't 
see exactly what they're working with. Is it exclusively laptops? I read 
that Throbbing Gristle was using a synthesizer to use subsonic 
frequencies to terrify their neighbors. I don't know much about 
electronics so | wonder how many ways you can go about conducting 
certain frequencies. 

Usually we're not doing it to experiment on the bowel movements of the 
audience. Normally the pieces are created with laptops and burnt onto a CD. 
Those soundfiles are looped and are all various lengths. It's kind of a piece of 
eternal music that never repeats and it's installed into the space that we're 
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working in, usually on a multi channel system of 12 to 24 speakers 


The 
space restrictions or the parameters that are drawn by the nature of the space 
definitely influence the placement of the speakers and the way that it's going 


to be experienced by the audience, and also the duration. We've done it 
overnight, 24-48 hours of it, we've done versions which have been like a 
museum opening, we've done versions where it's been up for a week at a time 
or two weeks. It really depends on the space. In museums, underground, 
outside, we've done it in a former strip club, the Communist Center in Paris, 
it's taken on a lot of different forms. There are parameters suggested by the 
environment and the resonance of the room, and the amount of speakers, the 
physical space it is situated in. It's variable proportions. 

I'd like to ask about iasma”, “A Meditation on Dimensional Densities 
Through Concurrent Temporal Passages 
Is that the thing I did with Lary 7? That was Brooklyn Lyceum and I can't 
really remember too much about that but I think it was a collaboration with 
Lary 7. I don't know if you know who that is, I don’t know that he's so well 
known outside of New York but he's a fixture on the experimental avant 
garde scene here. He’s like a mad scientist, works with a lot of analog and 
vintage equipment, making them do things that they're not supposed to. That 
particular night he was making projections with glass slides, and in that 
environment there was some kind of pyramid structure. | came up with some 
kind of audio piece to accompany that based on a concept I had of temporal 
simultanaeity. The other thing, “The Pinch of The Baboon” (formerly known 
as “Murnau”), that was another name for a different version of this improv 
ensemble I've had with Oren Bloedow and Ed Pastorini called “Murnau”. 
We've done that a few times. 

Which one of those had something to do with the “aquasonic” which was 
sort of a string instrument that was made from water vibrations? 

Oh, the aquaphone? I might've used that in The Pinch of the Baboon. I got 
hold of that to do this piece with Tony Oursler where he did this piece where 
he filmed a bunch of people playing solo instruments and then combined 
them in a video installation, so everyone was “improvising” with each other 
via their prerecorded video performance. 

Are you aware of any plans of this stuff getting released in any way? 

That stuff? No, it's ephemeral. 

What are your feelings about the recording as the artifact in present 
day? I notice that a lot of the older stuff isn't being reissued on physical 











releases, at least not yet. 

I'm a strong believer in the recorded artifact, and I'm a strong believer in the 
physical object as an artifact and fetish object. That's kind of how I started. I 
believe in the hard object. I don't really release files, I release albums. 

Some of us are kind of burning to get a reissue of “DEAF” or something 
like that, because it's like 50 or 60 dollars just to get a damaged version, 
even on CD. 

There's kind of a few things ahead of the queue for that, before that would 
happen. The next thing that's going to be off the ramp is this Foetus 
companion album to “HIDE”, which I'm finishing in the next few weeks. 
That's got about ten or eleven pieces, and then that will be rapidly followed 
by the soundtrack to a film I scored a couple of years ago called “The Blue 
Eyes,” which is being prepared as well. 

Is this companion album still going to be inspired by “the culture of 
fear”? 

There are pieces on there that were written around the same time as “HIDE” 
and have the same kind of conceptual thoughts behind them, yeah, that didn't 
quite make it onto the album. Some of them were actually written since then 
but they fit into the same mindset. Parts of them are being culled into this 
opera that I'm eventually working on. 

So your companion album to “HIDE” is going to be something of a large 
scale opera once it's finished? 

The album's not a large scale opera. There's a piece called “Cosmetics” that's 
kind of a work in progress. With these pieces I'm workshopping in public for 
an opera that I hope to realize in the next five years, and there's a: piece on 
this next album which will also evolve into that opera as well. 

If there's a god in the sky, then hopefully there will be a big production. 
That's the intention, | want to make it as difficult as possible. 

One thing I like about “HIDE” is that while I know it does have a 
political underpinning, it can be widely interpreted. I think things last 
the test of time and speak more universally that way. Looking back on 
your old interviews, in one of them you spoke adamantly that preaching 
should be something that's upheld, or held in high regard. I wonder if 
you still feel that way now. How do you regard temporal affairs in your 
work? 

First of all I don't take responsibility for anything I said in old interviews. I 
agree that “HIDE” is quite a political work, and draws on the culture of fear, 
post-homeland security control, paranoia, the rapture etc. My other works 
have been political too but often more about personal (inter-relationship) 
politics. I try to veer toward universal themes, they are more timeless. My 
old works have some references to culture in the lyrics (Frank Sinatra, Jackie 
Collins, Sartre, James Brown etc) but I don't do that now. Not today anyway. 
The red, black, and white Foetus color combo was at first inspired to 
some extent by propaganda and pop art. Now that you have evolved, but 
kept with this concept, what new meanings have you found with it and 
what keeps this limitation pragmatic? Are you now inspired by the 
loud advertising of urban areas, as it relates to the meaning in your 
recent work with Foetus? 

The Red, White, Black and Gray motif still has a lot of possibilities to me. I 
was always inspired by loud advertising and where one’s eye falls when 
scanning a room. Lately I have been exploring my palette in the context of 
minimalism. Interestingly | dig up some screen prints I had made about 35 
years ago, and hadn't seen since, and they already hinted at that direction. 
There is a track on the new Foetus album, “Red and Black and 
Gray and White", where the lyrics came about partially thru researching 
cheerleader chants and military cadence, where I use the idea of my palette as 
team colors and the flag. 

In the last two albums or so, you've become more outright with the 
symbolism, and I've started to appreciate that. For instance, your piece 
that you wrote that was about the fear of deserts, one would superficially 
assume that it's just maybe a whimsical name, because it was around the 
same time as there was a piece that was about having the fear of naming 
things. Now I come to read that it was inspired by a desert that makes 
sound just naturally by the wind.... 

Yes, the singing sands. That's a phenomenon that happens in various sand 
dunes. Excellent examples of it in Oman. I traveled to Oman and made 
some field recordings of that. I went with my friend and colleague Jacob 
Kierkegaard, and we crossed the country and searched out the environment, 
and made recordings of the call to prayer. A lot of those things were kind of 
rolled into that piece, but the backbone of it was that | was writing a string 
quartet commission for Kronos Quartet, and that piece starts and ends with 
the sounds of the singing sands. It's kind of a moaning type of sound which 
is caused by the wind pushing the sand up the dunes - it reaches kind of a 
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critical point, the sand starts to roll back down again. They're not quite sure 
what causes the moaning sound but the sand drifting down possibly because 
of the shape of the grains of sand or something but you get this kind of low 
moaning sound. I came back and wrote the string parts. 

Hopefully that'll come out on a recording some day, but ... 

They played it live in Australia when I was down there. Hopefully they'll 
make a nice recording of it one day. Our relationship is continuing, I'm 
planning to write my third piece for them this summer, 

Oh cool, so you've got at least one more season, maybe two of Venture 
Brothers under your belt. 

Season Five is finished and that starts airing on May 19". And yes, I think 
we’re doing season six. 

Great! I wanted to ask, especially with that material I was surprised to 
hear as much synthesizers as I did, but it begs the question, if you're ever 
going to do maybe a purely synthesizer album or something that's purely 
electronic, because I know that you've done solo electronic 
performances, 

It's possible. I've been doing some work at the Elektron Musik Studion in 
Stockholm, and plan to return there in May, we'll see what comes out of those 
recordings. 

Is that where you were posting all of those pictures of the old 
synthesizers that, some of them that Brian Eno favored and things like 
that? 

The VCS3, that was actually at STEIM in Amsterdam, Another electronic 
music studio workshop place. I visited recently and also made some 
recordings there. 

Do you think the piece that you did that was inspired by /French pop 
singer] France Gall will ever get released anywhere? 

No, that's highly unlikely. Some pieces are just meant to be played once and 
disappear. 

I find that to be admirable, but as a fan, you know, it's painful! 

The Residents had this theory of obscurity many years ago before they 
released this album called Not Available, and they decided that they weren't 
going to release the album until they'd completely forgotten it existed, 
Sometimes it's good to do something, and then forget it exists. Maybe I 
could do some self-archeology in 15 years time, Otherwise there's not going 
to be anything to unearth when I die. 

As far as sampling goes, how has that been something that you have to 
deal with in the past? I know that there's been a lot of concerns about 
clearing samples. I know that it's often been very difficult to be able to 
tell whether you've been sampling or whether you're playing something 
in the studio. 

I do samples as building blocks, as textures, and sometimes as a muse, and 
sometimes I dissect things. They're very much part of my process, but not 
exclusively. I work without samples as well. I don't usually use such large 
chunks that I've ever needed to clear one, or that I've ever cleared one. I don't 
use them as a backbone of a song like say The Black Eyed Peas might or 
something like that. 

Yeah, that goes without saying, | mean you definitely make a piece your 
own. 

I use them in kind of a sculptural and layered way. Or re-pitched and 
otherwise altered. 

It's pretty impressive how you're able to restore some of that stuff. Not 
necessarily concerned with sampling, but that song “Wild Irish Rose” 
(on Steroid Maximus's first album, an old woman singing with a very 
strained voice, almost mournfully), I never would've thought of that, I 








don't know many people that would. 


The vocal of that piece was actually brought in by Don Fleming /best known 
for producing Sonic Youth, Teenage Fanclub, and Hole and his bands Velvet 
Monkeys, B.A.L.L.. and Gumball]. He was working at a tape copying house 
where people would bring in old tapes to have them transferred, and that 
recording that of the voice in “Wild Irish Rose” was someone's grandmother 
singing that folk song in their living room. We added accompanying 
elements on top of that, it's such a haunting recording. 

Yeah it's definitely something of a masterpiece as far as found sound 
goes. 

Yeah. That was a good gem. 

I'm also wondering how your stance on Constructivism has changed, 
because it came up a fair amount in early interviews? 

Uh, I don’t remember having a stance on Constructivism. Of course I deeply 
admire the design qualities and aesthetics and they have effected me greatly 
but I don't work with the same social agenda as they did. 

When you started doing Manorexia, you sat down to do an ambient or 











minimal album, and what resulted was not nece: ly ambient nor was 
it always particularly minimal, per se. It was a sort of organic 
composition where each movement fed off of the last, from what I recall 
you reading. The new Manorexia album, despite being also in 5.1 
surround, struck me as much more minimal and ambient in overall 
effect, more transcendent in overall effect. Was that something that was 
a natural effect as another dimension to your more bombastic/epic 
output, or is it something you have been striving to do? In other words, 
have you been striving to develop your more minimal/spatial side over 
time, or is it a natural expression to counter the otherwise hyperactive 
side of your work? 

Yes it is a reaction or balance to my epic output, but it comes out organically. 
I guess I need to have outlets for both of these sides and the spatial side is 
winning a bit right now. | do think the last Manorexia is a real distillation of 
what I've wanted to achieve with that project, and it was carved out over a 
long period of time 

The questions I would have now are sort of dealing with causation. It's 
multiple layered, ike now you're much different than you were about 
1S years ago, and New York is much different than it was about 15 years 
ago and I know that you do yoga now and your area of New York is ... 

Is a great town for yoga! 

[Laughs] You said before that there's starting to be a lot of fratboys and 
useless stores. The fact that you used to not be able to take a cab home 
before. And I wonder how much you think that's influencing your 
current work. 

You mean the gentrification of New York? 

It seems like you're maybe not necessarily dealing with pleasant material 
but you're dealing with it in a more positive way. 

I think that any city evolves, and any city builds until it dies and changes, and 
the process that surrounds me in New York is just a repetition of what 
happened in Soho and then happened in Tribeca, and happened in 
Williamsburg and has happened in Dumbo. Artists move into a 
neighborhood where rents are cheap, and maybe build up some kind of 
community and make it attractive to people who wouldn't have moved there 
in a million years in the first place, and eventually those people move in and 
push the artists out, and the artists go somewhere else. That's a repeated 
pattern in this city and a lot of other cities. The landscape changes and 
Brooklyn is, I've been living in Brooklyn for 25 years, and it's a very different 
aura than when I moved here. I spoke earlier about the New York that I 
moved to, how very centralized it was, how it was very East Village-centric. 
It's not that at all anymore, it's much more dispersed and a little eccentric. A 
lot of what's happening culturally is mostly happening in Brooklyn, and in a 
wide area of Brooklyn. Not just Williamsburg or Bushwick, and Queens, and 
all over. But I'm still very drawn to New York, there's so much going on here 
culturally, it's such an overload of that. That really inspires me. 
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CHRISTINE JORGENSEN 





By Jonathan Poletti 


I'D BEEN AFTER HER AWHILE, POKING THROUGH HER BODY of 
work, i.e. this pile next to me. Articles, books, movies, albums, the novelty 45 
single. She wasn't a star, but something bigger, one of those figures who enter 
the bloodstream of the human race & you can't get them out, even with Drano. 
Vaguely recalled, if at all the boy who went to Denmark & came back a 
girl (“Ex-GI Becomes Blonde Beauty” a 1952 Daily News headline teased) 
Her significance is clear. Not only did she invent the "transsexual," she 
invented the future, or the one we're stuck in. She died in 1989, but not before 
Jean Baudrillard declared, "We Are All Transsexuals Now." I felt it, whenever 
I worked on a profile. My groin would go cold & a strange despair would 
come over me, and not the usual kind. My head started aching. Everything 
about her is uncertain, including "her." Like she was born & died, and that's all 
you'll ever know. An example: The first biographical treatment of Christine, a 
chapter in Joanne Meyerowitz's 2002 book How Sex Changed, opens with her 
ge license in New York in 1959. "Jorgensen, backed by a 





applying for a mar 
lawyer of her own, produced her passport, which listed her sex as female 
But Richard F 
passport didn't say she was female. Passports didn't even have a place for that 
information. She lied. Or had she? I re-read her book, which talks (a lot) about 


Docter's 2007 biography Becoming a Woman notes the 


her passport as her legal proof of womanhood, her birth certificate being 
unchanged from 'George.' But when she goes to the courthouse, the text says 
she "presented other documents" — 
Questions "other documents"? She had a doctor's note 
testifying she could have "normal marital relations." Some guys might want 
more than what Christine could put out. The only sex act any source has said 
or hinted or inferred she'd participated in was a blowjob circa 1977, though 
I'm sure there was more. What "documents" did she present? A driver's 
license? "Her New York driver's license said she was female, but this is far 


and only had a lawyer years before 
What were these 


from a certificate of birth," Docter writes. So she presented that? Why does a 
1977 profile say she "never had her name legally changed from George"? 
What did she present? Nothing? What else might there nor be? She says she 


respects marriage. Did she? "Certainly I did not regard it lightly. I couldn't 





agree with Sarah Bernhardt that 'marriage is only a friendship sanctioned by 
police’." I looked up the quote. Bernhardt believed in short marriages, to keep 
them intense (eight months, "or, at the most, nine"). But that was adapted from 
a 1876 essay by Robert Louis Stevenson 
than a sort of friendship recognized by the police" — an extreme position, that 


"even if we regard it as no more 


is, he'll work to modify. Only Christine thinks it says marriage is meaningless. 
Wasn't that the mission? To drain everything of meaning. She didn't believe 
she was a "woman" any more than she wanted to get married, The engagement 


ends, she writes, when the media glare gets intense but they "part as warm 
friends." Docter, citing a clip I don't have, says the guy tried & tried to call 
her, not knowing if it was on or off, plus he wanted his diamond ring back 
That I believed, since she'd done it before, I pull up a 1977 photo shoot in the 
AP photobank, the one where she looks like a vampire in white, lounging in 
her Laguna Beach luxury home, hand with two rings on it. Trophies? | didn't 
know, and nobody else did either. 


"HE WASN'T THE RUGGED, HE-MAN TYPE, but he never struck me as 
unusual or effeminate in any way." Every stage of Christine's biography is a 
war of sources, Here it's a guy who said he was a neighbor, quoted in a 
newspaper article in 1953. Christine calls it a "fabrication" & nobody recalls 
him, but it's plausible, Docter thinks. For her, the George Jorgensen Jr. she'd 
been was a runt, a failure, a freak with "outstanding feminine mannerisms" & 
stunted (5'6") height & "undeveloped" or "immature sex 0} the 
"malformation" she calls it — 3 % inches of proof that Nature made a 
"mistake." 
and that's operatic. "My mental anguish drained me dry of emotion and 
sometimes I almost stopped hating what I was, for hatred is a job that takes 
strength, My utter weariness and lack of initiative at this time have since been 


rgans" — 





Later he'll exist only as suffering, unhappy because he wasn't her, 


explained to me medically 
" The hormone disorder was a ruse. George was healthy & the 'mental 
anguish’ in her narrative is invariably brought on by men flirting with him. In 
the later bio-pic, they'd be dramatized as attempted rape. It was the worst- 
written part of a life that, I realized, was written. Another neighbor in another 
1953 clipping says George was a "normal boy, but a little effeminate." A 
cousin quoted by Docter says she was "just as normal as anybody else." I'm 
learning to read her. Whatever her story is, start by reversing it. In a 1953 
newspaper series on her life, she says naming was the last stage of the 
ght 
have become Charlotte or Marguerite if it hadn't been for a special dedication 
I wanted to make to the first doctor who really understood my tragedy and 
made up his mind to help me — Dr. Christian Hamburger." In her 1967 book 
that's revised into: "Dr. Hamburger was the man to whom I owed so much, 


a lack of proper hormone balance sapped my 
ener; 








transformation. "I guess I've always loved it since my childhood, but I m 
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|GEORGE IS CHRISTINE NOW! 


Surgery Makes Ex-G1! Girl 





Nows says in a ccoyighed story thet hormone treat- 

George Jorgewen Je. (right, above] ints 

; blond. attractive Christine Jergersen (left, aoe). The modern miracle required about 

5 oe you years “and Mls Jorgensen wes quoted es saying "many more unkeppy people should follow my 

" ” Before the transformation, young Jorgensen served two years in the U. S. Army—{Asioc- 
‘ated Pras, Wirentotos.) 


above all others. I transposed his first name, Christian, into the feminine.” A 
profound change occurs. The doctor now replaces ("above all") her father. 
When erasing "George Jorgensen Jr." there was an unfathering. "I never 
realized my son wasn't normal," George Sr. says in the first newspaper report 
of her. But in notes she made around 1954 for her autobiography — cited 
only by Meyerowitz — Christine has a quite different history. "I always liked 
it," she says. "Always told myself I would be Christine. Then, after meeting 
Dr. Hamburger whose name is Christian — the male for Christine — my 
mind was definitely made up.” So naming came first. Christ-ine. A character 
forming in her mind. The book's scenes of George's youth become a series of 
signs & premonitions, prophesies of her. He watches "with fascination" as a 
diabetic boy is given insulin, as he'll be injected with hormones. In the 1953 
series, she explains she'd wanted a doll "just like those my sister Dorothy 
has," but by 1967, the doll is better. Amid a new ode to her grandmother, 
Christine recalls: "Had I told her of my childish prayer one Christmas when I 
was five, asking God for a pretty doll with long golden hair, Grandma might 
have helped answer that prayer." Silly boy! Praying to the wrong deity. 
There's a shift from paternal lineage to maternal, and male spirituality to 
female. The doll is a divine embodiment of the blonde goddess he'll work to 
become, a character endowed with incredible significance to the culture he 
was intent on deceiving. There was no doll & no Christine. There is only a 
writer & words, 


i 


* 
HER ARRIVAL back in New York City, February 13, 1953 is a great media 
event of the 20th century. In a long nutria fur coat, huge collar & hat, the 
blonde woman steps off the airplane, smiling, as newsreel cameras roll. The 
photographers, a newspaper reporter notes, ask her to repeat it & she's happy 
to, It was all staged. Her style & gestures are evocations of Hollywood movie 
stars, as her voice, many profiles note, recalls Marlene Dietrich & Tallullah 
Bankhead. Made out of parts, she's a publicity machine. Veiled in illusion. 
Her body is not a scientific marvel, as she claims. After two years of 
hormones, there's only a slight swelling in her breasts. She's castrated & 
wearing a sheet of make-up. She's clothed in the skins of rats. It's received as 
an upending of the natural & divine orders. Or as the AP reporter writes, "a 
pretty blonde girl in a topsy-turvy new world." The reporters are pleasant & 
the mood in the newsreel is light. It's a publicity junket organized by the 
Hearst newspaper chain, to stoke interest in her series. A crowd is waiting to 
see her & she loves being seen. In her later book, when a different narrative 
suits her purposes, the scene becomes a hellish nightmare. "I thought for a 
moment that I had entered Dante's inferno, as flashbulbs exploded in all 


directions and newsreel cameras whirred." She gives a press conference, her 


handsome handler fielding the questions. Is she happy to be home? "What 
American wouldn't be?" Has she accepted any movie offers? No. Had she 
interest in doing theater? No, she's a photographer. A woman reporter slips 
one in: Does she wear falsies? "Christine smiled and asserted she did not need 
"I thank you all for coming,” she says, 


them." She's smiles at them, bemused. 












“but I think it's too much." The credits roll & title re-appears: "Christine 
Comes Home." Anyone following the press would come away cynical. At a 
previous press conference in Denmark on Dec. 11, she juggles multiple 
fictions. "I am a photographer, not an actress," she'd declared, as a wire story 
has her accepting the lead in producer Al Rosen's Mary Had a Little. (The 
female part: a "bewildered leading lady who is used for experimental 
purposes by a hypnotic obstetrician...") Questioned about that, Christine is 


* cagey. She "denied she already had signed to appear in the picture and make 


personal stage appearances with it..." The film wouldn't be made but she's 
intent on being in films. She's all around town, receiving their stares. There's 
"still something of the androgyne hovering," notes Charles Henri Ford, the 
gay diarist. "Christine Jorgensen's transformation from ex-GI into woman has 
captured the imagination of the public," he writes. "She is the living dream: 


she corresponds to some unconscious desire in everyone: the desire of the 


woman to have once known what it was to be a man, the desire of the man to 
sleep with his own sex." Of celebrities who court her, most are gay. Truman 
Capote has her for "a delightful Sunday brunch" as gossip maven Elsa 
Maxwell hosts a luncheon at the Waldorf Hotel, to which Cole Porter is the 
other star guest. "I was full of curiosity because I couldn't believe that she was 
real," Elsa writes in a follow-up column, as quoted in Christine's book. "Cole 
was impressed," she adds. "Her voice is soft and low. She is quite beautiful, 
very intelligent, has poise and very good manners." Nothing can be taken at 
face value. Maxwell was lesbian but anti-gay. Her memoir the next year notes 
"the shocking increase of homosexuality as further evidence of decadence in 
the top levels of American and European society." (Noting she has many 
friends who ‘are’, she adds, "I just cannot apply the same rules to genius.) To 
a culture reliant on homosexual talent with a guilty condemnation of it, 
Christine arises as a distraction, if not a possible cure. Vogue editor Diana 
Vreeland is also present & recalls the day in her memoir. Despite "very 
fascinating men" on hand, she says, "no one could think of a single word to 
say to this very well-mannered, very charming person called Christine 
Jorgensen. We stared at her and had no idea how to begin." Christine keeps up 
the small-talk, but "Elsa was bouleversée," Vreeland adds. "It was the only 
time I ever saw her like that, and I knew her very well." That means 
‘distressed’ or 'shocked'. She leaves trails of it. Honored as "Woman of the 
Year’, likely another Hearst contrivance, she smiles in photos, as her mother 
beside her looks to be in a daze & her father sulks. "I think we felt rather like 
the Christians thrown to the lions, and the Romans were having a field day," 
Christine's book says. If she needed later to view her life as a spectacle of 
spiritual warfare, pitted against the forces of darkness, the reality is she got 
off the plane to put her family through hell while pretending life had become 
a boring parlor comedy. 
* 

SHE HAD CHARISMA & IT WAS STRANGE, so it's easy to see why Ed 
Wood liked her. In these first days she's in talks with his producer George 
Weiss to do a movie of her life. Originally / Changed My Sex! or on some 
posters, / Led 2 Lives based on the Lives of Christine Jorgensen, it'd achieve 
infamy as Glen or Glenda. She'll declare only revulsion for the project, but a 
biography of the director quotes a friend recalling a scene in L.A. "Ed Wood 
dragged me over to this woman sitting at the bar and said, 'I want you to meet 
Christine Jorgensen.’ And he said, 'She was supposed to be the subject of Glen 
or Glenda, but then she had to drop out because her parents had a fit." She 
could give a rat's ass what her parents said. What she did not want to be, as 
she'd explain to her doctors, was a horror of being a "freak." She'd dismiss the 
"dreadful Frankenstein-like picture about a doctor who does hocus-pocus and 
changes a man into a woman." That isn't the plot of Glen or Glenda — it's the 
storyline she sold to the public. She moves on, intent on creating a classic 
Hollywood star that will meet every test of middle-class "taste." A freak is 
what she was. A boy born in the Bronx to a working class household, mind 
filling with movie queens to escape. He found men who wanted to be close to 
him, but hysteria had gotten under his skin. Docter's biography is good at 
points, exposing the outlines of a boy whose life she'd censor, a George lost in 
fantasies of fame, unable to connect to anyone. Like visiting Hollywood in 
1947, a botched attempt to become a movie director, he arrives (in her book) 
at a party only to find it's a gay party. A movie director offers a drink, as 
Christine realizes he's flirting with her? "I stifled an impulse to throw a drink 
in his face." In the archive of her papers, Docter finds a postcard from George 
to his parents: he had a "swell birthday," he says, "dinner and went to the 
theater with a director friend. So you see I am getting to know the right 
people." A birthday date, with a sly gay boy thinking he'd use the daddy? On 
a bus trip home, by way of San Francisco, she relates, she "began to shake 
with cold" then "burning fever," waking to see the snows of Minneapolis. Her 


great aunt Augusta is on hand, having received a telegram George can't recall 
writing? Another fabrication. Docter finds a postcard from San Francisco that 
George writes home, assuring them he's well. Docter suspects a drunken 
bender. Another scenario might involve the Castro District & the gay 
community she'd savagely spurn. Cuddled up with her aunt she listens to a 
radio broadcast of the marriage of Elizabeth II, who arises as a double? 
Christine's sense of mission as spokeswoman for transsexuals comes upon her 
at Elizabeth's 1953 coronation. Sailing later on the Queen Elizabeth ocean 
liner, reports gossip columnist Walter Winchell, she shows up at a party 
"costumed as the Queen, crown and all." But back in Nov. 1947, a boy creeps 
back the Bronx, unsure of what he wants to be, if not the Queen of England. 
* 
"l CANNOT NOW RECALL at just what time I realized that I was different 
from most people. Also, I cannot say just when I knew this difference to be of 
a homosexual nature." In his 1951 letter to the Danish psychiatrist who'd 
apply for legal permission to castrate, George, having to explain his 
reasoning, recalls as a boy his family "hushed up" when speaking of 
homosexuality — and learns, he says, to put up a "wall," turning "cold inside" 
& "very anxious," etc. The document is quoted in her book but these 
references are cut. "Cold" was essential to Christine's nature. In her narrative, 
major steps toward her emergence occur amid snowfall & Christmas. 
Analyzing her as a writer, there's clues to her literary sources. George is 
enthralled with Rebecca by Daphne du Maurier, whose 'Rebecca de Winter’ is 
a clear template. An ice queen haunting on the edges of consciousness, prone 
to drowning. After a sailor flirts with her, revulsed as always by innocent gay 
contacts, Christine vomits & collapses on the waterfront: "The water looked 
like black velvet, noiseless,,.motionless...peaceful...inviting." Giving up on 
photography, George enrolls in medical school, but his real interest is 
gathering materials for the character he's writing. He finds a book, The Male 
Hormone, that Christine outrageously misquotes to make it a transsexual 
manifesto. But the text most clearly invoked is carefully unnamed; too much 
was taken. Man Into Woman by Danish transsexual Lili Elbe has the seeds of 
everything she'll be. "Nature has made a mistake with you," an actress says on 
seeing a man posing as a woman for his painter wife. In Lili's memoir she is a 
rapid series of metaphors, from a "wretched grub which is waiting to become 
a butterfly," to a phoenix, to new Eve. She finds herself in the words of 
Genesis: "And the earth was without form, and void; and darkness was upon 
the face of the deep. And the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the 
waters." Lili, 1 suspect, is derived from Lilith, the mythical precursor to Eve. 
Lili was clearly crazy: thinking at age 50 she'd be reborn via surgery. On the 
eve of it: "It is too wonderful to think that Lili will be able to live, and that she 
will be the happiest girl in the world — and that this ghastly nightmare of my 
life is drawing to an end." As a man, he was odd & androgynous, possibly 
hermaphrodite, as in drag a beguiling model, the talk of Paris. As a woman he 
was a frumpy middle-aged chick hiding under a hat. Desperate to have a child 
& delusional, Lili has a woman's womb stapled into her body & dies two days 
later. There was room for improvement? With hormones & movie queens to 
structure a goddess-like image, and a honing of the paradisiacal text that Lili 
invented. Christine finds Dr. Hamburger at home & is led into a "the big, 
sunny garden" (or in the book, a “lovely garden"), as she speaks with the 
godlike scientist. "Do you think I am a homosexual?" she asks. "No." he 
replies. "You were born a boy at birth and have grown up, very unhappily, in 
the guise of a young man. But inwardly it is quite possible that you are a 
woman." The dialogue is fiction. Dr. Hamburger's own comments are the 
opposite. He views her as a sick freak & feels sorry for her. As all that can be 
checked of her narrative reveals the reverse of what she claims. "I have gained 
over six pounds, now weigh 116, and look and feel wonderful,” she writes a 
friend, as quoted in her book. The idea she's selling is an emaciated body, 
starved of the estrogen she needs. Dr. Hamburger's initial exam has her at 121 
Ibs., with "pronounced fat deposits in the hip region." All that rings true is the 
loathing of herself: "I didn't know then that this emotion would later torture 
me to such an extent that I would beg for death if no other solution could be 
found," she says in the American Weekly. If toned down over the years, she 
continues the same line. "I was repulsed at the thought of homosexuality, but I 
was definitely attracted to men," she says in 1972. 
* 

AWASH IN FICTIONS turning into other fictions, her book drops further 
clues to her sources. Reading The Well of Loneliness, she gets fired up to save 
all homosexuals, or those who aren't too far gone. This messianic aspiration is 
explicit, but concealed by all biography. "The answer to the problem must not 
lie in sleeping pills and suicides that look like accidents, or in jail sentences, 
but rather in life and the freedom to live it," she writes to friends back home. 


ss... eee 


The protagonist of Radclyffe Hall's novel, similarly, tends to "dream in some 
queer way she was Jesus." In Christine's narrative, her mission is phrased as a 
search for "salvation," as a "miracle" unfolding when she starts popping 
hormone tablets. Her surgery, as David Harley Serlin noted in an academic 
reading for Radical History Review, emerges as "a type of religious 
conversion,” her new name, Christine, implying "a kind of resurrection" — a 
female Christ. In her letter home, amid bluster about glands & hormones, she 
says: "You see, I was afraid of a much more horrible illness of the mind. One 
which, although very common, is not as yet accepted as a true illness, with the 
necessity for great understanding. Right from the beginning, I realized that I 
was working toward the release of myself from a life that I knew would 
always be foreign to me." The context is clearly homosexuality. Chillingly, 
she refers to her pursuit of surgery as "a search for a final solution" — in the 
aftermath of World War II? The doctors she was dealing with were, in fact, 
eugenicists who believed that she, as a homosexual, was close to a public 
menace. Applying for castration, George writes: "If you could only realize 
how desperately we of my race (kind) need help." Eager, despite their 
instructions that she remain anonymous & live a solitary life deceiving the 
public as best she can, she sets out to engineer her public debut. All her 
friends are reporters. Asked years later if she was a source for the initial 
reports, she says, "Yes, but let's leave it at that." She invents a cover narrative, 
repeated endlessly, of being betrayed, Judas-like, by a family friend selling 
her story. "The shock," she says in 1953, "left me cold"; her book leaves her 
with more. "It was all so unreal, like the moment of receiving a mortal blow, 
and I closed my eyes hoping I could shut out the nightmare. In the first shock- 
waves, the world seemed to disintegrate around me with sickening finality.” 
Christine always has a metaphor guiding facts into place. Here it's the nuclear 
bomb. She acts the moment beautifully. A reporter enters her room: "Lying 
on a hospital bed with her long yellow hair curling on a pillow, 26-year-old 
Christine Jorgensen widened her large, grey-blue eyes and lifted her hands in 
a surprised, frightened gesture today as she learned that the news of her 
change from man to woman was on the front pages throughout the world." 
Recovering rapidly, she displays a missionary zeal. "I'm happy to have 
become a woman and I think many more people who are unhappy as I was 
before should follow my example.” She hopes, she adds, to write a book 
about her "sex conversion." Doing multiple interviews, she toys with their 
questioners. She has a girlish figure? "Uh-huh." Does she prefer needlework 
or baseball? "I am just a natural girl. If it is a normal womanly interest, then it 
interests me.” She doesn't have a boyfriend yet. "I have to concentrate on 
developing my new personality." 
* 

"THE ANNOUNCEMENT speaks for itself." a spokesman says. It's April 4, 
1953 & her book contract has been cancelled. Two days later, the New York 
Post prints an exposé, quoting Dr. Hamburger at last. "Jorgensen had no gland 
problem or any physical problem at all," he says. "His problem was purely 
psychological.” He pitied him. "I think it's worse than cancer," he says. "They 
sincerely believe they are women. They believe it in their every inner fiber." 
He's queasy over his involvement. "It might be that what we have done is 
wrong." His paper on the case comes out, evidently written before the 
publicity. A self-congratulatory pat on the back for solving one of the toughest 
public health problems. "The patient will be able to move about freely among 
other persons without anyone suspecting this is not a normal young woman 
but a male transvestite whose highest wishes have been fulfilled by the 
assistance of the medical profession and by society." Dr. Hamburger's history 
of George is the opposite of what Christine will claim. Far from taking to 
female dress only after getting (in her fiction) legal permission, he'd "acquired 
a complete set of women's clothes," for private use. "This relieved the psychic 
pressure he invariably felt in men's clothes." Unquoted in news reports is the 
summation: "At any rate, from a eugenic point of view it would do no harm if 
a number of sexually abnormal men were castrated and thus deprived of their 
sexual libido.” Confronted by reporters, Christine protests her unladylike 
treatment. "This publicity has distressed me," she says. "People just don't 
know the boundaries of good taste." The reporters are in on the joke. She's 
asked next if she'll be wearing a swimsuit in her upcoming L.A. appearance. 
She's to introduce the film she'd made of Denmark, her act for now. "I'm not 
the cheesecake type,” she replies. She adopts a new defense: the schoolmarm. 
"L hope to make many more informative and timeless films," she tells the L.A. 
Times. "I'm very fond of children and think they could learn more about a 
country in the hour and ten minutes that my film runs than in a year of reading 
about it." Her film is pronounced ‘amateurish’ but crowds come to see her. She 
works on getting a nightclub act together. "Loved him, hated her," her 
jokewriter Garry Marshall jokes. The bad press is irrelevant. "The freak acts 








like Christine Jorgensen have box-office value based on publicity," notes 
Billboard. Her appeal expands! "Broadway's most fascinating rumor," reports 
showbiz columnist Dorothy Kilgallen on May 9, 1953: "Christine Jorgensen 
to play Blanche DuBoise in a revival of Streetcar Named Desire." Or she 
might be a singer? On October 28, 1953, Variety reports her signed to 
Mercury Records, to do an album of show tunes & standards, like "There'll Be 
Some Changes Made," "He's Funny That Way," etc. "She is currently 
rehearsing in New York for a cutting session to be held next week." It won't 
happen, but she plays Vegas. A circus, with a multitude of acts. "Christine 
sings, but the less said about this, the better," Billboard says. To gin up 
publicity, she does do a swimsuit spread in a magazine. The captions critique 
each body part. ("Here her arms have a feminine slenderness but her hands are 
big.") She needs publicity. The newspapers report she's engaged to Patrick 
Flanigan, a Washington D.C. supply store clerk & portrait painter. A UPI 
story calls him "slight, fair-haired" & "obviously upset" when interviewed. 
"She is so beautiful, and a lady," he says. Her memoir, depicting him as a 
deluded fan, alters his quotes in news reports. They're "just two people trying 
to find peace and happiness," he says, a clear marital suggestion. That turns 
into, "We're just two good friends trying to find peace." A story in the Reno 
Evening Gazette quotes a deputy clerk recalling that, around the time, she tries 
to get married in Reno. Repeating only what Christine says, Docter adds that 
"judging from news reports she seems not to have accepted" Flanigan's 
diamond ring. The reports say she's wearing it. 
* 


SHE HAS DATES with beautiful men. Faron Young, the hearthrob country 
singer, relates Roctober's Ken Burke, takes her out. The next day he's 
depressed? "Faron, why did you try and date someone who had a sex change 
in the first place?" asks his manager. "I thought it would change my luck," he 
sighs. Her deal with Mercury Records is off. "The disk biz reversed itself 
somewhat by veering away from the weirdoes and the gimmicks and getting 
more on beam with melody," Variety reports on Jan. 6. But she's a nightclub 
star, increasingly capable of carrying the show, recalled only by gay writers. 
Truman Capote & Donald Windham catch her at the Latin Quarter, where she 
sings, "You'll Never Walk Alone" & her new theme song, "I Enjoy Being a 
Girl." History will rewrite the song, omitting the original lines: "From men we 
may take an awful beating / They're pains in our pretty little necks / But all 
girls are interested in eating / And we must have another sex to play the 
checks!" Quentin Crisp sees her in London, recalling to Serlin her "jaunty 
little dance numbers, although she couldn't sing or dance to save her life." Her 
social life appears to be largely gay. She recalls meeting Tennessee Williams 
on a ship from Naples back to the U.S, sort of outing him in her book. A few 
lines earlier she refers to a ‘homosexual playwright’. She would never have a 
sustained relationship. William Calhoun, the soldier who'd romanced her in 
Denmark, supposedly unwittingly, a great assistance in her initial publicity, 
married soon after. A British shopgirl felt sorry for him. He keeps up with 
Christine, writing in October 1954 that it was "not blackmail in any form" but 
wondering if "my being quite /sic] is worth...anything to you." He may have 
had a story to tell. Serlin notes the curiosity of Christine's letter asking if, 
while in England, he'd "found a little cockney?" She has a boyfriend in 1955, 
a reporter doing a piece on her for Whisper. He snoops in her makeup case to 
find "the most expensive set of falsies I'd ever seen," They go to a restaurant 
& pass by a table of gays & lesbians. "Those lesbians and homos annoyed me 
frightfully," she says. "They consider me a homo who 'made good’. I was 
never a homo. I never engaged in a homosexual act before my operation. I 
was afraid to." Christine thinks she’s explaining herself to a man who, despite 
everything, likes her? "She said the hormone treatments had ended her sexual 
desires, and she didn't feel that aspect of her future life was important." His 
conclusion? "I had enjoyed three interesting, pleasant and harmless dates with 
a guy named George — a real crazy, mixed-up kid." She gets a vagina made 
for $4000. A surgeon in New Jersey takes skin off her upper thighs & puts it 
inside her, leaving squiggling scars she'll call her "bacon strips." It doesn't 
work, She & Irmis Johnson finish their book. The manuscript is evidently lost, 
but notes are in Christine's archive in Copenhagen, with files like "Notes re 
Awareness of Homosexuality." As a boy, Christine recalls, she "had the usual 
experimentations with other little boys." 
* 

IRMIS JOHNSON was collaborating in 1953 with another Christine — 
Christine Sizemore, a.k.a. Eve White, Eve Black, and Jane, aka the multiple 
personalitied “star” of The Three Faces of Eve. Her series, which Johnson also 
wrote, was the next to run in The American Weekly, after Christine 
Jorgensen's. The Christines were oddly alike: women with strange medical 
conditions, multiple personalities, each thinking of themselves as a new 








Cinderella, each asking Irmis Johnson to ghost their memoirs. Neither would 
materialize, but Johnson hones the Jorgensen narrative, and it's interesting that 
an "Eve"-like plot device creeps in. Blacking out in San Francisco in 1947 & 
waking up in Minneapolis where his great aunt is awaiting him with a 
telegram George never sent? Christine sent it! The year 1953, as well, sees the 
American edition of Simone de Beauvoir's The Second Sex, with its famous 
sentence: "One is not born, but rather becomes, a woman." But America had 
its Christines, unwell women in the healing hands of benevolent doctors, 
welcome news to a sexist culture struggling to hold onto its power. The 
Johnson manuscript done, she sets it aside, to renew her focus on the 
entertainment extravaganza she was intent on becoming. The jokes about her 
were unrelenting. In November 1953, the famous 'Piltdown Man’, a skull 
thought to be an evolutionary form between man & monkey, is exposed as the 
latter, or as The Explorer's Journal says, "phonier than Christine Jorgensen's 
falsies." A young Calypso singer Gene Walcott, a.k.a. Louis Farrakhan, cuts a 
novelty 45 track about her, "Is She, Or Is She Ain't?” She's a pawn in 
presidential politics. Walter Winchell declares, "A vote for Adlai Stevenson is 
a vote for Christine Jorgensen." It might not be why he lost. She keeps at her 
singing career. In 1957, Dorothy Kilgallen notes her on a ‘date' with an 
executive for Atlantic Records, which didn't seem to go as she'd hoped. In 
September 1959, she's the first splashy signing to another label, Jolt Records, 
just set up by a vending machine operator. "The first project will be a sort of 
party LP record, but there will be nothing offensive about the songs," he 
explains to Billboard. A 45 with two tracks is released. "Crazy Little Men" is 
about Christine's Sci-fi trip through the solar system, ending up on the moon 
("really a swinging place / A place for lovers in outer space"), and "Nervous 
Jervis" is a girl's commentary on a car trip with a boy driving? Or a sex scene 
with a nervous transsexual? Her voice oddly androgynous & blank. Ignored 
by biographers, her music is the only suggestion of her actual artistic spirit. A 
freak on a journey. In late 1957, she records an interview LP, Christine 
Reveals, with her careful framing of herself, founded on outrageous lies, back 
in place. Does she have ‘female organs’? "Under the various tests and 
examinations | have encountered," she explains, "it is believed by my doctors 
that somewhere within my body these organs exist, or parts of them exist." 
She's less inclined now to exterminate gays. "I don't personally believe," she 
says, "that homosexuality is a problem to society in any way or form." 
Though it's her "interests in men," she clarifies, that are "normal." It was, as 
always, a mask. In private, Meyerowitz notes, she continues to be 
‘disapproving.’ Her next publicity venture is 'John Traub, a ‘statistician’ with a 
labor union, as she says in her book. The New York Times calls him Howard J. 
Knox, the ‘typist’ who forgets in 1959 to bring his divorce papers from his 
previous wife. They go back with "other documents" & are rejected. "She said 
her attorney would go to Washington to straighten things out,” says an AP 
story. Marriage is a state matter. As Docter notes, she "never became involved 
as an advocate for policy changes." Her interest is producing headlines. "I was 
enormously fond of John," the book Christine says. She likes his ring better. 





She longs to be a movie star. She says in a 1959 interview that "two movies 
haven't been released to the public." It always goes back to nothing. 
* 


“THAT'S WHY— Oh crap. That's why Christine can never come home.” 
Lenny Bruce stands in front of the crowd, singing? "Christine can never come 
home." Then mumbles something. I'm listening to his routine "The 
Palladium," wondering if it was her? His biographer Albert Goldman says it 
was. The set-up: a bad comedian wants to play a huge venue. So his emcee is 
going over the jokes, riffing on them, and the joke is, he's funnier than the 
comedian. Any reliance on bad jokes would of course involve Christine. 
Some were clever ("A lass, I knew him when..."). Most less so ("If 
Christine's sister had a baby, would Christine be an aunt, an uncle, or an 
ankle?") Bob Hope is known to close shows with, "And goodnight to 
Christine Jorgensen, whatever you are." Though he'd switch to Liberace, or 
Tiny Tim. So Bob might be the bad comedian Lenny is parodying? He 
mumbles ‘Liberace’, then sings again; "Christine can never come home." I 
think it was her. Like the newsreel, "Christine Comes Home." In the 
American Weekly she writes, "George Jorgensen was never coming home." 
But it's Christine, Lenny is saying, who can't. Exiled, like Thomas Wolfe 
says. You can't go home again. The exile of this life. She lives with her 
parents in a suburban home in Massapequa, N.Y. "One segment of my family 
became quite difficult, so I eliminated them," she remarks later. Her mother 
works as her secretary. Her sister Dorothy, a.k.a. Dolly, lives nearby, a world 
away. The showbiz is 'fantasyland’ to her. "She was distant," Stanton Bahr, 
their mailman & a longtime friend, tells me. "She was not ever seen with 
Christine." A rivalry with her sister is implicit in her book. Like a story about 
Dolly at college writing a "thesis" on her brother, winning "considerable 
acclaim" for “analyzing my feminine ways and attributing them to the fact 
that I played with girls so much as a child." Christine was "angry, though I 
never mentioned it." Dolly never wrote the paper, but like the golden-haired 
doll, it's an augur of Christine, the scrutinized & theorized body who lives for 
"acclaim," which she'll steal for herself. If it's startling to find a major freak of 
the Western world in this middle-class suburb, there's actually two. "The 
house is strange, on a corner," Jeremiah Newton tells me. He went by when 
filming his documentary about Candy Darling, the Warhol Superstar, who 
grew up a few miles away. "Jimmy Slattery, who Candy was when she was a 
little boy, used to walk over there and stand by the fence, hoping Christine 
Jorgensen was home and would let her in," he says. Christine was never 
home. "He did that several times," Jeremiah says. I'm watching the movie, 
Beautiful Darling. Jimmy goes home & writes in his diary, "Nobody loves or 
me or wants me." Many future stars were drawn to Christine, as her story 
works to inject anxiety into the larger culture. "I was obsessed with the story," 
Jane Fonda writes in her memoir, "feeling, like Jorgensen, that a mistake had 
been made with me. Perhaps I was a boy inside a girl's body. Haunted by this, 
I would lie on the floor with my legs up on a chair, holding a mirror to see if 
there were any signs of a penis." There weren't. By the time she films Tall 
Story in 1960 she's starting her own transformative surgeries, starting with her 
breasts & jawline. "I also developed a fear of men," she says. A dual self set 
in, one concealing the other. "Like an unused muscle, the other me began to 
atrophy over time so that I almost forgot she was there..." 
+ 


ANOTHER FAN: A HANDYMAN in Plainfield, Wisconsin, found in 1957 
to have killed women & made lampshades out of them. Amid flights of gossip 
& speculation, with every horror anyone could imagine assigned to him, an 
"unidentified investigator" tells the local paper that Ed Gein "considered 
inquiring about an operation to change into a woman." To be sexed up by 
Life: "He often wished, he said, that he were a woman." A nearby ‘weird tales’ 
writer named Robert Bloch pens a tale of a hotel clerk with a secret. The book 
is secretly optioned by Alfred Hitchcock for $6,750, and in 1960, the terrors 
of Psycho are unleashed. How Christine got in the mix is a little unclear, 
though the secondary sources, at this point, are convinced. In his recent Alfred 
Hitchcock and the Making of Psycho, Stephen Rebello discovers townspeople 
recalling Gein's "obsession" with "the sex-change operation of Christine 
Jorgensen." But a connection was implicit all along. In 1961, Homicidal, an 
update of Psycho, is released, the killer a transsexual returned from Denmark. 
In the cultural imagination, the transsexual is a figure of horror, killing first 
himself & then others. Ed Wood continues his Glenda character, in novels, as 
a hired assassin, later put to death. As Christine's thoughts are full of queens. 
Replying to me about the Christine's archive in Copenhagen, Meyerowitz 
notes "some fairly wild screenplays and pitches," including her own 
adaptation of H. Rider Haggard's pulp novel She, about an explorer who 
meets the African enchantress Ayesha. "The joke going around," Roger 


dd. 


Moore recalls in his memoir, "was that Christine had announced she was 
going to star in H. Rider Haggard's She with me, but didn't say which part I 
was playing." Visiting Hollywood, she mixes with the stars. "Lovely Marilyn 
Monroe, whom I knew, was a charming lady," she recalls, pivoting to strike. 
"Let's face it, she was a girl in a red bathing suit." On June 10, she's cited in 
talks with producer Bryan Foy for a "women's prison movie based on the 
Candy Barr story." (Neither Christine nor Candy appears in the reworked 
1962 House of Women.) Meyerowitz recalls another comedy "in which she 
herself brought modernity to the rural Phillipines." Christine has an alarming 
tendency to see herself as a white queen to the dusky natives. Nothing results, 
but movie queens remain her reference. Richard Lamparski, a gay journalist, 
arrives at her home to interview her, finding "nondescript" decor. Does she 
miss George? "I know all the things I've lived, and yet it seems like somebody 
else's life," she replies. As he's leaving, Now Voyager is on TV as their dog 
jumps up on the couch to watch. "He's absolutely crazy about Bette Davis," 
Christine says. It was the line a ‘queen’ would say, Lamparski thinks, so 
comes off strange? "Nothing about her had seemed queeny." A style cleansed 
of its origins. To juice up her nightclub act she teases the press about putting 
in a striptease. She won't, but Walter Winchell still passes on grudging praise. 
"Never thawt He'd last as long as She did." On March 3, 1961, Dorothy 
Kilgallen — a personal friend, with gay consort Johnny Ray — notes 
Christine has been "out of the news lately," but was talking up an off- 
Broadway one-woman show. There was only one woman she wanted to be, "/ 
want to play Auntie Mame!" she exclaims in a biography of Patrick Dennis. 
The author of the eccentric socialite who'd become a guardian to her nephew 
& a camp icon of the 1950s, is having a birthday party on a yacht when 
Christine crashes it. Dennis was unpersuaded, but she'll play the character to 
the hilt. In coming years, friends compare her to Rosalind Russell (Mame in 
the movie), as her lounge act transforms into a display of campy costumes & 
humor, venturing to far-flung places, ideally with dark-skinned natives for 
contrast. She makes an appearance in the 1962 gay Philippine movie We Who 
Are Sexy. Her sights remain fixed on Hollywood. She writes flirtatiously to 
the director that George dated in 1947. He's casting a film. His secretary 
returns the note, asking for one ‘less personal’. On tour with her female 
manager, Christine drunk & chafing at controls, fires her & bookings fall off. 
She'll borrow from her parents & life-insurance policies (under the name 
'George'). The IRS freezes her bank accounts, again. But she's making 
progress. A small theater in Long Island hires her for Arthur Kopit's Oh Dad, 
Poor Dad, Mama's Hung You In the Closet and I'm Feelin' So Sad, about a 
woman who stuffs her dead husband & frolics around the Caribbean with her 
son. It was Mame under another name (for the movie, Russell would star). As 
her fame increases in other circles. Dr. John Money, the psychologist at Johns 
Hopkins University, had followed her since 1952, seeing "the most important 
milestone in the history of transsexualism," he'd declare. His 1957 textbook 
The Psychologic Study of Man discusses her, as she'd "galvanized" his 
thinking, a history notes. Were all humans not, he speculates, 'gender neutral’? 
Until age two or three, at least. In Novy. 1966, Johns Hopkins debuts its 
transsexual clinic, making the surgery available in America. Months later, Dr. 
Money finds the boy who'll prove everything, a Canadian infant whose penis 
was chopped off during circumcision. The solution is clear, he counsels. 
Complete the procedure & make their son a daughter — and prove that sexual 
development is little more than socialization. On July 3, 1967, ‘Bruce’ 
becomes ‘Brenda’; though in the literature to follow, is likewise named for his 
creator: the famous 'John-Joan'. 
* 

IT'S NOV. 1967 & she's in Denver at a bookstore signing copies of her new 
book, speaking to a reporter. "They wanted me to crawl under a rock and 
hide,” she says. "But how could 1? Nobody would give me a job in 
photography, which was what I had been trained for. Nobody would give me 
a job anywhere except in showbusiness." To read one Christine Jorgensen 
interview is to think of two. "I probably would have gone into show business 
even if I hadn't had the operation," she says in 1971, and in 1976, "I've always 
thought of myself as an entertainer." Her book was long in the making. "I'm 
not sure I want it published," she says in 1959. "It might be reassuring to 
some people. But it means I have to expose my deepest feelings, thoughts and 
reasons." Into the early 1960s she'd negotiate higher nightclub fees by saying 
"my book is about to come out.” Then in 1965, doing dinner theater in Long 
Island, she became friendly with co-star Lois Kibbee, who'd a keen eye for 
dramatics, and asks her to re-ghostwrite it. Docter tells a tale of how Kibbee 
got the job & starting from scratch, but a 1974 profile in Kibbee's hometown 
paper, the El Paso Herald-Post, tells a different one. Christine hands her an 
‘unpublished autobiography’ for an opinion. Kibbee said it ‘needed 








improvement’ & Christine invites her to try. If Kibbee thinks a fuller portrait 
was going to happen, she becomes aware it won't. "I can only deal with what 
she is willing to tell me," she complains to her editor, interviewed by Docter. 
But she must be complicit in the ruse. The differences between the American 
Weekly series, the media record, and the book, are countless. As she creates a 
new character: not the bundle of nerves Christine had been in 1953, but a 
space-age maiden calmly reflecting on her life. One learns to read between 
the lines. She confirms she thought of the surgery as a cure for 
homosexuality, by denying it. "Neither my doctors nor I had ever advocated 
these procedures for other sexual breaches of Nature. Mine was a single, 
highly individual case..." Where the voice turns misty & sweet, the 
underlying drama is savage. "He had always been extremely loyal to me, and 
deeply interested in the scientific aspects of my case, which he understood 
with intelligence and accepted with grace," she writes. In 1959, columnist 
Earl Wilson passes on a scene from comedian Joey Adams, at a party at the 
Jorgensen's. "Christine's father kept mentioning 'George', and he said, 'George 
who?" "George Jorgensen," her father replied. "I still call Christine 'George'!" 
Similarly, a cousin recalls to Doctor the period after they'd received 
Christine's famous letter. "Her father was devastated." His life was hard. "The 
doctor said he worked himself to death," Stanton says. 
* 

A TRUER AUTOBIOGRAPHY was written, in a way, by a homosexual in 
Italy who seems never to have met her. "I just heard a voice," he'd say. It said: 
I am Myra Breckinridge whom no man will ever possess. He was half-way 
through the diary of a megalomaniacal movie-obsessed woman before he 
realized 'she' was used to be 'he' — a movie-obsessed homosexual in New 
York, gone to Copenhagen & come back to Hollywood to conquer. Published 
in Feb. 1968 & written rapidly, he'd say, it seems possible he knew of 
Christine's book. The link was widely noted. "As most everybody knows by 
now," the L.A. Times notes, "Myra was born Myron, underwent that Christine 
Jorgensen operation, and has arrived in Hollywood to wreak havoc on the 
world — men especially." In all, "a terrifying prophetic vision of the 
monstrous effects of a crisis in sexual identity carried out to its extreme but 
logical limit." Christine was asked about her fictional double. "My first 
reaction was absolute terror," she says in a radio interview quoted by 
Meyerowitz. Could "fifteen years of progress" go "down the drain based upon 
garbage?" Gore Vidal has "no scientific knowledge of his subject." She'd sue 
him, of course. "Most times," she sighs, "my attorneys say, 'Chris, don't get 
involved,' but I said...there is a point in life when you must stand up and be 
counted...Is there no limit to this degradation?” Docter omits the entire 
episode. Across the media, her book was upstaged, and she was furious. She 
writes a Chicago newspaper protesting Myra & asking why hers hasn't been 
reviewed. But the sensation caused by Vidal's novel pulled them into a 
confrontation. As a bidding war for Myra's rights was on, to go for $900,000, 
producer Edward Small optioned hers for $4000, and brought Irving Rapper 
(Now Voyager, etc.) out of retirement to direct the real transsexual movie. 
Christine sends a huge photo of herself, inscribed, ‘Irving, whom the gods 
have sent to bring my story to the screen.' And selling her house — her 
mother also died — moves to Hollywood, "or the Virgin Islands," notes 
Walter Winchell, which might be a joke? The showbiz columns are again full 
of news. Christine "balked at playing herself-himself in the film biography of 
his-her life," reports Vernon Scott on March 27, 1969. Evidently offered the 
role, was she wary of appearing once again in male dress? She takes the role 
of ‘technical advisor’, as they set about finding their own Christine. On May 
30: "it has not yet been decided whether the star will be a man or a woman." 
On August 6th, Marilyn Beck has exciting news. Ava Gardner might be 
interested? "Frank's ex, I'm told, has the inside track..." Christine has her own 
choices. "I originally thought a female, someone like Eleanor Parker or maybe 
Anne Bancroft." On August 19th, she notes they're "looking for a gal who can 
play a young boy — and that ain't easy!" A ploy, as they were looking at 
boys. Desperate, she induces Harry Benjamin, Docter details, to send a 
medical opinion. (A male actor would suggest she's a "successful female 
impersonator," advises the doctor who'd testified she was ready for marital 
relations.) Candy Darling reads for the part of Myra, devastated when she 
doesn't get it. Mae West comes out of retirement to enliven the cast, as Raquel 
Welch is the lead. "She's a sweet little thing, but no real woman would play 
this part,” Mae West says. The new Christine is John Hansen, a blonde 18- 
year old working as a singer at Disneyland. His story is a better plot than the 
movie itself. "I fought it at first," he'd tell the press. "I had felt she was a 
screaming faggot who went all the way. But I learned I was very wrong." A 
male actor "is the way it should be played," Christine tells Dorothy Manners 
on Nov. 6th. "They're cheating the way they're playing Myra,” she adds. 


"Gore Vidal was mixed up. He really didn't know his subject." A screenwriter 
goes to work, trying for a subtle portrait. "But perhaps her difficulties with 
trusting others interfered with receiving love," he muses to Docter. Fired, he's 
replaced by two vets of TV & low-budget camp horror movies, who conjure a 
series of lurid new scenes: George the G.I. in a cathouse; beating off his gay 
rapist boss; then in a happily-ever-after, marrying her agent. "I don't know 
what I would do without Irving Rapper," Christine reports. "He does 
everything in such excellent taste. For one thing, he is not permitting John 
Hansen to play my male scenes in a limp-wristed way." Which was his first 
reading of the part, it seems. She's launching herself as a writer. She sells a 
script to Small, the trade papers report. Hell and High Water ("about 
confrontation between the non-violent and violent segments of college 
youth"). "Christine has a fine story sense," he tells the press. "Her plots have 
punch and directness. Her writings can open a whole new career." As pleased 
with his current film, he says, "it will make Myra Breckinridge look like an 
amateur." 
* 
SHE STAYS AT the Chateau Marmont, the haunt of stars, then takes an 
apartment in West Hollywood. Having justified her surgery by a need not to 
be a "freak," she'd landed in the heart of the freak counterculture. Every day 
on the Sunset Strip is a parade of gender confusion. "She's no drag, just watch 
the way she walks," Jim Morrison sings. John Hansen is from another part of 
town. The first time he walks in high heels, he sprains an ankle. "I never 
realized the agony women go through getting dressed," he comments. "After 
experiencing the torture of girdles, nylons, fake finger nails and clammy 
make-up, I'll never complain again when my girl's late for a date." Christine 
has the pleasure, once again, of being controversial. Articles on "the trend to 
dirtier films" note both Christine & Myra are to feature "nude male rape 
scenes," and a letter-writing campaign begins. "What people don't seem to 
realize," Small assures, "is that I am basing my picture on a remarkable book 
about a remarkable woman, a sensitive woman. An intelligent woman. A 
woman of very great depth. And incidentally, a very real woman!" Talking to 
the press regularly, Christine talks up her new interest: womb transplants. 
With "the enormous progress being made in transplants," she says, people like 
her will be able to have children. "I am too old to be holding out any such 
hopes as this for myself," she sighs. She's wary, to paranoid, over 
investigations of her life. Stanton, moved to California, asks a question one 
day. "Why do you ask me that question?" she snaps in reply. "Are you trying 
to write a book?" She's on guard with him for nearly a year. She flings herself 
into Auntie Mame full-time, needing only a child to complete the act. Around 
the Chateau Marmont, she takes up with Alison Arngrim, the child actress 
(likely through her gay father, Liberace's agent). 'Auntie Christine,’ she's 
informed by her parents, used to be a man. Could people, Alison wonders, "go 
back and forth, from gender to gender..." But John Hansen is the real target. 
Reluctant to suggest he's young enough to be her child, Christine dances 
around it. "We are such startling lookalikes," she tells Hy Gardner. "People 
who have seen the picture say to me, kindly, You look like sisters or brother 
and sister." They don't. To Gerald Nachman: "Johnny is all boy. He rides 
motorcycles and I've never seen him with the same girl twice. If I had a child, 
I'd want him to be just like Johnny." As he's fond of her, he recalls in 
interviews, after noting he isn't homosexual. (His parents, his agent whispers 
to reporters, let him take the part because of the money.) They have "a great 
relationship,” he says. "If I felt there was something in the script that was 
wrong, and went up to the director to check it, she'd be there already working 
on that very thing. It was uncanny." In his own publicity, Irving Rapper goes 
on & on about her. "She doesn't give a damn about what she looks like, only 
how well she performs," he says. "She has an inner electricity. Only once in a 
lifetime do you meet an actress like her." That's Bette Davis. About Christine 
he's next to dismissive. "Outside, shall we say, a shade huskier voice than 
most women have, she gets by very easily." The actress John Hansen is 
similarly underwhelming. The blood-red movie posters ("Did the surgeon's 
knife make me a woman or a freak?") oversell the movie's lurid appeal. Even 
the New York Times likes the “dignified little picture" — better, certainly, 
than the "glittery garbage pail" that is Myra Breckinridge. Both are flops. The 
Christine Jorgensen Story plays as a B-movie on double billings with the new 
Dorian Gray ("The Ultimate Perversion" was the tagline in Pasadena), or with 
The Gay Deceivers. 
* 

"IT'S NOT THE GREATEST movie in the world, but it's serious and good," 
Christine tells Nachman. "I was afraid they'd get some screaming limp-wrist 
type. I was sure they couldn't get any men to play it, but they couldn't find a 
girl to play a boy.” She leaves, as a press agent whispers, "She's completely 








female in every way, except she can't have children, but she has to take 
hormones every day." Returning, Christine talks Myra. "I hope it bombs," she 
says. "I'll go see it just to see it, and to see Mae West." She sighs. "But I have 
no feelings about it." Her film, while bad, is never to be a camp classic, as 
gays remain torn about her. She pronounces herself a "cult figure," as her 
nightclub shows can be packed with them, but there's unease. Her movie is 
"the most uneventful science-fiction film of the year," says Parker Tyler. 
"Both George and Christine appear to be asexual," Boze Hadleigh writes. In a 
Charles Ludlum play, a character in court says, "Anything you say will be 
held against you." "Christine Jorgensen," is the reply. She has fans, of course. 
A young Christopher Robison idolizes her. "It wasn't so much that I wanted to 
be a girl," he explains. "It was that I wanted to make a dramatic change in my 
life." He'll become 'Augusten Burroughs.' In August 1970 she gives an 
interview to a gay periodical, and there's fireworks. She starts off by 
questioning the idea of a 'gay press’. "Doesn't that separate people even 
more?" She isn't sure about ‘gay politics’. "I sometimes think you get these 
gay marches going and so forth and you start separating people even more 
again." He asks about her breasts. "I would not allow silicone artificialities of 
any sort," she says. She's read Myra. "It's a study of a sadistic homosexual." 
He probes. Did she ever consider herself homosexual? "No," she replies, "I 
never did. I thought that might be the problem for awhile." "Did you have a 
sex life before your operation?" A ‘long pause.' "No, no, no," she replies. "Tell 
me about yours." "Do you fall in love often?" he presses. She doesn't. "I knew 
some boys would fall in love three or four times desperately." She has mostly 
straight friends. "I have avoided becoming involved with homosexuals, not 
being able to deal with the problem, and having no one to talk to about it." A 
delusional quality enters her interviews. "It's been a trial, but my life today at 
last has been wonderful," she says in September. "For I am free, as free as the 
wind, to dream, to live, to indulge, to follow my heart, my emotions — be 
me." She recites her story, as if unmoored from all reality. "After numerous 
tests and injections it was known that my body cells and my brain cells were 
female," she says. She recalls Bill Calhoun. "When I experienced the 
stimulation he caused in me, and realized the full sensation I experienced 
physically from his kisses I knew that I had made no mistake. I came entirely 
happily alive, clinically in my breasts, my abdomen, my pelvic region. I 
thanked God with humble tears for His mercy on me at last." A phone call 
interrupts. It's a man asking about a date? "I could never indulge my desires 
for fashion, makeup, hairdos and all the things a girl wants," Christine adds, 
as the door bell rings. "A handsome young man walked in: her date for the 
evening," the reporter notes. She's cooked chicken & pastries. "There is no 
woman in the world like Christine," her date says. The next day, she calls the 
reporter & confesses. "It is difficult to meet eligible men. Marlene Dietrich 
said that many nights her telephone never rings, because men think she is so 
popular and so busy with her career. That's why you frequently see women 
out with the gay boys. They make charming escorts, and you can't stay home 
forever. Not when you have pretty clothes to wear, and places to go." 





* 


“When things got really bad," she'd say, "I was able to say to myself, 'This is 
all insanity’ — and I would just sit back and laugh at the world." Underneath 
it all there's a palpable existential quality. A despair. The world was always 
available to laugh back. In Oct. 1970, Republican senator Charles Goodess, 
facing a close race in New York, comes out against the Vietnam War. Vice 
President Spiro Agnew accuses him of sympathy with "radical groups," 
denounces him as a "bad egg" and "truly the Christine Jorgensen of the 
Republican party." The line, by White House staffer William Safire, hit its 
mark. "I will survive these attacks," Goodell replies, but doesn't. Christine 
makes a show of wiring Agnew. "I resent an implication that I am in any way 
lending aid to any radical or subversive group." In interviews, she appeals to 
being a "private citizen" & upstanding lady. "I think it would be in very good 
taste to apologize," she says. "A gentleman usually does." Agnew dismisses 
that as a "calculated additional attempt at publicity" — as her surgery was the 
previous one? She always has more. Publicity is the only constant. She's 
written a cookbook. A Lump, A Pinch, and a Dash will be "published in the 
fall," she says. It won't be, but her paperback publisher has a lecture bureau. Is 
she available to go around the country & give speeches to college students, 
for $1000 each? She gets a facial peel to celebrate & is on the road. "They 
won't know who I am," she recalls thinking. "But then I found out they knew 
me. I was in their biology books." Dr. Money had paved the way. Her lecture, 
“Would You Change Your Sex?" is mostly a comedy routine, and the crowds 
are overflowing. "I can't believe I did the whole thing," go her opening lines, 
"I tried it, and I /iked it." Her new character is a lusty female, who still urges 
students to deeper emotional bonds, not based on sex. "Your first concept in 
meeting people is, ‘Let's talk human being first. Then, if we want to, male and 
female." The Q&A's could be uproarious. "How's your sex life?" a boy 
‘bellows’. "Great!" she replies. "How's yours?" The crowd laughs. "I never 
encountered sex as a male," she says. "I love it as a female." They applaud. 
"The time was right for the beginning of the sexual revolution," she says. "I 
wouldn't say I started it, but I did give it a good kick in the pants." After a 
speech in lowa, the newspaper asks students for reactions. "I think she's off 
her rocker," is typical. One boy likes her. "Shoot, she could have been like my 
mother. They're the same age. But she's a real woman." She has a new 
boyfriend: Ramon Lence, a flamboyantly gay movie theater owner, in his 
‘period of straightness’, he'll say. He's paying to mount a production of Oh 
Dad for her in Hawaii — with John Hansen playing, at last, her son. Movie 
producer Steven Lane, then a manager working for Lence, posts the story. 
“When one looked directly at Christine or even heard her speak, there was 
absolutely no question that this person was 100% woman," he says. The 
venue is a nightclub, The Forbidden City, locally known as a strip club. 
Arriving at a barbecue where Christine is a ‘guest of honor’, she announces 
her "dear friend" Tennessee Williams is coming. On arrival, Lane recalls, they 
find him waiting. "There was no mention or acknowledgement of the boy 
sitting next to him." As the evening progresses, Williams makes the boy 
stand, take off his shirt, turn to be inspected. "The poor kid looked like he was 
about to cry, you could feel his total humiliation." Drunk, Williams goes on & 
on about how young he feels, how big the kid's dick is, etc. The play, Lane 
says, "was a total flop." An online site has a letter Christine writes a friend on 
October 20, 1971. "The play went sensationally in Hawaii, plus we all had a 
grand time," she says. "I do love those islands." 
* 

THE TRANSSEXUAL STARLET to the superstar homo daddy was the 
power couple & a central Glam text. In Europe, Salvador Dali funds the 
surgery of Amanda Lear, his 'creation', "Transsexuals were the ideal escort, 
attractive boys were the next best," says Carlos Lozano, Dali's next best. With 
an angular beauty, Amanda rises as a model, like on the cover of Roxy 
Music's For Your Pleasure in 1973, as she's a consort, too, to David Bowie. 
Tennessee Williams takes up with Candy Darling. "I'm famous and I'm 
beautiful!" she exclaims. "In my 82 Ibs. of makeup." Almost a star from her 
films, she still feels herself to be tragic, as she'd been in Lou Reed's 1969 song 
"Candy Says" — "I've come to hate my body / And all that it requires in this 
world." She'll try to think about herself, and stop. "Realization cuts feeling 
off," she writes in her diary. "I try to explain my identity as a male who has 
assumed the attitudes and somewhat the emotions of a female. I don't know 
which role to play." The charisma pours out of her in shockwaves. "Candy 
Darling would make a great mistake to have that operation," Truman Capote 
says. "She doesn't want one," Warhol replies. But she needs a role to play. 
Jane Fonda gives her a cameo in Klute. Or you can see her hair for a second. 
Williams gives her a bigger one. Needing a publicity fix for his latest play, 
Small Craft Warnings, he casts himself & her both, she the delicate tramp 
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:veryone wants, the role he was too old for. Jeremiah hangs around them in 
he theater. "Someone said that A Streetcar Named Desire was written for a 
nan," he recalls, "and he would get very upset about that." Candy goes on 
iormones, at last. She puts Jeremiah's hand on her swollen abdomen. "I'm 
oregnant," she says. "God has answered my prayers." She'd never say what 
she'd prayed for. The tumor is cancerous. "She was so sick at the end," he 
says, "in pain and crazy and out of her mind in pain, and grief." Holly does 
her makeup so she'll look good when she's dead. She poses for her last 
photoshoot, and writes her last note to the future. "I felt too empty to go on in 
this unreal existence. I am just so bored by everything.” The words on her 
tomb are from Edith Sitwell: "But the flames of the heart consumed and the 
mind is but a foolish wind." 
* 
"| AM CHRISTINE JORGENSEN. | always should have been Christine 
Jorgensen. I always will be Christine Jorgensen." In Washington D.C. in 1973 
to speak for an architecture convention (she's always good for a laugh), the 
famous transsexual is flush with success. The clinic at Johns Hopkins has 
done much to legitimize her. "You don't sneer at the gods, and Johns Hopkins 
is one of those gods," she says. Plus Dr. Money just released his sensational 
new book, Man & Woman, Boy & Girl starring ‘Joan’, the girl who used to be 
a boy. "The child's behavior is so clearly that of an active little girl and so 
different from the boyish ways of her twin brother," he writes. His theory of 
‘gender neutrality’ is vindicated. The paperback of Christine's book is out — 
"candid! intimate! the true story of her astonishing sexual change," the cover 
reads. By 1974 she claims it'd sold two million copies. It was around a half- 
million. Her readers aren't necessarily fans. "I needed a more violent story," 
writes Anne Roiphe in her 1970 novel Up the Sandbox. An idle housewife 
looks around for a book, and picks up Christine's. "Someday maybe they 
would make a pill, no nasty operation necessary, and everyone could choose a 
Sexual identity, and perhaps switch back and forth at different stages of life," 
She thinks. Then re-thinks. "To have that incredible member grafted on, 
swelling and shrinking and hanging about, dangling between my legs — how 
would I walk or sit?" Angela Carter, the British feminist novelist, I suspect, is 
reading Christine. Her 1969 novel Heroes & Villains has a remarkable 
encapsulation of the Christine's book’s secret theme: "Embrace your destiny 
with style, that's the important thing. Pretend you're Eve at the end of the 
world." The more strident commentators are less indulgent. Germaine Greer's 
The Female Eunuch made the transsexual a symbol of female oppression, 
model April Ashley her whipping boy. "He wanted soft fabrics, jewels, fur, 
make-up, the love and protection of men," Greer writes. "He became a model, 
and began to illustrate the feminine stereotype as he was perfectly qualified to 
do, for he was elegant, voluptuous, beautifully groomed, and in love with his 
own image." Feminist critic Molly Haskell in From Reverence to Rape tears 
down the illusions of Hollywood movie queens, from Mae West on down the 
line, to find gay men in hiding, as the female characters of Tennessee 
Williams are "baroquely transvestized homosexual fantasies ... By no stretch 
of the imagination can they be called 'real' women..." Christine is onto her 
next role. It's the men & women trying to stay that way who need help, she 
jealizes. She'll be a lay counselor or cultural sage. The family unit is 
important, she declares. "We need people who care about us come hell or high 
ater." Children are important! "It's time parents realize they can't dump off 
ce television or school the character building of their own children." 
Whatever one wants to do, is probably all right, sexually anyway. "We can't 
jay yes, yes it's right, or no it's wrong, but you may have an opinion on 
Vhether it's right for you." The subject on which she is inflexible is 'women's 
ib’. "No man wants someone who is emotionally castrating," she says. "I have 
\ relatively traditional concept of sex roles, so my man would have to be the 
Jecision-maker and provider." Her appearances in the early 1970s aren't 
{omplete without a dismissal of 'the movement’. "I feel very liberated myself, 
vut I don't think much of the movement." "Any woman who goes rah-rah-rah 
oses her feminine mystique, which is what attracts men." "I don't think it 
Vould work if poppa stayed home and momma earned a living. If we liberate 
hat far, we will lose the art of being a woman." "No happily married woman 
yants to be liberated." She favors mandatory family planning. "I don't think 
iny woman should be allowed to have more than two children," she says 
1970. Presumably forced abortions would be involved, but her thoughts are 
hever fleshed out. The New York Times runs a feature on the college lecture 
sircuit, calling Christine a "freak show," however dignified by "sincerity." 
."She talks about her operation as the beginning of the sexual revolution — 
vhich it probably wasn't...") The feminist Gloria Steinem, by contrast, is 


“honest and sincere, and it doesn't hurt that she's pretty, either." 
} * 


SHE WANTS A CHILD. She tries "again and again to adopt one," reports 
Panorama magazine. She wants a condo in Hawaii, and gets that. She'll write 
a new book? She thinks that, over & over. It's called Life Upon the Wicked, 
after a song in Showboat. Or one about her personal philosophy, Shades of 
Gray. In a 1975 profile she says she's "completed" her cookbook, while 
starting a novel, "having to do with Denmark in World War II, relating to the 
Underground,” she says. "I've got a lot of notes already." Or a second 
autobiography. Is her life winding down? "I know I'm world-famous," she 
says, when Renée Richards comes on the scene in 1976, a transsexual tennis 
player. "My next big headline will probably be when I die." She buys a burial 
plot & makes a remarkable speech. "We are all born alone. We live alone. We 
share a lot of moments with people. One of these moments could be called 
marriage. But when the time comes, we die alone. So, fundamentally, we are 
an entity unto ourselves from the moment of birth until the moment of death. 
Some people find this a depressing thought. A lonely philosophy. But it isn't 
lonely. It's a lone philosophy. I am an alone person. Not a lonely person." 
She'll still keep her eye out. "I could only be interested in a man with a great 
sense of humor," she says, "because life is a great big farce. It's hysterically 
funny. You can take it seriously, but I try to take it as little seriously as 
possible." All she'd wanted to be was Auntie Mame, and can't, There isn't a 
role to play anymore. "Life's a banquet and most poor suckers are starving to 
death!" Mame declares, which Christine changes into ball, as she was always 
Cinderella too, now the spell is broken. That's where she is: After the Ball. 
The college lectures have wound down, Money she makes in one investment 
is lost in another. Her interviews are full of aging. "I'll be a half-century old," 
she says, "and I don't feel it and I don't think I look it, considering all the wear 
and tear." She gets a facelift & breast implants, and starts thinking about a 
new vagina. A chain smoker, increasingly alcoholic, she gets up late to 
resume both. The bulk of her time is spent bar-hopping, socializing with 
friends, mostly gay men. She does Geraldo, to be upstaged by Holly 
Woodlawn. "Are you a woman trapped in a man's body? A transvestite? A 
transsexual?" the host asks. "But darling," Holly replies, "what difference 
does it make as long as you /ook fabulous?" Christine isn't. The 1950s look, 
prim femininity, furs, gloves, were kicked into history, as the new look was 
affrontive, comic & grotesque. The Rocky Horror Picture Show is a cult 
midnight movie, as hers is on late-night TV She's angry, suing United Artists 
& her movie producer, or his estate if he insists on dying, for shopping it as a 
‘B-movie.’ It's a "classic," her lawsuit declares. She wants five million, The 
movie had not been a flop, it turns out. It was a huge flop. In Oct. 1972, 
United Artists declines to make a movie of Quentin Crisp's The Naked Civil 
Servant since it "lost its shirt" on Christine's movie, a Crisp biographer notes, 
She presses forward with the lawsuit anyway. The only relief she gets is her 
lawyer's penis in her mouth. He's died now. They ran around a few months in 
mid-1977. "She was vamping me, and I was falling for it," he told Docter. 
"But sexually she was a fragile person, and | don't think she was confident 
about expressing her own sexuality." He made a move for her vagina, but she 
didn't have one. She screws him over on his legal fees. He tells her he's seeing 
another woman. She reports him to the State Bar. She'll have his license taken 
away. By Nov. 30, 1977, when several papers & wire services send reporters 
to mark the 25th anniversary of that famous headline — "Ex-GI Becomes 
Blonde Beauty" — she's back in character. A 'wiglet' hides the receded 
hairline, the makeup "expertly applied to minimize the lines and the loose 
flesh that come with age," one notes. They catalogue her body. She wears a 
"size 12 winter white jumpsuit over a satin blouse" and is always good for a 
line. "I guess you can call this my silver wedding anniversary, my marriage to 
me," she says. She takes them around her house like a tour guide. "I'm not a 
millionaire, but I'm doing well," she says. There's "more than 3000 square 
feet," with four bedrooms, The property is worth $200,000. They go past the 
solarium & jacuzzi, see the ‘spectacular’ views of the ocean & canyon. All 
friendly, if bemused. They won't mention the lawsuit. They discuss her 
facelift. "I did it for me," she says. She hated the publicity, she says. "It was a 
kind of infamy I had to suffer through." The moment of finding out she'd had 
her story published is often in her thoughts. "I was furious at the time. But it 
was inevitable. And in retrospect I realize someone had to be standing on that 
street corner. I'm glad in a way it was me because I had the stamina to sustain 
the pressure." She's never married & probably won't? She is 52. She has 
lovers. "I won't say who they are." Her life is full. "I work in nightclubs, do 
some theater. I try to keep it in hand. The theatrical life ate up people like 
Elvis." His drugged & bloated corpse, found months earlier in his bathroom, 
fallen off the toilet & drowned in vomit, still fresh in the thoughts. 
* 


PART OF HER DOES HATE the publicity. Without which, she tells a 











reporter, she'd likely be 'married and living on a farm somewhere’, The other 
part wants it all back. She'll write her second autobiography, she announces, 
to include ‘all the things that she couldn't when it was first published’. Plus 
keep up her regular schedule. "I've been lecturing at the university level for 
the last three years," she adds. "At first I talked mainly about myself, but now 
it's a little bit about everybody. Everybody has identity crises these days." She 
loves the students. "They're less inhibited. They are intensely interested." 
She's asked about Renée Richards, of course. "My name was not mentioned in 
many of the Richards stories and that was marvelous," Christine replies. "It's a 
relief to see some stories (about transsexuals) on Page 38 with 1-column 
headlines." Page 38. Through the mask, her irritation is showing. In 1953, on 
her return to the U.S. from Denmark, the New York Times ran only a tiny 
notice, in a 38-page news section, on page 38. She'd noted it in her book. "As 
I remember, the only paper that reported my return with any degree of 
conservatism was the New York Times, which carried a brief column 
containing all the pertinent facts." The paper's coverage of Renée has been 
huge. In the year so far they've run 89 stories. Christine's numbers? She'd just 
done her first nightclub show in 12 years; hasn't done theater in six; the 
lectures are dying down & she's been selling off assets, the condo soon to go 
as she's looking for boarders to help with expenses on the house she must 
already fear losing. Her correspondence from this time is extensive. "These 
letters reveal more of Chris as the angry, demanding, somewhat childish, 
accusatory, litigious and unpleasant person that she became when frustrated 
by what she perceived as unfairness," Docter says. She's desperate for money, 
and escorts. In a 1979 interview she notes she usually goes out with gay men. 
"They're great dates," she says. "There's good conversation. They have great 
taste — and you never have to play cat-and-mouse." Which would she be? 
Her first book hadn't been completely 'candid', she acknowledges. George had 
"a couple" of homosexual experiences as an adult. "If you understand 
transgenders," she explains, "then you understand that gender doesn't have to 
do with bed partners." The surgery was, of course, the right decision. "Some 
people may find it easy to live a lie. I can't." 
* 

"SHE'S PLANNING A FACELIFT," a 1981 profile says. Her first one wore 
off. Christine grabs her throat. "Far," she says. "That's a whole hunk, a blob of 
fat." She had "a little vaginal reconstruction" in Oklahoma City, she says. It 
seems to have been made from her intestines this time. She's working on her 
second autobiography, which rises in her mind as a vehicle for revenge 
against the world, "It's going to be wide open. I'm going to tell it all and let 
the chips fall where they may. It's going to be straight from the shoulder, 
baby." At the party of gay friends in San Francisco, Doctor relates, a drunk 
Christine goes on the attack. "She was cursing, screaming, shouting, and 
raking her host over the coals in front of many guests because she didn't 
approve of his boyfriend at the time," a source recalls. If the media's largely 
forgotten her, feminism hasn't. Janice Raymond notes her in her 1979 book 
The Transsexual Empire, though there were newer cases to illustrate her 
thesis that transsexualism is fetishism, "a twisted recognition on the part of 
some men of the creative capacities of the female spirit as symbolized and 
incarnated in the usurped female biology." In an essay on Renée Richards, 
Gloria Steinem recalls Christine as "a bizarre exception," never "sex-role 
change" — as transsexualism is men "paying an extreme tribute to the power 
of sex roles." Never to be, as they might've, "critics and rebels in this sexually 
stereotyped society." She has gay fans. In 1981, John Waters' Polyester shows 
a poster of her movie on the wall, It's mentioned, sometimes. "My mistake 
was in casting a beautiful boy rather than a girl," Irving Rapper sighs in an 
interview. "The Christine Jorgensen Story is possibly the most bizarre 
departure by any director once in steady work; it grotesquely echoes the 
nature of his earlier films," writes David Thompson. She revives her "Marlene 
Dietrich-type show" now & then. She evens haul out her old Wonder Woman 
outfit, fat rolling out of it, until Warner Bros. tells her to stop. In New York 
City, Tennessee Williams dies in a hotel room, his body flooded with alcohol 
& Seconal. To avoid the impression of him having AIDS, the medical 
examiner makes up a story of choking on a bottle cap. "But really, his body 
just gave up," a friend says. Renée Richards releases her memoir. "I was the 
heir apparent to Christine Jorgensen," she writes, "but I possessed an 
advantage that poor Christine never enjoyed. | had an identity beyond my 
transsexualism. I was a doctor, a parent, a tennis player. These dimensions 
made me a thorny problem for those who liked to think of transsexuals only 
as perverts dancing in sleazy bars." Film critic Louis S. Gross cites her movie 
in a study on the Gothic in pop culture, in a footnote. "She was largely 
understood as modern medicine's parallel to Victor Frankenstein's Creature,” 
he tells me. "Think of all the attention given to images of Jorgensen learning 


to dress, walk, and act 'as a woman’, just as the Frankenstein Creature learns 
to walk and speak 'Human'." Ed Wood's Glen or Glenda grows in stature. 
Academics even discuss it seriously? David J. Hogan notes Wood's belief "in 
a link between sexuality and a dark force of nature." 
* 
SHE'S IN A MOVIE! A documentary called Paradise Not For Sale. She's to 
be flown to Copenhagen, to sit with Dr. Hamburger in his garden again. 
("And so, Christian, we sat right here," Christine says. "Yes, we were sitting 
here," he replies. It's better described as a back patio. "Walking the streets it 
would be impossible to avoid being recognized as homosexual of some sort," 
her psychiatrist, Dr. Stiirup says. "It was only after I applied for castration on 
behalf of Christine Jorgensen that I really realized what sexual transition this 
was. It was an accident, and it was one of the totally different ways of using 
castration." Christine adds, "For me in the long run, and for all of us, it was a 
lucky accident." On camera the gravel-voiced senior citizen, in a wig & red 
dress, gives her final speech on life. "Loving is wonderful, but falling in love 
is very stupid," she says. "I don't think I'd like to marry. I'm free to do exactly 
what I wish to do. I live in a manner to which I prefer. I have men in my life. I 
truly have never allowed a man to move into my house. I'm very selfish. I 
don't have to bargain with anybody, to do what I want. I play hard, I drink 
hard, I smoke hard. I do everything almost to excess." She affirms her new 
motto: "There aren't any Prince Charmings." Against video of her youthful 
self in lush Hawaii, she finishes: "I found a form of paradise within my own 
life. It's a contentment. People say, are you happy? I say, well happiness 
means you're either way up on top or you're way on the bottom. I'm very 
content. I don't expect a great deal out of life." She asks Stanton to marry her, 
for his government health benefits. It doesn't work out. She's selling her 
house, the proof to her of her status & celebrity. Packing up her stuff, she 
packages it to the local paper as a turn toward minimalism. "I have this 
philosophy," she says. "People spend the first 50 years of their life 
accumulating things. The next 50, if you've got that many, you get rid of 
things." She sells her house, moving into a small apartment, to finish After the 
Ball. It'll be out in late 1985, she tells the Orange County Register in 1984. 
No longer a bold tell-all, now a wry reflection on her life, "episodic," she 
says. On Gary Hart's talk show, she notes she's an icon for the young, who are 
"fascinated," she says, "because we have come into an era of identification, 
human identification. Not only sexual identity, but who am I?" She veers into 
a story of buying "bionic dolls" for her grand-nieces & nephews, "The arms 
come off and the legs come off," she says. "By today's standards, Christine is 
very old hat." Are genitals removable accessories? Sexuality a sort of toy, or 
spare part. Like she's not a man or woman, or anything? "You take the face 
off the doll and it's all electronics," she adds. "The world has run way ahead 
of me." Hart asks if she's happy. "I'm content with my life," she replies. 
* 


SENILE & CANCEROUS, a strange look in his eyes to the end, Ed Gein dies 
in a mental ward on July 26, 1984, The link between he & Christine had 
sealed. A 1981 "special feature" made to accompany a VHS release of 
Deranged, the 1974 movie about him, claims a "Dr. Edward Kelleher" said 
"books" on Christine were found among Gein's possessions. There were no 
books on her & Kelleher was a shrink in Chicago whose comments fleshed 
out news stories. He had no involvement in the case. But the idea has taken 
hold. Lawyer-turned-crime purveyor Michael Slade's Headhunter reports in 
1984: “it is believed that Gein had read of the sex change undertaken by 
Christine Jorgensen and wished himself to become a woman — to become his 
mother." A later movie, Ed Gein, even has the dialogue. Ed goes into a bar. 
“Anybody ever think of changing their sex like that fellow who went to 
Denmark and had that operation?" Everyone laughs. The sourcing for many of 
the accusations against him, cannibalism, etc., was a joke. Detectives asked 
him leading questions, and Gein tended to agree with everything. ("I believe 
that's true." "That could be.") A psychiatrist who profiled him concluded he 
was trying to make a "substitute" for his dead mother. He missed her? But the 
transsexual monster was born, to be reanimated a thousand times — The 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre, Dressed to Kill, etc. "The notion of a killer 
propelled by psychosexual fury, and more particularly a male in gender 
distress, has proved a durable one, and the progeny of Norman Bates stalk the 
genre up to the present day," notes Carol J. Clover in Men, Women and Chain 
Saws, And it wasn't just in horror. Ed Graczyk, a Tennessee Williams 
disciple, writes Come Back to the Five & Dime, Jimmy Dean, Jimmy Dean, 
about a woman who didn’t used to be. Was he thinking of Christine? "Who 
knows what I was thinking back in 1976," he sighs. "I became a scribe of the 
whole thing." The character was sort of based on a homosexual boy he knew 
in Texas, who was picked on — or, though he's coy on this subject, himself. 


He didn't, he says, know any transsexuals. The director had one read the play 
& she liked it, he likes to point out. Did Graczyk read this person as a 
woman? I ask. He's suddenly uncomfortable. "It was almost like a drag queen, 
and to get beyond all of that—" He pauses. "I'm making this sound a lot more 
horrible than I mean to." Angela Carter had her 1977 novel, The Passion of 
New Eve, about a movie queen-obsessed man who meets a goddess named 
‘Mother’ who castrates him & builds a new female body. "But, where I 
remembered my cock, was nothing," she relates. "Only a void, an insistent 
absence, like a noisy silence." 

HER IMPORTANCE means everything to her. She gives a pile of her papers 
to the Royal Library in Copenhagen. "Her files are like a mirror of our times,” 
the chief librarian says. She'll still publish her cookbook, but is mainly 
planning to work on After the Ball. "1 write my books longhand on yellow 
legal pads," she says. "I think better in longhand. I'm not that great a typist.” 
She's still telling the same old stories. "I can recall my bitter resentment," she 
sighs. "Who, I wondered, could have exposed such a totally private episode to 
the blinding glare of publicity and the outside world?" Her book, she says, 
will include "all the wonderful people I have met and the wonderful things 
that have happened to me." She solicits a ghostwriter. Rusty Straight, a gay 
former assistant to Jayne Mansfield, has published many celebrity-themed 
books. "She let herself go," he says. "She was bitter. Everyone took advantage 
of her," He was familiar with her. "She was a curiosity. She'd be on TV You'd 
watch her. But she wasn't anything." He was there to do a job. "She had an 
attitude about being practically royalty," he says. "My opinion was that she 
was gay. I didn't want to get in a fight with her." Christine says she wants to 
tell her story, and discloses a few things. "My father never accepted the fact 
that I was a woman," she says. But mostly it's bigger, self-aggrandizing fibs. 
She says she took Queen Elizabeth's coronation off the front pages, etc. "I 
never believed a lot of it," Straight says. "She was at a point where she was 
ready to blame a lot of people." All her managers, etc. "She did think people 
were jealous and envious of her." Gay friends would stop by. Did she like 
them? "She was the reigning queen.” Did she have any romantic 
relationships? "She had a lover once. She never told me who it was. He turned 
her down for a woman." Was she sexual? "Christine did not strike me as 
someone who was that interested in sex." Did she talk about a gay past? "She 
avoided it like the plague." Her book, I note, reads largely as a fiction. 
"Wasn't her whole life something of a fiction?" he says. "She became a 
fictional character in a non-fiction world.” 

* 

IT COMES OUT YEARS LATER. "I was like a robot," he says. "You're so 
careful to look normal, but you don't want to go overboard. You're saying to 
yourself, this looks like an appropriate time to smile." He's John & Joan & 
Bruce & Brenda, the boy whose penis was cut off. At age 15, horrified by his 
body he throws off John Money's influence & became a boy again, named 
David Reimer. He even has a new penis, made out of his inner thighs. It's 
often infected & he's back in the hospital. Christine is too, with bladder 
cancer. The day she found out she looked at herself in the bathroom mirror, 
she'll tell the Orange County Register, "Look, you've coped with a lot 
already," she says to herself. "You can handle this too. So you might as well 
get on with it." She drops that she sold her home to pay medical bills, but 
she's running out of lies. With no nearby family, a bad drinking habit, savage 
tongue, money dwindling & health failing, she's looking for a roommate. "I 
abhorred the notoriety that she seemed to revel in," says Brenda Lana Smith. 
But after privately cross-dressing for years, in 1984 she'd gotten "that 
Christine Jorgensen operation" herself, and coming to California for further 
surgery & sun, hears she's nearby. The local word was the once-famous 
transsexual was an ‘alcoholic termagant', with a reputation for being 
‘homophobic’, Brenda would call to chat, usually when drinking, as Christine 
was too. In October 1988, hearing from a mutual friend that Christine is 
looking to rent, Brenda visits. "Pathetically the proud sixty-two-year-old 
Christine Jorgensen had been reduced to camping out in an unkempt rented 
three bedroom apartment." But despite eccentricities, like a Christmas tree up 
past July, they hit it off. On paper Brenda is hired as an attendant, to extend 
her visa. Each gives up the bar-hopping life. It's easier to drink at home. Then 
Christine is off to radiation treatments. Her cancer had moved to her lung. 
Returning home, she lights one cigarette after another. "The stable door is 
already open," she sighs. She falls, and is livid at the hospital for not fixing 
her. She directs her lawyer, ex-Nixon operative (and Watergate felon) Donald 
Segretti, to sue. "The money doesn't matter," she tells the L.A. Times on Dec. 
2, 1988. "It's the principle. What's wrong is wrong." The injury, she notes, is 
"partially responsible" for her not accepting the lead role in an Anaheim 


production of the musical Mame. Her last words in her last interview are lies. 
And she’s running out of lies. Caring for the dying Christine, Brenda finds a 
needed home, and more material for her planned autobiography — "the 
literary goal," as she says. Her hope for her financial salvation. I'm reading 
chapters of the unpublished work. "We lived only in the 'now'," she writes. 
"Two highly individualistic almost strangers. A ‘Rooster’ and a 'Tiger.' Two 
Geminis that destiny had slowly drawn and then thrust together. Learning to 
enjoy and compliment /sic] each other's being." A kind of love affair? "I had 
given myself so completely," she realizes. They'd talk long into the night. 
Christine hangs on her accomplishments: giving the sexual revolution a "kick 
in the pants," etc. Brenda sees her as having "asexually cocooned herself in a 
predominantly 'gay' environment since her change.” The decline is fast. 
Christine even starts drinking in the morning, lunch being her former start-up 
time, and not vodka, but whiskey. Heading into radiation, she wets herself. 
She thinks about doing After the Ball as a no-holds-barred TV interview. Or 
Brenda can help type it up as a book? They buy a typewriter, and take photos. 
Christine had a series of nudes made a couple years before. Her jewels look 
good. They'll take more, like in her nightgown, bald without her wig. She can 
still shock "em! They meet with Segretti. His infamy, Brenda thinks, is why 
Christine likes him. Weak & bloated, she speaks of her final wishes. "Life is a 
ball," she says. "Have a party, not a depressing funeral." She'll pay for it, and 
wants her ashes scattered at sunset in Hawaii, with pomp & ceremony by 
natives. She'd seen one like that. Any donations should go to the Laguna 
Beach AIDS hospice. She puts Brenda in charge, There are to be no 
disclosures to anyone about her condition. But the cancer goes into remission! 
“We're off to Afri she tells Stanton. Once she's a little better. She 
stumbled in her apartment, and isn't sleeping. The CT scan, the doctors 
realize, was set to X-ray everything except her head! There were three brain 
tumors, Christine puts on a jubilant face, as she typically does. "Afterward, 
habitually seeking solace in the bottle," Brenda observes. But the show is 
almost over. "We both realistically accepted that she would never be beautiful 
again," she writes. "Steroids to relieve cranial pressure horrifyingly undid in 
just a couple of weeks almost forty years worth of hormonal and surgical 
feminization." Dolly visits a last time. "God be with you," she says, as Brenda 
& Christine are alone again. In early May 1989, Christine has a seizure & 
arriving at the hospital, enters a coma. "With her looks ravaged beyond 
recognition and knowing her quality of life was no longer tolerable," Brenda 
writes, she waives life support. The family picks through the remains. An 
accusatory mood sets in. Drinking, Brenda snaps at them. Reporters show up. 
CNN is in the living room, as the family ducks out of sight. Fretting donations 
to an AIDS charity would create suspicion, Brenda says they should go to the 
Motion Picture's Actor's Home — where Irving Rapper is soon to die. The big 
‘ball’ would be more expensive than foreseen, and might have to be cancelled? 
Learning Christine left her a portion of the estate, Brenda subsidizes it herself. 
Three hundred people show up, but not Cinderella. The Veteran's 
Administration sends $150 for George's burial costs. It isn't enough to get her 
to Hawaii, where natives, anyway, might not be available? Christine knew it. 
She drew the line, she'd joked, at being flushed down the toilet. A month later, 
Brenda, Stanton & Dolly's daughters wade out after dark into the coastal 
waters, cutting the crematory's plastic bag with a kitchen knife & dumping 
them out, watch the ashes float out to sea. 





























Readers of issue 50 may have noted issue #33 was the only issue not retrospected...I just made a 
mistake a left Jen’s awesome comic out...here’s what it was supposed to be... 


ONE NIGHT AS WENDY O WILLIAMS 
SHOWERS BEFORE A GIG.... 
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ROCTOBER #33 (2002) 
Although the CD released 
with issue #36 of Sid 
Laverents’ one man band 
music is pretty sweet, I’m 
going to say that the best 
thing we ever released 
music-wise may have been 
the comprehensive Stepe 
brothers cD that 
accompanied the career 
overview by Joe Losurdo in 
this issue. The Stepes were 
a gaggle of suburban 
siblings who feasted on the 
anarchy of punk rock by 
creating countless kooky, 
ridiculous, semi-novelty 
hardcore bands, including 
Negative Element, who 
released my fave Chicago 
punk EP, one that included 
an anti Pac Man song 
(“Anti Pac Man”). The jam- 
packed CD is so stupid, yet 
so. brilliant that I'm 
delighted Roctober exists 
to make something that 
absurd a reality. Ostensibly 
a punk issue, it’s really 
only that article, an 
interview with Chicago 
punk pioneers the Cunts, a 
Dee Dee obit, and a 10 
second Handsome Dick 
interview that get punky, 
with Brazilian music, R&B, 
folk-pop, country comedy, 
African American comedy, 
rockabilly, and garage rock 
being well represented. 
But let's go with the punk 
thing and present Jen 
Steffey’s bloody good 
tribute to the Plasmatics 
late frontwoman. 
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Eddie Bertrand-Eddie Bertrand was best known as the lead Guitarist with 
legendary South Bay surf instrumental groups, The Bel-Aires and Eddie and 
The Showmen. The Bel-Aires biggest, most-covered track would have to be 
"Mr. Moto,” but the frantic "Squad Car" would make it into the repertoire of 
his subsequent band, Eddie and The Showmen, who would chart with it. It 
ranks, to this day, along with "Surf Beat" by Dick Dale and "Point Panic" by 
The Waikis as a prime example of everything the genre could be. Los 
Straitjackets, and many other latter-day instro-mentalists, feature it in their 
set, nearly every time they play. But the band's biggest charting hit would be 
"Mr. Rebel.” The Bel-Airs and The Showmen featured a talented drummer in 
Dick Dodd, who would be whisked away to further fame and infamy, as lead 
singer and drummer for The Standells (whom he's recently rejoined), and 
Jazz fusion guitarist, Larry Carlton also did a stint in the group. The ascent of 
The Beatles and The Rolling Stones rendered Instrumental Rock virtually 
nonexistent, but Bertrand would return, with a host of others, to join The Surf 
music revival of the late 70s-early 80s, which would remain, primarily, a 
West Coast phenomenon. He would, again, strap on his guitar with both The 
Bel-Airs and Eddie and The Showmen, and like-minded groups, until he 
broke both hips in a fall in 2010. By the 90s,however, both coastal and land- 
locked Surf bands had arrived, well before Pulp Fiction briefly made the 
music more Yuppie-friendly. Bertrand carried on, regardless of demand, until 
his injury, and later demise from cancer. An Eddie and The Showmen tribute, 
with Dick Dodd on drums, was performed in his memory at The Winter Surf 
Fest. 

Sean Bonniwell - Sean Bonniwell remains one of the most celebrated, and 
misunderstood, names in that boil-it-down-to-a single shot genre known as 
Garage Punk. The fact that he was a gifted, intelligent, Lyricist, and as an 
arranger unafraid to get beyond the standard, "two chords and a cloud of 
poop" formula expected from so many "fans" of Garage Punk, has rendered 
him suspect in recent years. OK, and there's the badass matching black 
outfits, replete with one black glove and dyed-black "puddin ' bow! haircuts,” 
as James Porter calls them. There's no denying Bonniwell's band, The Music 
Machine, got heavily into concepts. Does this mean they were no longer 
"Punks"? Hardly. Being a young man, not dressing like Hitler Youth, and 
wearing your hair long, in 1966, when the Hippie movement was barely one 
toke over the line, was another way of shouting "BEAT MY ASS!!!" Just 
because they played their instruments VERY well (and the discordant, avant 
garde experiments they made work in a rock framework were not done by 
accident), and got beyond "Gurl, you put me down" lyrical sentiments, does 
not mean The Music Machine were not pioneers in the burgeoning Garage 
Rock movement, which wasn’t even, consciously, a movement at the time. 


NOTHING sounded like "Talk Talk" when it blasted from AM speakers, 45s, 
and, all too quickly, a full length LP, and not a whole hell of a lot seemed to 
have changed when I first heard the song myself in 1980 or 1981. I'd read 
about The Music Machine, and seen their picture, but hearing "Talk Talk" 
was a baptism by fire. It stood right up there, loud and strong, pedal to the 
metal, middle finger to the heavens, with the best 70s and early 80s Punk I 
was hearing at the time. It was PART of phase one. 1966, the year Punk 
ACTUALLY broke, brought with it MANY aural assaults from too many 
Guitar Armies to mention, but it was crucial that records such as this, or "7 
and 7 Is" by Love, were suddenly reaching almost as many listeners as The 
Beatles and The Stones. Punk wasn’t just pulled out of somebody's ass in 
1976 (the way so much of what passes for it today, sounds like it really is) 
Ten years before, in Los Angeles, Arthur Lee was already the poster child for 
Thinking Man's Punk (though he'd have been the first to tell you, "A ‘Punk,’ 
man, where I come from, is like a Homosexual..."). It's highly unlikely that 
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Bonniwell was trying to steal his thunder, though Lee maintained that he 
ripped his vocal style off from Love's hit version of "My Little Red Book.” 
The Music Machine were soon the toast of The Sunset Strip, but their debut 
album, "Turn On The Music Machine,” fell prey to the same syndrome so 
many one and two hit wonders of the day had to endure, an almost 50/50 
covers to originals ratio, when they were trying to establish themselves as an 
all-originals act. While versions of "See See Rider"(as per The Animals' 
take), The Beatles' "Taxman," ? and the Mysterians' "96 Tears,” and a de- 
rocking of one of Neil Diamond's more rocked-up hits, "Cherry Cherry,” and 
one of the best slow versions of "Hey, Joe" (in which "Joe " states "I'm 
gonna KILL my woman,” then decides he's going to kill himself, as well) 
don't sound that uncomfortable at all next to moody, aggressive rockers like 
"Talk Talk,” "The People In Me,” “Trouble,” "Wrong,” “Masculine 
Intuition,” and an outstanding acoustic number, "Some Other Drum,” 
hearkening, somewhat, to the previous Folk Era in which Bonniwell first 
made his stand, before becoming disillusioned not with protest lyrics, but 
with the conservative musical approach of the pre-Byrds, pre-Electric Zimmy 
Folk scene. The label, Sean claimed, tacked on several songs from a demo 
tape made while the band was still doing nightclub dates in which they were 
not allowed to do all original material. This move, he said, was made without 
The Music Machine's consent. Still, the album holds up very well, today. The 
Music Machine appeared on American Bandstand and other programs, but 
would never re-enter The Top 20 again, making a respectable, but 
disappointing, peak at 66 (It was a very good year...) with "Masculine 
Intuition,” an indication of things to come . More experimentation with 
strange instrumentation, bizarre time changes, and less recognition, even with 
the eventual follow up, "The Bonniwell Music Machine,” also containing 
strong material, to say nothing of a plethora of unreleased material that stayed 
in the can for nearly 30 years. The original Music Machine disbanded after a 
tour of The US and Mexico (covered in Ugly Things). Organ player Doug 
Rhodes and drummer Ron Edgar joined The Millennium, now a cult group 
among Psych enthusiasts, and Sean, henceforth, calledhis group The 
Bonniwell Music Machine. Interest in the band tapered off, though Bonniwell 
released one solo LP, "T.S. Bonniwell.” An all-acoustic, introspective effort, 
it bore none of the rough edges of his previous efforts. He dropped out of the 
music business by the early 70s (he claimed that after dissolving The Music 
Machine, he'd led the house band on the 11969-1970 TV series Playboy After 
Dark, which is hard to say, because in all the footage I've seen from that 
show the house band was playing off-camera). At some point, he found 
religion, and recorded Christian-themed music as a solo act. However, he 
didn’t entirely balk at the idea of getting back to Rock’n’Roll. In interviews 
he seemed to have a bit of trepidation, but in a Rolling Stone "Where are 
They Now" feature, he stated that he was putting together a new version of 
The Music Machine, performing some of the old songs, like "Come On In,” 
but with new lyrics, reflecting his new attitude. He made it clear, however, 
that "Talk Talk" is a song that cuts across all barriers, and that he would 
perform it with the words unchanged. In 1986, he found himself on a bus 
doing a pretty stellar (in retrospect) tour of theme parks and auditoriums up 
and down California with a new Music Machine (presumably with secular 
lyrics intact), Arthur Lee's new version of Love, The Seeds (all original 
members, barring guitarist Jan Savage) and The Strawberry Alarm Clock 
(basically all-original members). This was at a time when reunions were 
frowned upon, and a reformed 60s Garage band translated as "well-meaning, 
but clueless, bar band." But the few back reports I heard and read on this tour 
were positive (A Seeds bootleg that's made the rounds from the final show 
KILLS!). Barring the odd interview (including a very good one in Splendid 
magazine, and an ongoing cycle of interviews with Bonniwell, and various 

















former bandmates, in Ugly Things), not much was heard from Sean for a 
while. His comeback bid, apparently, was not an ongoing thing, but in '91, 
he appeared, along with Arthur Lee, on a recording by The Fuzztones, "All 
The King's Horses." To his credit, Arthur didn’t say anything negative about 
his experience, recording with Bonniwell when | interviewed him for Bad 
Trip a few years later, only that, "They gave me a verse to sing, and I wasn’t 
even sure what it was!" In 1996 Sean Bonniwell released a coffee table-sized 
bio called, simply, "Talk Talk" (an expanded version, "Beyond The Garage,” 
came out, later). He put together another version of The Music Machine, with 
original drummer, Ron Edgar for added authenticity, which played at a Scram 
magazine sponsored revue at a theatre in a forgotten part of L.A., where 
Houdini once appeared. Ugly Things editor Mike Stax told me their set was 
phenomenal. But wait, don't touch that dial...in 2004 Bonniwell toured 
Europe with a new Bonniwell Music Machine, featuring members of the 
latter day Fuzztones. You don't have to believe me, there's an entire show 
from Berlin on YouTube that will prove to you just how good he still 
sounded, backed by a young crew of ace musicians, who'd obviously worked 
their fingers down to the bone, in order to do justice to Sean's finest songs. 
After that little was heard from the man. Fans, the world over , were shocked 
to learn of his demise, by lung cancer, at thr age of 71. 





"When I first heard "Talk Talk" on the car radio, | parked the car, got out, 
and shook my fist at God. | apologized to him, later in life." - Sean Bonni 
well, 


Bob Carter-Bob Carter, drummer for the legendary Chicago Garage/Punk 
Blues band, The Dirty Wurds, and mainstay on the local music scene for 
some 50 years, was diagnosed with lung Cancer in the final stages, and went 
instantly. That his was not a lengthy, brutal fight is probably, in retrospect, 
regarded as a blessing by the many friends who remember him as a fine 
drummer and a great guy. The Dirty Wurds are best known today for the 
manic punk screamer, “Why,” which first surfaced for future generation to 
marvel at on "Pebbles Vol. 5.” Their modus operandi was to snatch the 
Chicago Blues back from the jaws of the Brits, and while other local bands, 
particularly The Little Boy Blues and The Shadows of Knight, were similarly 
motivated, The Wurds held diehards The Paul Butterfield Blues Band, 
as their role models. The Dirty Wurds broke up, after many lineup changes, 
in 1970. Carter and Wurds guitarist Justin Pomeroy started in a new outfit 
called POP. Ironically, The Cellar in Arlington Heights, legendary proving 
ground for many a Chicago-area Garage band, never hosted The Dirty 
Wurds, though POP would go on to perform their brand of Folk-Rock, within 
their confines. Bob Carter would go on to play Rock, Jazz, Blues, whatever 
the situation called for, and developed a reputation as one of Chicagoland's 
best. His Jazz chops added an air of authenticity to The Mighty Blue Kings' 





otherwise tired, Jump Blues stylings. The Mighty Blue Kings OWNED 
Chicago for two years, during which time, Carter joined a competing outfit, 
The Big Swing (Hey, I didn’t name’ em), who, arguably, had more credibility 
than The MBKs, but could not knock their blocks off. Meanwhile, a dispute 
between founding members found the group stumbling through the Bar Band 
abyss. Carter also put in a stint with versatile blues guitarist, Rockin' Johnny. 
Dirty Wurds/Little Boy Blues Guitarist, Mike Peterson also played in 
Burgin's group at the time. The Dirty Wurds were slated to do a reunion show 
a few years back, with three of the surviving ex-members, but for whatever 
reason, it didn’t happen. But when Bob left town, sadly, for good, he was sent 
off with a big memorial show at Space in Evanston. May he always be, as he 
himself, said, "Self-employed and loving it.” 


Michael Davis - The MCS, while rightfully considered one of the most 
powerful, consequential musical forces to be dealt with in their time, and 
ours, came from relatively humble beginnings. The band started out as just 
one of many Detroit-area Garage Bands in the Mid-60s, like The Rationals, 
The Shy Guys, The Iguanas, The Unrelated Segments, Bob Seger and The 
Lost Herd, The Chosen Few, The Underdogs, The Pleasure Seekers, ? and 
The Mysterians and Mitch Ryder and The Detroit Wheels. The MCS drew 
inspiration from Chuck Berry, James Brown, and the less polite British 
groups-The Rolling Stones, The Troggs, The Who, The Yardbirds, The 
Animals and Them, from Northern Ireland. The young group would soon be 
patronized by a Beat poet and Jazz afficianado by the name of John Sinclair. 
As the Teen Clubs made way for larger, hipper venues, like Russ Gibbs' 
Grande Ballroom, Sinclair became their manager and The Five would 
become the house band at The Grande, frequently blowing bigger names off 
of the stage. The group took on a more free-form approach, under the 
influence of Sinclair's enthusiasm for Avant Jazz artists like Sun Ra, Pharaoh 
Sanders, and Albert Ayler. They also began using feedback, itself, as an 
instrument, when Marshall amps became increasingly available, if not 
entirely affordable, and set out to become the loudest band on the planet. 
There was, of course, a challenger to that title. The major turning point, 
according to many people, was when The MCS and The Stooges (then called 
"The Psychedelic Stooges") opened for Blue Cheer at The Grande. The late 
Dickie Peterson, Blue Cheer's frontman, would later state that both of those 
bands were the only peers he 'd recognize. John Sinclair said in his book, 
Guitar Army, that Gibbs and his people refused to let The Five go one, that 
night, until Blue Cheer refused to play unless The MCS did, as it was THEIR 
crowd. The Cheer would attain Honorary Detroit Band status, which they 
hold today, though an amusing conference call-style rant was documented in 
Arthur magazine a few years ago, where MCS lead guitarist, Wayne Kramer, 
and Leigh Stephens, lead guitarist for Blue Cheer, each insisted that theirs 
was the loudest band that night, and on earth world. The MCS, and 
particularly, bassist, Michael Davis, were breaking the sound barrier with 
their single, "Looking At You" b/w "Borderline,” released a month or 
two shy of Blue Cheer's debut album, "Vincebus Eruptum." Michael Davis' 
bass lines on both side provide a bottom deeper than Hell's basement. The 
band's Avant Garde influences were coming through, without the annoying 
horn wankery encouraged by Sinclair (who's a sweetheart, don't get me 
wrong). The entire band's true talents can be heard, and felt, here, but their 
real moment of truth had yet to arrive ..."AND | WANNA KNOW, ARE 





Stooges, in a bloodless coup, by Elektra records, who slowly began to shake 
their "Folkie" image by signing Love, The Doors, and Clear Light, but they 
had no idea what they were getting themselves into... In a then-rare and 
ballsy move, the label decided to introduce the group to the world at large 
with a live album. Their live show, after all, was their strength, but would it 
translate on record? "Kick Out The Jams" not only epitomized their own self- 
descripton as "High Energy Rock ‘n’ Roll,” it quickly climbed up the charts. 
Oh, but then things went horribly wrong. The band, inspired by Sinclair's 
penchant for radical politics (though only a cover version of John Lee 
Hooker's "Motor City is Burning" and The late Brother J.C. Crawford's two 
rousing speeches seem to bear that out), seemed, already, to be on a crusade 
based more in personal politics. But that depends on whether you've seen and 
heard an original copy of the LP, or not. John Sinclair's incendiary liner notes 
implored the reader and listener to grab the world by the balls, after all, it was 
ours, right? He also dropped a couple of "F"-Bombs, when this just was not 
done... The band's catch phrase, "Kick Out The Jams, Motherfucker!" was 
enough to make Elektra (wisely) consider holding back the release of the 
album until the "Kick out the Jams, Brothers and Sisters” version had a 
chance to chart, which it did, but not without uncensored copies of the LP 
making the rounds (though not many appear to have survived), infuriating the 





influential Hudson's Department Store chain, who refused to carry it . The 
band responded by distributing "FUCK HUDSON'S" flyers, with the Elektra 
logo displayed prominently, and without permission. The Five were soon 
sacked by the label, and future copies of the LP would contain the "Brothers 
and Sisters" version, and Sinclair's liner notes excised. The situation would 
be rectified, later, via reissues, but it became increasingly apparent, that after 
Mayor Daley's club-swinging cops incited a previously non-hostile crowd 
(there is filmed evidence of this) to riot at a ‘68 Democratic 
Convention protest rally in Chicago's Lincoln Park, that The MCS was the 
only band to show up, alive,to then barely get out with their skins, as 
drummer Dennis Thompson put it, "The revolution was over. We lost." This 
was shortly before they'd recorded "Kick Out The Jams,” and, shortly after, 
the band had no label support, just as they were on the verge of breaking 
nationally, and soon, they would have no manager. John Sinclair was 
arrested for a total of two Marijuana cigarettes (Joints, m-a-a-a-n), which he 
insisted were planted on him by narcs. Relations between the estranged band 
and an incarcerated Sinclair were uneasy, at best. The group did land on their 
feet, however, and got signed to Atlantic/Atco. The resulting, "Back in The 
USA" dealt more directly with politics-The Draft, Police brutality, and, well, 
the fact that American cars were already beginning to suck, as well as the old 
standbys, love and sex, which are our personal politics, but producer Jon 
Landau stripped the band clean of their rough edges. That's not to say it isn’t 
a fine and influential Rock ‘n’ Roll album, it is. It would forsee the early 
rumblings of Power Pop and Pub Rock, while influencing the likes of The 
Flamin’ Groovies and Detroit's Newest Hitmakers, Brownsville Station. Even 
Mick Jagger copped to liking it. Their swansong LP, "High Time,” proved a 
return to the hard n’ heavy sounds of "Kick Out The Jams,” in a studio 
context. But alas, the writing was on the wall. The band failed to reclaim the 
lost momentum from the "Jams" scandal, and, the listening public was 
already moving on to other things. British Heavy Metal bands like Black 
Sabbath and Deep Purple were all the rage, but The Five had yet to 
break...except in England. The MCS's first UK appearance was at a Rock 
Festival called Phun City, with the like of The Pretty Things, Pink Fairies, 
Shagrat (Pink Fairies/Tyrannosaurus Rex alumni) and William S. Burroughs. 
It was turned into a free festival (as there was much pressure to do that at the 
time) while The Five were still en route to Britain. This gig proved the 
beginning of a profitable relationship between the band and The UK, even 
though no one could be bothered to take around a collection for the yanks, 
just for playing, at the time. By 1972, The MCS couldn’t get arrested (even if 
they were holding) back home, but their following had expanded throughout 
Western Europe . They appeared on French TV, and on Germany’ legendary 
"Beat Club” TV show (with new bassist, Steve Moorhouse, from England). 
But all the members of the band, except for Rob Tyner, had become addicted 
to Heroin. Michael's habit, reportedly, was too much for the others, who 
could still function as a band, When he missed a plane to England, he was 
told, don't bother rebooking, stay home. The MCS, sans Davis, were on the 
verge of conquering England. They headlined over Syd Barrett's only post- 
Pink Floyd outfit, Stars (with John "Twink " Adler, from The Pretty Things 
and Pink Fairies), and played to the biggest audience of their career at the 
Wembley Stadium Rock'n'Roll Revival, alongside Chuck Berry, Little 
Richard, Jerry Lee Lewis, Bo Diddley, Bill Haley, Screaming Lord 
Sutch, former Joe Meek protege, Heinz (Backed by Dr. Feelgood), The 
Move, and Gary Glitter's stage debut. Glam Rock was in it's inception, and 
The Five thought they'd go down a storm in glitter, face paint, and, in 
guitarist Fred "Sonic" Smith's, case, a superhero suit that he 
occasionally back home. The Teddy Boys, who made up a good portion of 
the audience, hurled debris at the band. Wayne Kramer later concluded that 
they would have gone down all right in their street clothes, though the Teds 
rejected anything that didn’t conform to their vision of 50's Rock’n’Roll 
culture. Even Little Richard bombed that night. Mike Stax informed me that 
his appearance in the movie of that festival was edited to make it look like his 
set was a success, when the Teds actually booed at his wild, post-Hendrixian 
hairdo, mirrored suit, and called him a “Poof,” even though the music 
sounded correct. Still, The MCS were doing so well in England, overall, they 
considered moving there. This never happened, as incessant infighting led 
Robin Tyner to walk out, as did Dennis Thompson. With a number of 
European cities still calling out for an MCS tour, Wayne Kramer and Fred 
"Sonic" Smith hired a rhythm section in Europe, and regrouped as The MCS, 
even though there were only four of them. Despite all the trash-talk (some of 
it deserved) this lineup has taken, existing recordings find them an under- 
rehearsed, but still hard rockin', Garage band for the early 70s, not radically 
different from The Flamin' Groovies, though not as tight. They may have 
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been the only band on the planet playing "Empty Heart" in 1972. That lineup 
sank without a trace, but enough money was being waved around to get the 
classic lineup to play one last show at The Grande on New Year's Eve 1972- 
73. By all accounts, it was a disaster. In later years, lucrative offers were 
made for an MCS reunion, but the nearest thing, unfortunately, was when the 
four surviving memebrs agreed to do a three-song set at Rob Tyner's 
memorial show (Tyner died in 1991) . It was, reportedly, a triumph, though, 
it would never happen again, as Fred "Sonic" Smith passed away in 1994, 
Wayne Kramer's solo career would be reinvigorated, around this time, though 
some people actually complained that his new material sounded "Too much 
like The MCS." Back tracking to 1973, The MCS were but a memory, though 
Davis, Kramer and Smith briefly played out as The Ascension. The only gig 
they could scrounge up, though, was in a bowling alley lounge (possibly 
subbing for King Uszniewicz). Davis spoke of a tape from one of their gigs, 
which has since surfaced. The one song I've heard sounded Kosher to me. 
Wayne Kramer started a new band, alternately known as "Kramer's 
Kreamers” and "Wayne Kramer's New MCS " (which, naturally, pissed off 
his former bandmates), while Robin Tyner focused on his family. But 
Michael Davis and Wayne Kramer would both serve (unrelated) jail 
sentences on drug charg pon release, Davis eventually joined Destroy All 






















Monsters, with former Stooges guitarist, Ron Asheton, and sexy Punk 
chanteuse, Niagara. This version of the band (there were several) fused 
classic Detroit Proto-Punk with occasional smatterings of Hawkwind and 
Free Jazz influences, still emerging as a solid Detroit Rock’n’Roll outfit, 
ready to open up shop with the Punks. They often played alongside Fred 
"Sonic" Smith's Sonic's Rendezvous Band, and even "Rob Tyner's MC5" (a 
name Tyner said he was bullied into using. They were a solid outfit, featuring 
talented guitarist and songwriter Robert Gillespie, later with Mitch Ryder and 
Scott Morgan's Powertrane. They're now generally referred to as The Rob 
Tyner Band). He also produced and recorded with the likes of Empt Set 
(with guest guitarist Ron Asheton), Mother's Anger, and, if I'm not mistaken, 
The Sillies. Davis relocated to Arizona, and by all accounts was looking 
good and feeling well. It wasn't until 2000 that I saw evidence of that, 
myself. After working with the band, Blood Orange, Michael hit the road 
with another young band, Rich Hopkins and The Lumineers, though, not as a 
frontman (he did sing a cool, gravelly "Little Red Riding Hood"). I got to sit 
down and talk with Davis, and, not only did he look great, he seemed, to me, 
like a man who didn’t regret a thing. He had his wits, and sense of humor, 
still intact, and sharp as a tack. A stand-up guy, as they say. He was also the 
second-ever person to tell me to get a computer, get on the internet (before 
Jake, even), and "Join the 21st Century!" The first person to say this to me 
was Sylvain Sylvain. Yes, the Godfathers of Punk were telling me I wasn’t 
modern enough. It's kind of flattering. I corresponded, briefly, with Davis, he 
even wrote me a real letter. But by 2004, the three surviving members of The 
MCS had decided to take it on the road as "D.K.T./MCS5". Davis and Wayne 
Kramer still sang as well as they played, but vocal duties were usually turned 
over to a rotating cast of guests, which included Handsome Dick Manitoba, 
Lemmy, and Dave Vanian from The Damned. If only some of those guys had 
joined them here! Despite a well-meaning, but lackluster performance from 
Mudhoney's Mark Arm, and the embarassing antics of Evan Dando from The 
Lemonheads, the band really did drum up the excitement of days long gone, 
with a sound just as hard as on "Kick Out The Jams,” emanating from a real 
garage set-up, smaller drum kit, Fender amp, no Marshalls...[t ain't the size of 
the amp, it's what you do with it. Later, still, Davis sustained serious injuries 
from a motorcycle accident in LA, but joined the surviving members of The 
MCS, again, when they hooked up with Robert Gillespie (the other one) and 
Primal Scream in 2009, and performed a live, collaborative event in England. 
An album was released from the show. Davis succumbed to liver failure, but 
the freedom he stood forin this world is now his, one thousand fold. 
"There is a land whose beauty is almost unimaginable to the human 
mind...Children far above the roof of this world, we can encompass vistas of 
the world. There is a land, where the sun shines ETERNALLY... A living 
blazing fire, so vital and alive, that it burns our eyes to witness it's splendor 
!!!!" From "Starship" (The MCS, which I believe was based on a poem by 
Sun Ra) 


Phyllis Diller: Words can’t explain! 
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Lee Dorman -Lee Dorman, Bass player for the groundbreaking Hard Rock 
group Iron Butterfly was found dead in his car at the age of 70. No foul play 
was suspected, as he had a pre-existing heart condition. He was still actively 
performing with the band up to the time of his death. Iron Butterfly's debut 
album, "Heavy” contained some standout tracks like "Unconscious Power,” 
"Gentle as It May Seem" and "Theme" (aka "The Iron Butterfly Theme”), 
and charted at a respectable #78, but the best was yet to come. The departure 
of vocalist/tambourine player (I'm not kidding, he got an actual credit for 
that), Daryl Deloach, guitarist Danny Weis, and bassist Jerry Penrod (which 
had given the band an awkward total of three singers, whose interplay seldom 
worked), found the group pared down toa four piece on their sophomore 
effort, with Erik Braunn, then only 17, handling all guitar duties, and Lee 
Dorman taking over on bass. Doug Ingle would now become the sole lead 
vocalist (the songs he sang solo on " Heavy" are the most memorable). 
Drummer Ron Bushy carried over from "Heavy,” while Danny Weiss would 
briefly sing with an unnamed band featuring ex-members of Blue Cheer and 
The Misunderstood, then, go on to the moderately successful Rhinocerous, 
with Danny Weiss. The new Iron Butterfly quartet would soon strike 
gold...platinum, really. In a practice session Doug Ingle drank so much red 
wine he began slurring the words to "In The Garden of Eden,” a new piece in 
which all the band members would have the chance to stretch out musically 
and try out new ideas. "Inna Gadda Da Vida,” as the title was legendarily 
blurted out, made history, as the first hit single based, in abridged form, from 
a song that took up an entire album side (Love's "Revelations" preceded it, 
but was not released as a single). In fact, a lot of DJs played the song in it's 
entirety in the early days of FM and Underground/College radio, to take a 
"Pee Break" or smoke a joint, as it were. The song, corny as it sounds now, 
successfully replicated the sounds of many other eras and cultures, all around 
a stinging, screaming guitar line that still holds up today. Dorman's 
contributon may have been one of the first White Boy Funk Bass patterns, 
ever (barring Tim Drummond on James Brown's "I Can't Stand Myself 
[When You Touch Me]”). The band were now internationally known, but it 
wouldn't come without a price. The follow-up album, "Ball," was a rush job, 
written and recorded when the band had time off from touring (which wasn’t 
often), and, while it contained some good, atmospheric, numbers, and a lesser 
hit in "Soul Experience,” it lacks much of the same standard of energy left by 
it's predecessor. The band was still doing well, however, and were invited to 
perform at Woodstock. When they found themselves stranded at the airport a 
helicopter that was promised to take them to the festival grounds never 
showed. An even bigger kick in the nuts was, arguably, only speculatory. 
"Hammer of The Gods,” Stephen Davis’ controversial Led Zeppelin Bio (it’s 
been discredited by all three surviving members of Led Zeppelin) contains a 
well-known passage in which Iron Butterfly did battle on stage with new 
label-mates Led Zeppelin for Rock supremacy, and the Zeppelin crushed The 
Butterfly. Lee Dorman later stated that it didn’t go down that way at all, that, 
in fact, both bands went down in a storm, and the camaraderie between the 
two was also very strong. (They did lose a similar battle years later: After 
several breakups and partial reunions, the "Inna Gadda Da Vida " lineup 
reformed in 1987 for a US tour and appearance on a televised salute to 
Atlantic Records. The band wouldn’t budge, when ordered to do a 
considerably shorter "Vida,” and were, in turn, shown for only seconds in the 
subsequent TV special, while a reconstituted Led Zeppelin, not surprisingly, 
got the lion's share of the camera time). At the dawn of the seventies the 
Butterfly would have one more go at it, this time with Floridians Mike Pinera 
and Larry "Rhino" Reinhardt replacing Erik Braunn on dual guitars. Despite a 
Duane Allman connection, the two were still pretty far removed from the 
emerging "Southern Rock" sound. The resulting album, "Metamorphosis,” 
was a less Psychedelic update on the earlier band's Hard Rock sound. It's a 
better album than its reputation, but that, and a live album (Partly recorded at 
Chicago's legendary Kinetic Playground), both released in 1970, sounded the 
death knell. Lee Dorman and Mike Pinera produced the debut album by an up 
and coming Southern Rock band that didn’t cotton to being pigeonholed into 
Allmanesque formulas, and would do just fine, fuck you very much, their 
own way: Black Oak Arkansas. Iron Butterfly and Black Oak Arkansas 
travelled together, by bus, to do a series of budget-priced shows. By 1971, it 
was over for Iron Butterfly. Dorman and Reinhardt would quickly form a 
new supergroup that was actually pretty damn super: Captain Beyond. Joined 
by Rod Evans, original Deep Purple vocalist, and Bobby Caldwell, former 
Johnny Winter drummer . Their freshman effort combined Hard Rock, Psych, 
and Jazz patterns, coupled with odd signatures, often led by the drummer. It 
remains one of the outstanding debuts of the early 70s. A second LP, 
"Sufficiently Breathless,” carried on in much the same fashion, but was 








supplemented with Latin percussion. A third album wouldn’t surface until 
1977, this time, with Willie Daffern of the highly collectible (though often 
unexceptional) 60s Garage-Pop group, Hunger. The album, "Dawn 
Explosion," is better than one would have a right to expect, but the world 
wasn’t waiting for it with baited breath. It narrowly cracked the Top 200, 
Undeterred, the band hit the road, even touring with a version of Iron 
Butterfly in 1979, Dorman and Caldwell playing in both bands. From 1977 to 
his recent demise, Dorman played in a majority of the latter day Iron 
Butterfly lineups. A final attempt to reform the "Inna Gadda Da Vida" lineup 
was made in 1995, the lone holdout being Erik Braunn. The other three 
joined by Erik Barnette on guitar (who told me he'd followed around all the 
former Butterfly axemen to learn what he could. He learned GOOD) and 
longtime member, Derek Hilland, on second keyboards (not as heinous as it 
may sound, but Doug Igle did reclaim his post as solitary keyboardist, until 
he left, for good, in 1999). I saw the band in 1996, and was blown away by 
their professionalism and the sheer heaviness of their sound. Also, by what 
nice guys they were, including Dorman. It didn’t seem to bother them, not a 
one, that they were playing in a biker bar that was closing up for good the 
following week. To me, it seemed that much more authentic, that way. The 
Butterfly is laying down a heavy bottom, nigh, high in the colourized sky. 
Note: Captain Beyond reformed in 1998, with Dorman playing part-time, 
depending on his obligations to Iron Butterfly. They toured Japan and Europe 
(but apparently, never played in The US ), then broke up for good in 2002 
when Larry Reinhardt got sick (he passed on in 2011). I personally 
recommend that you peruse the following website. It concerns one of the 
greatest hoaxes in relatively recent Rock ‘n’ Roll history - Deep 
Purple/Captain Beyond vocalist, Rod Evans, and his unauthorized 1980 U.S. 
(and, possibly, Puerto Rico) tour, using the name, "Deep Purple,” and 
performing material that was recorded after he left the band. He went ahead 
with it, even though the key members of the original band knew, and warned 
him of rather obvious impending legal action. It's a very interesting, 
exhaustively researched, site: www.dpac.at/Bogus_Deep_Purple_1980.html 


Jess Franco (nee Jesus Franco) — Franco, along with Paul Naschy, 
spearheaded the Spanish Horror film industry in the Sixties. However, it's 
possible that, like Naschy, he may have been harassed and even threatened by 
the Fascist government, under Generalissimo Francisco Franco to clean up 
the content of his films, orget out of Spain. Either way, he fled to France in 
1970, after having had some commercial success in Spain, Western Europe, 
and even The US, on the grounds that he could incorporate more erotic 
content in his films, were he based in France. The 70s saw him making what 
were ostensibly Horror vehicles, but the sometimes gratuitous use of sex 
guaranteed they'd largely only play Art Houses here in the states. Still, 
Franco, who made well over 150 films, experimented in many genres, 
eventually falling back on more Hardcore sex ventures. His best-known 
features often made use of popular Exploitation devices like sadism, 
lesbianism, vampirism, monsters, murder, and (heterosexual) sex. It's 
possible he had studied the work of Russ Meyer and Hammer Films, but Jess 
Franco's movies bring to mind absolutely NO ONE. Franco's introduction to 
the international Horror Cinema, The Awful Dr. Orloff (1961), actually 
predates Paul Naschy's debut by seven years. It would be the first in a series 
of five murderous mad scientist vehicles (The second-best known being 
1966’ The Diabolical Dr. Z). Dr. Orloff was alternately known as Dr. Von 
Zimmer, hence the "Dr. Z" in the title. Both films did well, at home and 
abroad, but what's been referred to as his "decline" draws the most interest 
from fans, today. Succubus (aka Necronomicon) (1968), an early venture into 
Erotic and Sado-Masochistic themes, died, as did the Murderess' victims. The 
same year, Franco released 99 Women an early venture into the "Women in 
Prison" genre Franco would help create, though not necessarily own. As a 
picture it delivers Seldom has Franco seemed so focused. However, if you're 
expecting a lot of gratuitous sex and sadism, pass this one by. From here, he 
put in a bid to reinvent classic Horror. Christopher Lee was procured to 
repeat two roles that had brought him success in England. Blood of Fu 
Manchu and Castle of Fu Manchu were continuing chapters in an already- 
existing series from The UK, in which Lee repeated his role as the legendary 
supervillain. Both films were, like their predecessors, co-productions between 
Britain and other countries, but were not made for Hammer, as may be 
believed, as Lee played a similar role in Terror of The Tongs for Hammer 
(Chung King) before embarking on The Fu Manchu Series. Christopher Lee, 
however, did play Dracula only once, outside of a Hammer production, and, 
that was for Jess Franco (unless you want to count the odd cameo, like One 
More Time, in which Sammy Davis, Jr. dreams he meets Dracula, portrayed 
by Lee, and Dr. Frankenstein, played by Peter Cushing, or The Magic 








Christian, though the name "Dracula" isn’t mentioned). Count Dracula 
(1969), initially, was conceived very much to Lee's satisfaction. He was 
allowed, for the first time, to play The Count as per Bram Stoker's original 
book. He was even made to resemble Dracula, more, physically, than any 
other screen actor, though John Carradine had been commended, previously, 
for looking more like Stoker's vision than anyone prior to Lee. Besides 
The Black Knight himself, another major casting coup was getting Klaus 
Kinski to portray Renfield. If Kinski didn’t beat Dwight Frye with this 
performance, he sure gave him one helluva fight. Still, it wasn’t enough. 
Franco's direction seemed distant, at times, vacant. It's a taxing, slow-moving 
picture. Lee expressed his dismay, later. Franco's films have a reputation for 
being difficult to follow, but there are payoffs to be had. There's a dark, 
creepy vibe that brings a lot of people back. Well, that and the violence. And 
the sex. OK, mostly the sex. In 1970, Jess would meet his protege and life- 
partner Lina Romay. The two remained together until Romay's death, last 
year, but they were never married until 2008. She went on to appear in 
several of Franco's films including Dracula, Prisoner of Frankenstein, 
Barbed Wire Dolls, Caged Women, Jack The Ripper, and Lust For 
Frankenstein. Vampyros Lesbos (1970) is as well known, today, for it's 
soundtrack (an LP was released in The 90s) as it is for being Franco's first 
time out pushing the erotic Lesbian vampire angle. Hammer was doing the 
same, by this time, but with significantly toned-down results. Dracula, 
Prisoner of Frankenstein (1971) finds the three key classic monsters, 
associated with Universal pictures in their Horror heyday, putting them in 
somewhat different roles. The villain, here, is Dr. Frankenstein, who, aided 
by his enormous, almost effeminate monster, enslaves Count Dracula. 
Eventually, the two title creatures decide to become free agents and ravage 
the countryside. It turns out that not all is lost, because a young Gypsy, who's 
really a werewolf, is summoned upon by the villagers for help. Okay, WHEN 
did you ever see the villagers ask a monster for help in a movie? Well, they 
have TWO monsters to contend themselves with, and they've pretty much 
exhausted all options. Bug-eyed Franco regular, Howard Vernon, plays the 
count. Dennis Price (no relation to Vincent, though he appeared in 
probably Vincent Price's greatest film, Theatre of Blood), another familiar 
face in Jess Franco's films, turns up, as well. The Erotic Rites of Frankenstein 
(1972, not really a sequel to the previous film), despite a hilarious title, is one 
of Franco's most interesting features. If you can score a copy of the English 
dubbed version, do. All the sexy stuff was deleted from the DVD release (as 
Rites of Frankenstein, Spanish or German, | forget, with subtitles) and 
demoted to "extras". It actually did have something to do with the story...in 
this movie, the heroine is Dr. Frankenstein's daughter, you guessed it, 
carrying on in her Father's work. The Doctor had been murdered by pesky 
villagers, but his daughter has discovered the means to bring him back to life, 
only for moments at a time, so she and the monster can open a tall boy can of 
whoopass on his enemies. The monster looks more like the (copyright 
controlled) Universal Frankenstein monster's image than most versions that 
come to mind. However, he's painted entirely silver for no good reason. But it 
LOOKS cool. So does one of Dr. Frankensteins other, only partially 
successful, creations, a beautiful bird-woman, who's basically a beautiful, 
nude brunette, partially covered by bright blue feathers, like one big boa. She 
also speaks in a creepy echo. There's more sadism in this picture, too, and the 








creepy vibe meter might fall off your nightstand a few times, but if you like 
this stuff, it's a good place to start. In all fairness, a lot of Franco's work 
would register as tame by today's desensitized Horror (or porn) viewers. 
Klaus Kinski would return to The directors' employ, as Jack The Ripper 
(1976). It's cool to see Kinski portraying the original serial killer, but one gets 
the feeling the REAL Jack The Ripper left a much cleaner kill. The use of 
(not very good) modern gore effects didn’t make a lot of sense. They almost 
look more like Screaming Lord Sutch's mock gory stage characterization of 
The Ripper. In the 80s Franco would produce more "X-Rated" cinema, with 
the occasional foray into Horror and other genres. He was soon being 
discredited by the industry as merely a hack and a pornographer, but a new 
generation of Exploitation film fans would soon discover and embrace his 
work . In 1998 he directed Scream Queen and former Penthouse Pet Michelle 
Bauer as a naked female Frankenstein monster (I'm not kidding) in Lust For 
Frankenstein. The once-svelte Bauer looks awkward, at best. Sr. Franco also 
worked with Spanish Punk band, The Killer Barbies, directing them in The 
Killer Barbies (1996) and, one of his last Horror-themed pictures, The Killer 
Barbies Meet Dracula (2003). Salvadore Dali once said, “Confusion is the 
purest form of communication." For that which doesn’t always make sense, 
there will be an audience. For every Jean Rollin, Alejandro Jodorowsky or 
Jess Franco, there is, or soon will be, a fervent following. Formula is for 
babies. 


Andy Griffith - The rightful heir to Will Rogers' throne as the Hillbilly 
Philosopher and #1 Down-Home Humorist. Before becoming master of an 
alternate universe called Mayberry, Griffith played a Herculean bohunk 
draftee who'd basically been living under a rock in No Time For Sergeants 
(stage and screen), and a drunken drifter who becomes the biggest thing on 
TV, even advising the Presidential hopeful in A Face In The Crowd. In both 
films , he's so piss- pants funny you'd swear he'd start laughing out loud at his 
own jokes. He also charted with comic recitals like "What it Was, Was 
Football" (transcribed in Mad magazine). Besides that he shone as a 
Country/Blues stylist, going on to one of the most endearing TV shows, ever. 
But you knew that. Honored by Presidents, loved here and abroad, Andy 
Griffith has lived out Tex Ritter's prophecy as one of those names etched in 
gold in Hillbilly Heaven. 


Ray Harryhausen-Ray Harryhausen knew, at age 8, what he wanted to do. 
After seeing the silent classic The Lost World he wanted to bring dinosaurs 
and other fantastic beings to life. Seeing King Kong at age 13 reinforced his 
ambition, and his parents, surprisingly, supported this dream. He soon built 
marionettes and dioramas of Kong and various dinosaurs. Little info was 
available, at the time, on stop-motion animation. His first camera didn’t even 
have a stop-motion feature. But he was bold and presented Willis O'Brien, 
Lost World and King Kong animator with some of his own creations. O'Brien 
told him to study anatomy and learn better muscle/bone correlation. After a 
stint with animation great George Pal, and one with the U.S. Army during 
WWII, he found himself working under O'Brien on another giant ape picture, 
Mighty Joe Young. The torch had been handed down. The fifties found 
Harryhausen well-established as the leading giant monster animator. He 
crafted The Beast From 20,000 Fathoms, 20 Million Miles To Earth and the 
tour de force, The Seventh Voyage of Sinbad, his first color picture, which 
would necessitate a new technique he called Dynamism (Later Super 
Dynamism). Soon another crowning glory, Jason and The Argonauts, would 
follow. From there, more dinosaur showcases, like One Million Years B.C. 
(admittedly, Raquel Welch got the lion's share of the publicity) and the 
cowboys vs. dinosaurs vehicle, The Valley of Gwangi. The Sinbad series was 
revived in The '70s, with The Golden Voyage of Sinbad and Sinbad and The 
Eye of The Tiger, Both were stylish Arabian Nights meets Greco/Roman 
mythology vehicles, chock full of Harryhausen's animonster creations. His 
last, full-length excursion, Clash of The Titans, carried on in the same heroes 
ys. monsters tradition, though the blue lines around said monsters were more 
evident than ever. There was talk of new Harryhausen projects, none of 
which came through. I used to always say I found it sad that Ray had to live 
to see the CGI takeover, but, he not only accepted CGI, but, embraced it. My 
good friend, artoonist and computer animator Rick Lucey spoke to me about 
his meeting with Ray Harryhausen: "I was in London in 1996 with some 
friends. We'd formed a SIGGRAPH (Special Interest Group on GRAPHics 
and Interactive Techniques.) in San Francisco. Connie Siu, the leader of the 
group, had Mr. Harryhausen's contact info. She had been trying to get him as 
a possible speaker for our group. It was suggested that she try to contact him 
while we were in London, as one of his homes was there. We were invited to 
come visit him at his apartment, and we were there for about an hour or so. 
He and his wife were both very nice. We all sat in this one room, where there 


were models and production art from several of his films. I was having one of 
those "I can't believe this is happening to me" moments, and, now, it seems 
like a blur. I'm sure the others were asking many questions he'd heard before, 
and just praising the heck out of his work! Myself, I kept looking at his 
creations, imagining them coming to life on the big screen, along with 
conversing, a few times, with him, and trying not to get too tongue-tied! 
Other than that, it was a real nice and interesting memory of a fun overseas 
trip.” 

Bugs Henderson-Bugs Henderson's frantic Guitar work ignited many sides 
by the legendary Tyler, TX garage punk band Mouse and The Traps. Songs 
like "All For You” and "Maid of Sugar, Maid of Spice" featured his sizzling, 
Blues-affected soloing, but the group hit it big with "A Public Execution.” 
Lead singer Ronnie "Mouse" Weiss copped Bob Dylan's phrasing so 
effectively he had to go public in saying that he was not Dylan, moonlighting 
under a different name, but the song was sheer gurl-putdown punkeroo, 
something Zimmy could have written himself......but didn’t. "Execution" was 
the band's only national hit, but recording largely for the legendary Fraternity 
label they ran the gamut from punk ("Lie, Beg, Borrow and Steal") to Psych 
("Look at The Sun") to early hard rock (the outstanding "Wicker Vine” 
released in late '69 or early 1970, coinciding with their breakup, much like 
The Beatles). Henderson was already up and running on the Dallas blues/rock 
circuit, earning a reputation as one of the most respected guitar-slingers in te 
region. In the Mid-70s, Mouse and The Traps would reform, and commence 
recording and performing again, sometimes with, and sometimes without, 
Henderson. The band returned to their R&B roots, not promoting themselves 
as 60s revivalists as such, and would turn up time and agai, well into the 21st 
century (Roctoberfraynt Art Fein, has a great clip of the group performing "A 
Public Execution" from a Ponderosa Stomp event on his You Tube page). 
Bugs Henderson, in the meantime, would go on to tour The US and abroad as 
an Ambassador of The Blues, building up a reverent following, while 
sustaining a strong fan base in Texas, where name acts like B.B. King and 
Eddie Van Halen were known to turn up and sit in. Henderson did the same, 
turning up at Robert Gordon and Link Wray gigs to sit in (Bugs' first 45, a 
few years before The Traps, was called "Rumble,” most likely a cover of 
Link's classic, but I've never heard it). Never hurting for work, he reflected on 
how, under different circumstances, he might have hit the big time, but that it 
never weighed heavily on his mind, as he enjoyed his career just as it was. 
Not very long ago, I was in touch with Henderson when he was raising funds 
for Ronnie Weiss, who was in need of a lung transplant. Bugs organized a 
huge benefit/tribute show, and a recovered Weiss, and The Traps, would 
sadly, return the favor for Bugs. Bugs Henderson was diagnosed with liver 
cancer, to which he'd succumb a short time later. The memorial show, which 
can be viewed, in part, on You Tube, is no sad affair, but a celebration of his 
music, his life and what he meant to so many people. 


Davy Jones-The Monkees, of course, were put up against the wall, because 
they didn’t play on their first two albums (actually, they did, a bit, but, 
Hollywood, and Producer, Don Kirschner, underestimated their ability to 
function as a band). They were created, Frankenstein-like, for television (for 
which they proved to have charm, charisma and perfect comic timing), and 
the pop music charts (were ANY of those songs bad? And, we're just talking 
about the hits), ostensibly as a new Beatles for children too young to relate to 
the changes the real Beatles were already putting music through, in 1966, 
when The Monkees debuted and threatened to beat out even The Stones as 
The Fab Four's biggest rivals [and succeeded, for a while]. It was planned 
that way, to cull from the innocence of the already-dated films, A Hard Day's 
Night and Help!, and conquer the pre-teen market, and maybe some of the 
less turned-on teens, but, who could have forseen any band, much less a 
studio creation, knocking the untouchable Beatles’ blocks off? Just possibly, 
Davy Jones, that's who. All The Monkees had roots in lesser known rock 
bands, and Mickey Dolenz had already starred on his own TV show, Circus 
Boy. Davy Jones was a trained singer and dancer, already a veteran of Music 
Hall in his native London and thereabouts. He appeared on The Ed Sullivan 
Show with the Broadway cast of Oliver! the same night The Beatles 
debuted. His performance reduced to an afterthought, after his countrymen 
had literally changed cultures in a matter of minutes, he could be forgiven for 
thinking "Scouse bastards. I'll get ‘em back someday." As the Monkess 
rapidly threatened to eclipse their rivals, they were amazed to learn, upon 
arriving in England, that not only did The Beatles insist upon an audience 
with The Monkees, but they made it clear that they "Got it " with what they 
were doing, and welcomed another friendly rival, outside of The Stones. Of 
course, another struggling English singer, also called David Jones, saw 
himself as no competition, despite a small, but strong, back-catalogue of 








Freakbeat and Rn’B sides, and changed his name to David Bowie. Davy, of 
course, was the Monkee with the most little (and big) girl appeal, while the 
boys, generally, were more drawn to coolness of Mike Nesmith, seemingly 
the best musician of the group, and Mickey Dolenz, the best Actor. Peter 
Tork was like the "Ringo" of the group, nebbishy, but everybody's friend 
[Editor's note: Just saw Peter's one man show, and he clearly was the most 
talented musician on the group]. While Jones' stock in trade was, generally, 
syrupy ballads and mid-tempo love songs, he seldom reached a rockin' pitch, 
though his gritty(for him) delivery on "(Look Out) Here Comes 
Tomorrow" showed potential in even such a high-pitched singing voice as 
his. Likewise, "She Hangs Out," a song influenced by The Beach Boys, but, 
worthy of The Troggs, shows Davy singing with more gusto than usual. The 
fluke smash-hit, courtesy of The Monkees! key songwriters, Boyce and Hart, 
"Valeri", which debuted on the TV show and was actually bootlegged and 
played on the radio, motivated Colgems, their label, to release a different 
studio version, without consulting the band. With fat horns, Garage 
Punk studio fuzz, and jaw-dropping Spanish guitar stylings, and Davy 
carrying the lead with confidence. It's amazing to think The Monkees 
contested it's release. But by that time, there was already dissension in their 
ranks. Nesmith made it known that he disliked Jones, though Dolenz clicked 
with Jones, their deeper roots in showbiz perhaps akey factor in their 
friendship. But, when they declared themselves competent enough to play on 
their records (as they'd already done in their live shows, ably 
assisted from Bobby Hart's brilliantly named Candy Store Prophets), and 
were told by Don Kirschner to be good little Monkees and not tip over the 
cash cow, Nesmith famously got all Texan on Don's ass, putting his fist 
through a wall, and saying "That could have been you head." Possibly the 
first sit-down strike in Rock ‘n’ Roll, with no aid from The Musician's Union, 
was now on, and for once the four were in full agreement. The Monkees, with 
the help of former Turtles’ bass player, Chip Douglas, put together the album 
"Headquarters," an album they could truly call their own. It didn’t sell as well 
as the previous two, and took much longer to finish. The band made 
temporary peace with the idea of studio musicians, and released what many, 
including myself, consider their finest album, "Pisces, Aquarius, Capricorn 
and Jones, Ltd.," with The Monkees and Douglas playing, and Douglas 
producing. It sold better, but the TV show was cancelled after two seasons. 
The next logical step seemed to be the movies. Batman and The Munsters did 
the same thing after going off the air, but their movies read like logical 
extensions of their TV  shows...Head,The Monkees’ full-length 
feature, bombed at the box office, butis now considered a milestone in 
Psychedelic cinema. The script, such as it is, was co-written in a marathon 
pot-smoking session with their new friend, Jack Nicholson, still not a 
successful actor, and anxious to try something else. The film didn’t suffer 
from a weak supporting cast. Victor Mature, Annette Funicello, Frank Zappa 
(who “Got it" with The Monkees, and appeared in a late episode of the TV 
show), Toni Basil, Carol Doda (former stripper, best known, today, for being 
one of the first performers to admit to getting implants), Sonny Liston, Teri 
Garr, and even Tor Johnson, all made appearances in several, 
unrelated, vignettes. Nicholson is only seen, briefly, with Dennis Hopper in 
tow. The soundtrack is outstanding, and The Monkees seem to have 
successfully shaken their "Bubblegum " image, except the turned-on 
audiences, responding to Warhol-like ads that never mentioned The 
Monkees, walked out en masse when they realized who the movie's stars 
actually were. Their loss. The group would do one TV special, 33 
1/3 Revolutions Per Monkee, another tour de farce co-starring Brian Auger 
and Julie Driscoll, The Buddy Miles Express, and a great segment with Little 
Richard, Fats Domino and Jerry Lee Lewis. It still didn’t restore the band's 
credibilty, and Peter Tork would soon leave. After two LPs as a three-piece, 
Michael Nesmith would also leave to form The First National Band, 
spearheading, along with Gram Parsons and Rick Nelson, the Country Rock 
Movement. He had one contractual obligation to fulfill before leaving: A 
Kool-Ade commercial with Bugs Bunny. Surprisingly, though, the original 
group was already experiencing it's first reviving wave of popularity, this 
time, with kids, like me, who were too young to remember the group, only 
four years after their show debuted. The show was a hit with the Saturday 
morning set, and ads in comic books promising "Brand new songs" only had 
it half right. The original plan, to dub new material over the old footage, was 
deep-sixed. After one LP, the problematic "Changes", the two-piece lineup of 
Mickey and Davy called it quits, but still performed together on occasion. 
Davy, of course, starred in the (in) famous "Getting Davy Jones" episode of 
The Brady Bunch, and even proved a dead ringer for the lovely Judy Carne 
on Laugh-In. It's kind of scary. Another, proper, Monkees revival didn’t 





happen again until 1976, when Monkees reruns were being shown after 
school, and word got around that The Monkees were touring, again. Believe 
me, until Elvis died, this was the biggest news in MY school. However, it 
was an offshoot group, Dolenz, Jones, Boyce and Hart, with Keith Allison 
from Paul Revere and The Raiders on Lead Guitar, that successfully toured 
the US and Japan (where a very good live LP was released). They also 
released an album of new material that was better than anyone had a right to 
expect. But, it would be ten years until a Monkees reunion would get 
underway. In 1986, MTV did a marathon screening of the entire Monkees 
series. Response was so favorable that Dolenz, Jones and Tork were 
persuaded to go on tour as The Monkees . Nesmith refused to participate, 
ostensibly because he'd since become a millionaire on the holdings of his 
mother's (the Inventor on Liquid Paper) estate, and didn’t need the money, 
though, his primary reason, reportedly, was that he and Davy still couldn’t 
stand one another. He did a guest spot at one show in L.A., and the tour 
proved ahuge success, I saw the tour when it passed through Rangers 
Stadium in Arlington, Texas. It was primarily a Greatest Hits show, with 
Mickey Dolenz performing the outstanding B-side, "Goin' Down" and Peter 
Tork's Psych Novelty classic, "Your Auntie Grizelda,” for good measure. It 
was very entertaining, but..it left me wanting. A new album, "Pool It" was 
released, also leaving me, and probably most fans in general, wanting, though 
the group showed exquisite taste by covering "(I'd Go The) Whole Wide 
World" by Wreckless Eric (Ttough it would have been better served if sung 
by Jones instead of Dolenz). Other tours followed, including the first full- 
fledged reunion of the original four-piece. Nesmith, however, dropped out 
after a tour of The UK, but, not before doing a new album, "Just Us" and an 
accompanying TV special. Both served to raise the bar, but The Monkees 
reverted to a three-piece and continued touring sporadically. I'd heard such 
good things about recent shows, that I went to see them in 2003. By now, The 
Monkees knew their lesser hits, B-sides and album cuts had garnered a 
fervent following, and they did not disappoint (Editor's note: Credit Monkees 
reissue producer/advisor Andrew Sandoval with convincing the boys what the 
hardcore fans want to hear), Davy showed off his Cockney Music Hall 
roots, and sang an ace "She Hangs Out" and "Look Out (Here Comes 
Tomorrow)". He proved a stronger vocalist than in the past. In fact, they ALL 
did. Yep, even Peter. But, once more, he left the group, and Jones and Dolenz 
slagged it out as a duo, also doing solo gigs on the side. The three reformed, 
yet again, a few years ago. By now, tickets cost about three times what they 
did, not even 8 years earlier, and the tour didn’t play Chicago proper, With 
Jones' untimely death, the group wasted no time in getting Nesmith back in 
the fold. I rolled it around in my head for a while, and, while I knew this was 
a real rarity, somehow $100 and up for the shitty seats didn’t set well with 
me, though my friends who did go had no problem forking over the dough, 
so, I say, good on 'em. A portion of the show, of course, was done in Davy's 
memory, though their current tour, it's promised, will focus less on that 
material, which is understandable. Davy Jones was probably either your 
favorite, or least favorite Monkee, though his Anglo Pop and Music Hall 
tendencies served as the perfect foil for the Rock, Folk and Country 
sensibilities of the others. Another band benefitted artistically, if not 
personally, for similar head-butting. They were called The Ramones. 


George Lindsey - How much he felt like being "Goober" depended on his 
mood. Our friend Chris Ligon saw him at The Superman Parade in 
Metropolis, Illinois , and said, "JUDY, JUDY, JUDY!',” to which Lindsey 
replied, "Judy, Judy, Judy!" Another time a female fan in an elevator called 
him "Goober" and he sent her packing...only to find out later that she was 
Madonna. After starring as the beloved Goober character on The Andy 
Griffith Show, Lindsey fronted the spinoff, Mayberry R.F.D. as the only 
holdover from the Black and White days . The show was a big hit for about a 
year, From there , he went on to standup, Novelty records, the cast of Hee 
Haw , TV specials, and, for him, the biggest payoff of all, working with The 
Special Olympics. Still, he never got out of Goober's shadow. Even God 
probably said, "Hey, George... JUDY ! JUDY! JUDY!" 


Jon Lord - Even with the classic Hammond B3 organ, plugged directly into 
a Marshall amp, which he frequently kicked and shook around to get the most 
aggressive sound possible, Deep Purple's Jon Lord was quoted as saying he 
never got as heavy or "throaty" a sound as he was after. With a Classical 
background that served him well (particularly on a live album with The 
Royal Philharmonic Orchestra, an unheard of feat at the time, but now 
commonplace) when Deep Purple was getting established, after two very 
commercial, but enduring to this day, US Pop chart hits, Joe South's "Hush" 
(Which the group performed on Playboy After Dark) and Neil Diamond's 
"Kentucky Woman, Lord made the complicated seem that much more simple, 











and could solo til the cows came home, without sounding wank. Hearing 
Jerry Lee Lewis and Jimmy Smith showed him there were many ways to 
approach the Keyboards, and both artists directly influenced his fiery, 
sometimes violent, musical attack. Lord played in several Beat groups, until 
he found himself playing in Art Wood’s (Yes, Ron's Brother) Mod/Rn"’B 
band The Artwoods. Keef Hartley (John Mayall's Bluesbreakers) also played 
in Wood's band. The recordings they did together are excellent, but Wood 
remained, largely, a live act, seeing only limited chart action. In 1968, Deep 
Purple mk1 was formed. Described by many as an early "Progressive" group, 
The Purps really began life as a gateway drug from Psych to the "Heavy 
Metal" sounds of the better-known mk2 lineup, after original singer, Rod 
Evans (future Captain Beyond, bogus Deep Purple 1980 US Tour) and 
original Bassist, Nick Simper (last edition of Johnny Kidd and The Pirates) 
departed, after three fine albums. Powerhouse vocalist lan Gillan stepped in, 
and the band's fortunes changed considerably. "Machine Head" would prove 
one of the most influential Hard Rock records of the early 70s, while "Live in 
Japan" demonstrated The Purps at the peak of their powers, Guitarist, Ritchie 
Blackmore (ex-Outlaws, Screaming Lord Sutch) and Jon Lord combining a 
jazz like sensibilty with a make-no mistake-about it Rock-hard aggression. 
Gillan matched their strength with his own form of improvisational stylings, 
when not going directly for the jugular, with drummer lan Paice (the only 
constant member of the group, from it's formation to the present day) and 
bassist Roger Glover, proving themselves to be a rhythm that doesn’t sound 
like it's showing off, even when it IS. But by 1973, Gillan and Glover had left 
the band, to be replaced by David Coverdale and Glen Hughes. In 1975, 
Blackmore also split, to be replaced by Tommy Bolin (ex-James Gang, Billy 
Cobham) a highly respected talent in the Jazz/Rock Fusion vein, but not 
everyone was convinced. When asked about the resultant LP, "Come Taste 
The Band,” Blackmore proclaimed that "Deep Purple have become a Funk 
band." By 1976, Deep Purple split up, and Tommy Bolin was dead from an 
overdose of heroin, exacerbated by cocaine, barbiturates and alcohol. John 
Lord went from Deep Purple to the short-lived Paice, Ashton and Lord, 
featuring lan Paice and Tony Ashton (Family, Ashton, Gardner and Dyke). 
From there, he went on to join Whitesnake. Uh, no, I don't mean the MTV 
Hair Metal Whitesnake. Whitesnake started out in the Late 70s as the first 
major Deep Purple offshoot band (Barring, of course, Blackmore's Rainbow), 
with a lineup that originally included former DP members Jon Lord and Jan 
Paice, as well as the only constant in their much later, more successful 
incarnation (In The US), David Coverdale, supplemented by Rock/Blues 
Guitarist, Mickey Moody . Whitesnake toured the states, supporting Jethro 
Tull, in 1980. Unfortunately, this was the only time I saw Jon Lord play. In 
1984, after lan Gillan had served a short stint with Black Sabbath, the 
"Classic" Deep Purple mk2 lineup announced that they were reforming, with 
immediate recording and performing plans in view. I was one of the only 
guys in my dorm, at the time, who didn’t think Heavy Metal was the alpha 
and the omega of the universe, and was still recovering from being the only 
employee over 18 working in a pizza kitchen...and, so, at the time, I only 
found the prospect of a Deep Purple reunion moderately interesting, at best. 
If | picked up a Kerrang at all in those days, it was to read about non-Metal 
bands like Hanoi Rocks, who were about to meet a sad, sad fate. Years later, I 
started listening to The Purps again. The first reunion LP, "Perfect Strangers, 
I found a real yawn, but then, look at what they were up against, Quiet Riot, 
Ratt, Motley Crue, Def Leppard, Dokken...They'd put out another double 
album in 1988, "Nobody's Perfect" that still conveys the raw energy and 
instrumental finesse of "Made in Japan" and many other live albums, 
authorized or not, that would turn up over the years. I didn’t actually see 
Deep Purple until 2004, and this is where my ignorance comes shining 
through. I didn’t know that Jon Lord had left the band, this time, for good, 
two years earlier, to be replaced by Don Airey (who'd played with Rainbow, 
Whitesnake and Black Sabbath). Damned if he wasn’t REAL good, too, but 
he knows who the Guvn’or was. 


George Jones-There's only so much that needs to be said about George 
Jones. The term "Larger than Life,” posthumously, as well as in his time, 
immediately come to mind. Inconsistency does too, but even that would 
become part of the legend. Jones was notorious for missing shows, earning 
him the nickname "No Show Jones,” which became a running gag among 
fans, and even George, himself. He and Merle Haggard even did a humorous 
duet by that name, name dropping other Country stars, and, best of all, a good 
third-person reference, George : "Tammy (Wynette) had some kind of excuse, 
she divorced George Jones!." George, like so many others, idolized and 
emulated Hank Williams. But unlike many, he had a chance to meet him 
before he turned pro, to show him how much he could sing like him. Hank 


took him aside and said, "You've got to find your own sound. When I was 
younger, I wanted to sing just like Roy Acuff. Until 1 found out, they've 
already got a Roy Acuff!.” A few years later, Jones worked opposite a young 
Elvis Presley on the legendary Louisiana Hayride. When asked if he liked 
Elvis, Jones said, "Yes, very much, as a person. But I was a Hank Williams 
fan. I didn’t much understand what he was doing, at the time, but! grew to 
love his music, too." Jones was known for knockin' the Rock, perhaps only 
because in the early 60s, Country was having a bit of a dry spell. Ronnie 
Dawson told me about seeing George Jones, backstage at "The Big "D" 
Jamboree" in Dallas, “wearing a western suit, bottle of whiskey in his hand, 
saying ‘Country's comin' back ! It's gonna knock the Hell outta Rock n Roll!, 
but I didn’t know, at the time, that he had been ‘Thumper Jones,’ and had cut 
a lot of Rockabilly sides..” That he did. Jones got his start with killer 
Rockabilly sides like "Revenooer Man', "Who Shot Sam,” "You Gotta Be My 
Baby" and, of course, the hit that quickly became a standard, "White 
Lightnin’.". He also cut one of the rawest (Forgive me, Mike Stax.) 
Rockabilly sides, EVER, "Rock It.” Later hits like "The Race is On,” "Love 
Bug,” "I'm a People" and the fluke 70's Rockabilly killer, "(Nothing Ever 
Hurt Me Half as Bad as) Losing You " still had The Rock, Jones went from 
appearing on the celebrated Ranch Party TV program to sharing a bill in 
1965 in San Antonio with a still-hungry Rolling Stones. As with Elvis, 
George eventually "got it" with The Stones, and appreciated their deep 
respect for Country music. As predicted, Country did start picking up steam 
again (Through no small effort on the part of The Ormond Bros, who 
gave George Jones a sizeable amount of screen time in their 1965 movie, 
"Forty Acre Feud"), Though all this, however, George was as famous for his 
drunken excesses as he was for having one of the finest voices in Country 
music. At first, he just seemed like a young man, sowing his wild oats 
(soaking them in whiskey to ensure a fruitful harvest.). His long-suffering 
first manager, "Pappy" Daily, famously told him, after several botched gigs, 
"George, I go out of my way to get you a $3000 booking, and you go and 
flush it all down the toilet!,” to which he meekly replied, "Pappy, that's a 
goddamned lie. It weren’t but $1800.” George Jones earned a reputation for 
being a great song stylist and a vocalist who could take on the best of them, 
and win, but he was also becoming known as an increasingly difficult, 
troubled man. There were no interventions, no rehab. There was AA, but that 
was viewed as something "for alcoholics, not drunks.” For years, he missed 
shows, showed up drunk, but when he was focused, he could do no wrong. 
After years of running to and from the bottle, Jones publically declared his 
sobriety, It seemed to stick, too, there was no talk of missed gigs, or erratic 
behavior on stage...that is, until | saw him for the first time. Though he sang 
beautifully, when he chose to, he spent a good portion of the show standing 
too far from the microphone to be heard, then yelling at the soundman when 
the mike would feed back, because he tried to turn it up high enough to make 
Jones' voice audible. I really thought Jones was just having an extremely bad 
night. But a few months later, he almost lost his life when his vehicle 
crashed, and it was later determined that he'd been drunk at the wheel. He 
publically admitted that he had fallen off the wagon, but it seemed like the 
severity of the situation was like a second chance to take back his life, his 
career, and, most of all, the trust of his fans, When he played at The Chicago 
Country Music Festival, he must have known that several of us were at the 
previous Chicago show, and he more than made up for that disappointment. 
Bottom line, it was great to have George back, in great spirits, looking good 
and singing as well as ever. And, somewhere, at a great reunion in Hillbilly 
Heaven, he's still doing the same. 


Elaine Mulqueen-Elaine Mulqueen started her career in the guise of 
“Pandora,” the blonde-bouffant-ed, go-go dress-wearing harlequintessential 
Chicago kiddie show Hostess on The Mulqueens, a truly D.L.Y. program 
created by she and her loving husband, Jack Mulqueen, who did double 
duties behind the camera as director, and in front of it, manning the simple, 
but effective, puppets. The show was not a big hit, despite having been 
visited upon by the likes of Bozo The Clown, the Kiddie Show King of 
Chicago (The Mulqueens started on Bozo’s Circus). But second time's the 
charm, and Elaine loaned her charming persona as Pandora to an all-new 
Rock n Roll children's dance party program, Kiddie-A-Go-Go in 1966, also 
created by Jack and Elaine Mulqueen. The show's importance can not be 
underestimated, It was the ONLY Rn’’R TV show in Chicagoland at the 
time, which meant that major touring acts were just as eager to be on the 
program as local favorites like The Shadows of Knight and The New Colony 
Six. Kiddie-A- Go-Go was basically an American Bandstand for the younger 
set. Kids would dance to the hits of the day, singers and bands would mime to 
their newest releases, and "Pandora" would sometimes dredge up a "Mouldy 








Oldie" (never TOO old, so the children could remember it). Another popular 
feature was a pie chart with a spinning dial that would land on the names of 
various popular dances, so the kids would have to stay, literally, "on their 
toes,” when Elaine would call out a sudden change in the dance party fare. 
Elaine was very good with children and could even keep up with them! Soon, 
the show was a hit, and Elaine became a local celebrity. The "Kiddie-A-Go 
Go" theme was also released as a 45 by local Garage band, The Males (who, 
at one time included temporary Chicago resident, Ted Nugent, and The 
Hawk, from The Shadows of Knight and Bangor Flying Circus. Contrary to 
rumor, however, neither one of them appeared on the record). The Males 
handled vocal duties on the "A" side, while Elaine sang on a somewhat 
different, more keyboard-heavy version of the same song, with different 
lyrics. It's a great record, though it reportedly killed The Males’ credibility on 
the Teen Club circuit. They were said to have refused sarcastic requests for 
the song in their live show. It's still a solid slab of teen punkeroo, but with 
lyrics strictly for the preteen crowd. Elaine's vocals, not surprisingly, didn’t 
sound very punk. Neither did Moe Tucker's. The two known surviving full 
episodes of the program (more footage has surfaced recently) feature a short 
film of The Cowsills' "The Rain, The Park and Othe Things” and The New 
Colony Six performing the Garage/Pop classic" I Lie Awake,” still wearing 
their Revolutionary Army costumes and Basil Rathbone-as-Richard III 
hairdos. The kids had their work cut out for them, with the song's strange 
tempo changes, but they managed to stay with the beat as much as possible. 
The show went off the air in 1968, with The Mulqueens retiring from 
television to try to start a family of their own. Elaine loved the children on 
their show, but hosting a Kiddie program, Monday thru Friday, proved to be 
stressful, mentally, as well as physically .The couple were heartbroken to 
learn that they would not be able to have children, but they still had each 
other, and that's the way it would stay, with Mr. and Mrs. Mulqueen side by 
side until Elaine passed away in early 2012. After TV the couple would go on 
to enter a new venture, hosting big movie memorabilia shows, but a decline 
in Elaine's health, and the rise of ebay, ended that ongoing project. I met 
Elaine Mulqueen at one of The Mulqueen's memorabilia shows and she was 
delighted when I told her I'd sent my friend, Bill Shute, a copy of the two 
Kiddie-A-Go-Go shows, and his daughter Kendra, would dance around the 
room, nonstop, whenever it came on. The line would, indeed, continue.....in 
more ways than one. Chic-A-Go-Go, Chicago Cable Access' all ages Dance 
Party, Produced by Roctober editor, Jake Austen and his wife, Jackie Stewart, 
debuted in 1996, and has gone full steam ahead, ever since, with programs 
like Ghoul-A- Go-Go and Pancake Mountain following in their lead. Chicago 
has lost one of her favorite Children's Television personalities, and in my 
humble opinion, The Queen of Chicago Daytime TV, NOT ol' 
whatshername. But her example will continue to lead the way. The Queen is 
Gone. Long Live The Queen. 


Johnny Perez- Johnny Perez was the original drummer for The Sir Douglas 
Quintet, and continued playing with them, in various incarnations, well into 
the 80s. The Anglo/Chicano comprised, San-Antonio-based Sir Douglas 
Quintet formed in 1964, taking their decidedly un-Texan sounding name, to 
attempt, unsuccessfully, to pass for one of the new crop of British Invasion 
groups. In fact, producer Huey Meaux, "The Crazy Cajun,” insisted the band 
be photographed in silhouette, lest the public learn the British Invasion angle 
was a put-on. Their Tex-Mex stomp, with smatterings of Cajun and Country, 
could never be mistaken for ANYTHING conceived across the pond. Still, 
their first big hit, the infectious "She's About a Mover"(1965), was singled 
out for co-opting The Beatles, specifically "She's a Woman"(with shades of 
Ray Charles' “What'd I Say"), when, in reality, The SDQ had cut the very 
similar "Sugar Bee” before “She's a Woman” was even released. At any rate, 
The Beatles quickly copped to being Sir Douglas Quintet fans (Ringo cutting 
Mover" many years later), as did Bob Dylan, who forged a life long 
friendship with frontman Doug Sahm, recording and occasionally performing 
with him. Huey P. Meaux claimed he hit on the SDQ formula after knocking 
his brains out, listening to every then-available Beatle record, trying to 
discover the real secret of their success. He eventually sussed that “The 
reason it works is, it's like a Cajun Two-Step. It's that simple." And he 
KNEW his boys could beat the lads from Liverpool at THAT game. The 
deceptively simple-sounding drums of Johnny Perez, coupled with the 
Maracca-shakin' daddy Frank Morin (who doubled on Sax), provided the 
_ necessary beat that could compete with The British Invasion, but on their 
| own terms. The band soon went on to open for one of their heroes, James 
Brown, who was noticeably moved by what these White and Brown Brothers 
from Texas were putting down. They also performed "Mover" on The Ed 
Sullivan Show, Hullaballoo, Shindig!, and others. Even though not one damn 


track recorded for Meaux could be called a clunker (as the super-rare 
collector's item, "Best of The Sir Douglas Quintet," and subsequent re-issues, 
bear out), a logical follow up wasn’t happening, save for the lesser hit, "The 
Rains Came.” The band went through several personnel changes, with the 
core lineup of Sahm, Perez, and keyboardist extraordinaire, Augie Meyers, 
eventually parting ways. Sahm relocated to San Francisco, following a drug 
bust (he once noted that he evaded another bust when a cop, who found that 
he was holding, and handcuffed him to a parking meter. Another Officer 
proclaimed, "YOU CAN'T ARREST THAT MAN!!! HE'S SAM THE 
SHAMI!". But Doug had had his fill, and joined an exodus to San 
Francisco that included Steve Miller, Janis Joplin, Powell St. John, Chet 
Helms, and, briefly, The 13th Floor Elevators. On the upside, longhairs and 
Rock bands weren’t frequently harassed and incited to fight (Johnny Perez, a 
former Golden Gloves boxer, was very protective of his bandmates), as they 
were in Texas. On the downside, Flower Power would soon be replaced by 
bullshit drugs like Meth, STP, and Heroin. Sahm recorded the second LP 
under The Sir Douglas Quintet banner, "Honky Blues,” without any other 
members of the classic lineup. It veered from the Rn’B of The Blue Note in 
San Antonio, where the original Quintet got their start, to the Avant Jazz 
freakouts exemplified by Ft. Worth's own Omette Coleman. It wasn’t entirely 
uncommercial, it just lacked the magic of the core lineup. In Late 1968, Sahm 
regrouped with Meyers, Perez, and Morin, and new bassist, Harvey 
Kagan, signing with Mercury (A two-fer with Blue Cheer), and recorded their 
next smash hit single, Mendocino,” and the outstanding LP of the same 
name. They performed the song on Playboy After Dark, all the good-natured 
rawness of the early days still intact. The band also recorded "Together after 
Five,” "1+1+1 + 4,” and the superb swansong outing,”The Return of Doug 
Saldana." Parting company with Doug Sahm, The Quintet became known as 
just that, recording an elusive, but reputedly very good, album, "Future 
Tense" . The Sir Doug-less Quintet also recorded an LP with Gene Vincent 
(called, simply, "Gene Vincent") in 1970. The album deserves better than the 
rep that precedes it, but The Quintet provided sympathetic backing, though 
Gene had his misgivings about some of the arrangements. 1975 saw the 
release of the excellent two-sider, “I'm Not That Kat Anymore" b/w "Roll 
With The Punches,” on, of all labels, Casablanca. It signalled a real return to 
form, but after releasing two small label Live LPs, "Reunion of The Cosmic 
Brothers" (With Freddy Fender and Roky Erickson) in 1975, and “Live 
Love" in 1977, The Sir Douglas Quintet would not release new studio 
recording until 1981, when their influence on younger "New Wave" 
musicians like Joe "King" Carrasco (who had already recorded with Augie, 
and co-written "Federales,” "Buena" and”Pachuco Hop" with Johnny Perez. 
The former two are still staples in Carrasco's set, with the reformed Joe 
"King" Carrasco and The Crowns, and in Puerto Vallarta, Mexico, where he 
owns a restaurant and bar called Nacho Daddy), Elvis Costello, and probably 
even The B-52's, was becoming well-known. Two strong comeback LPs, 
"Border Wave" and “Quintessence.” featuring Sahm, Meyers, Perez, Old 
School Country Artist Alvin Crow, and longtime Roky Erickson bassist, 
Speedy Sparks, found fans and critics on the same side of the fence, saying, 
“The Sir Douglas Quintet is BACK!". This lineup appeared on Austin City 
Limits, Fridays, The Midnight Special, and others. By the mid-80s, however, 
they were performing only sporadically, Perez eventually moving to Los 
Angeles, starting his own Skyline Studio, where he recorded the likes of 
Jackson Browne, T-Bone Burnette, and old SDQ associate, Bob Dylan. He 
also branched out as a jazz drummer in and around Los Angeles. His 
drummer seat would be filled by the likes of Mike Buck (LeRoi Bros., 
Fabulous Thunderbirds, Teddy and The Tall Tops ) and Ernie Durawa (Texas 
Tornados, from their inception to the present). Both Buck and Durawa 
played, along with Speedy Sparks, in various lineups of Roky Erickson's 
band. Doug Gifford, from Creedence Clearwater Revival, also played in a 
later version of the band, which recorded their last studio album in 1998. 
Doug Sahm passed away in 1999, but former members of the group still, 
briefly, played out under The Sir Douglas Quintet banner, a revamped Texas 
Tornados, featuring Augie Meyer, Flaco Jiminez, Doug Sahm's Son, Shawn 
Sahm, and Ernie Durawa, laid to waste all doubts that the band couldn’t cut it 
without Doug Sahm and the late Freddy Fender. They're still there, every 
time the band plays. So is Johnny. These men were not just bandmates, they 
were friends. Amigos De Musica. Augie Meyers: “He was 67 years old, and 
now he's gone...1 just talked to Johnny for about 20 minutes, shortly before it 
happened. Joe "King" Carrasco, Shawn Sahm and I went down to California. 
There wasn’t a memorial. He was cremated, and we scattered his ashes over 
The Pacific Ocean. I remember, Johnny and me, we had a lot of great times. 
We toured all over the world together, and got to see a lot of things most 











people will never get to see, and most of all, we had FUN.” 





Reg Presley — The lead singer for the seminal (some would say, only) British 
60s Garage Punk band for nearly 50 years, The Troggs, died, with his family 
at his side, after a mercifully short series of major debilitating illnesses. He'd 
suffered a stroke in 2011, but was back on the stage in a matter of months. 
The next year, Presley was diagnosed with lung cancer, and it was then that 
he finally had to say goodbye to his work and to his fans. When I had the 
pleasure of interviewing Reg in 2000 (we were introduced by latter day UK 
TV Documentarian and Roctobermate, Austin Vince), he explained that there 
was no reason to retire The Troggs, as they still thoroughly enjoyed 
performing, and being in one another's company. It was plain to see, this was 
a life's work. As a matter of fact, The Troggs are still booked solid to the end 
of this year, with guest vocalist, Chris Allen(and Denny Laine, The 
Commitments, and a latter day version of The Animals). No one could truly 
take Reg Presley's place but he did give the others the green light to Carry On 
Troggin'. It may seem terribly wrong, like The Stones without Jagger, but 
those guys have to eat, too. Besides, as James Porter put it, should a nuclear 
holocaust occur, only cockroaches and English bands will survive. Years 
before there was an Elvis Costello, the man who had the cheek to call himself 
Reg Presley (nee Reginald Maurice Ball) went from laying bricks in his 
native Andover (South England) to laying the foundation for Punk. The 
Troggs, formed in 1964, and quickly approached producer Larry Page, who 
was having his first big wave of success with The Kinks, with a four song 
demo, Page liked what he heard, but told the band to return in one year's 
time. He probably knew his relationship with The Kinks would go sour (he 
was right), and he'd need another earthy, primitive outfit like The Troggs to 
fill the gap . As Ray Davies put it, “I ran into Larry Page, later, and he said, 
“Hey, cock, I've got a new band. They remind me quite a bit of you lot, in the 
early days. They're called The Troggs!’ So, Larry got HIS!"In 1966 The 
Troggs recorded their first single, "Lost Girl" b/w “The Yella in Me,” whicj 
did nothing. “I remember, they were going to play it on Radio Luxembourg,” 
recalled Presley, “but I stayed up so late, waiting too hear it, I fell asleep 
before it came on.” A rescue was in order in the form of a demo from 
American songwriter Chip Taylor. The song, called “Wild Thing,” had 
already flopped for showband, The Wild Ones. The band decided it was 
worth the risk. “I figured it was going to be either a monster hit, or go 
absolutely nowhere,” Reg later commented. He was still laying bricks when 
“Wild Thing" debuted on English radio. A co-worker, not knowing it was 
Reg singing, said, “If that song's not in the charts, next week, I'll eat my 
brush!". The next week it was # 7, and Reg had to turned in his notice. “Wild 








Thing,” of course, went on to be one of the biggest selling rock anthems, 
ever, and the Hell of it was, they went on to prove, time and again, that it 
wasn’t even their best song. Even choosing a To 10 would prove incredibly 
difficult, as the band went from strength to strength, not always hittin’ it, but 
delivering quality goods, more often than not. 1966 would have been their 
year in America, as many of the British Invasion band were beginning to fall 
out of favor, and they had something new, but the group were unable to get 
their Visas sorted out. Bogus Troggs, reportedly, took advantage of the 
situation. I knew a woman who went to see one such band in Suburban 
Chicago in '66. When she went to the box office to demand a refund, she was 
told,” “Of course, it's The Troggs! It says so on their bass drum!" It would be 
a whole year before they could tour the states, by which time, they'd released 
their second, and final, major US smash hit, the decidedly more subdued 
“Love is All Around.” The band proved as crafty with a ballad as with a 
rocker, and they hit the road with The Who, even performing a stellar triple 
bill of The Troggs, The Who and The MCS, who'd learned a great deal from 
both bands, even retooling “I Want You" into “I Want You Right Now,” 
which was certainly close enough in content to warrant legal action, which 
wouldn't happen for decades. Jimi Hendrix would famously perform “Wild 
Thing" at The Monterrey Pop Festival, keeping the song in the American 
consciousness, but after '67 The Troggs would focus on Britain and The 
Continent, occasionally charting elsewhere. The fluke # 1 South African hit, 
"Feels Like a Woman" in 1970 is considered, by many, to be Freakbeat's last 
stand (If you discount The Equals“ I Can See But You Don't Know"). The 
band were summoned to play Capetown, at once. Upon learning that the 
audience would be segregated, divided by a wall, with Whites on one side, 
Blacks on the other, Presley demanded the wall come down at once, and the 
races be allowed to mix, or the band wouldn’t play. He got his way. The 
record, itself, is the heaviest thing the band ever recorded . Heavier, arguably, 
than even producer/engineer Roger Bain's then-recent success, Black 
Sabbath. For years, The Troggs had been dogged by censors, who'd had a 
field day with sexually driven numbers like "Gonna Make You,” “I Want 
You,” and, most especially, "I Can't Control Myself,” not so much, it seems, 
for the reference to low-hung hip-hugger slacks, as the opening 
exclamation,”"OQOOHHHHHH, NOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!,” purportedly the sound 
of an orgasm (Does ANYONE say”Oooohhh, NO!" before they get their 
nut?). “They wanna ban a nursery rhyme, let 'em,” Reg intoned, "I'll give ‘em 
something to REALLY ban!!!,” though it wasn’t until 1973 that he really 
pulled out all the stops. “Strange Movies" was written after Reg passed an 
Adult theatre on his way home, one night. Released as a single, despite the no 
holds barred account of a young man seeing a Porno film, getting wild ideas, 
and trying them out on his girlfriend and the couples they knew. Mission 
accomplished. The Troggs did perform a neutered version of The Midnight 
Special as part of David Bowie's 1980 Floor Show, an even that still packs a 
punch. Lesser controversies surrounded "Summertime" (“She can't stop me 
from F-F-F-F-F-F- Feeling.") and an audacious reading of "Good Vibrations” 
(" L..1 like the clothes she almost wears..."). When Punk started making 
inroads in The UK and abroad, The Troggs were rightfully held aloft as true 
forebears. They recorded a monster Punk version of the Ricky Nelson/Johnny 
and Dorsey Burnette Rockabilly classic “Just a Little Too Much" on the Punk 
imprint, Raw Records (which also released the Downliners Sect's savage 
“Showbiz,” and a pretty sweet reissue of The Creation's "Making Time"). 
Here in the states, they recorded a stompin’ live album at New York's fabled 
Max's Kansas City, though an arguably better set from the Whiskey-a-Go-Go 
during the same period turned up as a bootleg. When Punk was but a blip in 
the rear view mirror, The Troggs would find favor on the Garage scene, and 
even with the latter day Mods. However, Don Craine from The Downliners 
Sect told me, "The Troggs and The Sect have been playing these Mod events, 
lately. We both get complaints that we don't sound enough like our records in 
The 60s!" I told him that if either of you sounded any more like your records 
in The 60s they'd have to announce that the US is entering Cambodia 
between sets. Reg seemed to have it all, a band still very much in demand as 
a live attraction, his marriage to his wife, Brenda, still strong nearing the 50 
year mark, and a new career, documenting his fascination with, and vast 
knowledge of, UFOs and crop circles. He told me, without a hint of irony, 
that he did, very much, believe in UFOs, and had, in fact, seen several. He'd 
already had several TV specials under his belt on the subject, by the time we 
met. He also released a book on the subject, 'Wild Things They Don't Tell 
Us. Was ’Wild Thing,” in itself, an albatross? | didn’t get that vibe from him. 
The Troggs had released a Reggae version (featured in the movie, Something 
Wild), a version based on Sam Kinison's hit remake, and one with a very 
drunk Oliver Reed, while Reg revived it with both Suzi Quatro and the 

































considerably lesser known Cindy Jackson. Reg, who had never told his 
grandson that he sang the original hit version, was amazed to learn he knew 
the song, anyway. He also really dug that I told him about seeing Animal 
from The Muppets singing it when I was a kid. Reg, and Trogs 
Chris Britton, are, without a doubt, right up there at the top, as favorite 
interviews go. Both were informative, hilarious, and as pleasant as could be 
Reg asked me nearly as many questions as I asked him, the mark of a studied 
interviewee. It hurts me to my heart that we never did meet again, in this 
lifetime, but I feel extremely fortunate that I got to visit with, moreso than 
interview, Reg Presley, as I did. He was one of the true gentlemen of Rock 
n’’ 'Roll, and his work will continue to be rediscovered for generations to 
come. Reg Presley's funeral was attended by Chip Taylor, Noddy Holder 
from Slade, Bruce Welch from The Shadows, and, of course, many others 








guitarist 








Jimmy Wright-Jimmy Wright was still in his teens when he joined the 
popular Durant, OK band, The Mutineers. In 1964, the band would relocate 
to Dallas, changing their name to The Five Americans, raking in 
several charting singles and national TV appearances, something no other 
Texas-based band could do in the face of The British Invasion. Their first hit 
record, the screamin’, foot-in-ass Garage Punker, "I See The Light,” stood in 
stark contrast to their clean-cut image, perhaps, but it was a tuff, defiant 
sound that struck a chord with teens, and quickly spawned one of the 
strongest debut LPs from an American Garage band in the Mid-60s. On the 
LP of the same name, the band successfully incorporated RnB, Ballads and 
Pop with an urgency all their own, and Wright's beat kept all those sounds 
coherent and energetic. The band could do no wrong, soon following up with 
another hit, “Evol Not Love," some of the finest Garage Pop this side of The 
New Colony Six. Their second album, "Western Union” would find them 
flirting more with Pop, and doing far less Soul-shouting, but all four of their 
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LPs (the last, "Now and Then," being a 2-LP set) have their fair share of 
highlights. The band hit paydirt with the title track. Though sometimes 
mistaken for a Monkees cut (not to it's detriment), the song proved 
untouchable, but also a tough act to follow. Similar themes ("Zip Code,” “No 
Communication") aimed at grabbing the golden goose egg, but while the 
group charted a 
shattering impac 









in, they would never match “Western Union” and its 
The Five Americans carried on, sometimes displaying a 
Psychedelic influence. Their third album, ”Progressions,” was somewhat less 
Pop-oriented, though it contained "Zip Code,” the hit that should have been. 
The band released several 45s on Abkor records, often pressed on gold vinyl. 
“The Source" b/w”Generation Gap" displayed the underground/Psych 
influence running rampant through Texas. "Now and Then" contained a 
possibly superior remake of “I See The Light,” with traces of Hard Rock and 
Blues Rock, not to mention Light Psych, but all in all, it remains an update on 
their past Pop successes, less constrained by the pressure to score another hit 
record. The band was joined by Bobby Rambo, previously a Rockabilly 
Guitarist with his brother, Gene in Dallas, when The Big "D" was in it's 
heyday. Keyboard player, John Durrill would join The Ventures, and band 
leader Mike Rabon, would later strike out on his own with groups like 
Choctaw. In 1969, The Five Americans called it a day, but would reform to 
play a benefit show at The Hard Rock Cafe in Dallas in 1988, which I missed 
by one year, having moved from Dallas to Chicago. Mike Rabon reassembled 
the surviving members of the group a few years back (bassist, Jim Grant 
passed away in 2004, and guitarist, Norman Ezell also expired in 2010), and 
evidence on You Tube proved The Five Americans still had it. But with 
Jimmy no longer there with the big beat to make you move your feet, it 
would seem their second chance at being the band to beat is over. But THIS 
Little Old Band From Texas had the spark, and made their mark. 
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MASKED ROCK UPDATES 
Attic Ted — Theatrical puppet-head art rock from Texas. 

Daft Punk — Robotic Francs are the first masked band to fattemot a coup on 
pop music to become the #1 act on earth in years. EDM loves helmets 








ans with Guns — Day of the Dead skull-masked DJ act. 
Midnight - Faceless/masked black heavy metal master i 
Night Raiders —1968 house band at NC beach music club Jim Thornton's. 
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Phantom Scars — Garage trash with a skimasked frontman 


Pussy Riot — In many ways this Russian radical collective may be the most 
important masked band ever. When I first heard of them they seemed hard to 
believe, not only because of their name and their very persecution at the 
hands of the government, but because the scant video footage that existed 
made them sound so punk rock perfect and because one (Nadezhda)was so 
fashion model beautiful (even masked). But their ridiculous prison term the 
feminist protest punks were burdened with for performing their “Punk 
Prayer” in an orthodox church, makes them realer than almost any masked 
rockers before. And their masks provided a legal defense for some and a 














chance for solidarity for the non-snitching martyrs. A documentary, countless 
protests, and other things have followed, but what really needs to happen is a 
proper vinyl release of their seven post-riot grrl/Oi-ish should-be classics. 





Monika Roscher - German indie lass has donned R. Kelly-esque mask. 
Royal Arche Blaspheme - Corpse-painted Black Metal from Joisey. 
Sacreligious Impalement - Finnish Black Metal superheroes 
Squarepusher - UK electronica dude with a laptop on his face. 

Teen Anal Terrorists - Damaged primitive electronic music, with vague 
imagery that implies maskedness. 

The Town That Dreaded Sundown - 1976 horror flick where a masked 
Phantom Killer at one point kills a victim by attaching a knife to her 
trombone’s slide and plays her to death. 

The Tsunamis - AWESOME masked lady rockers. 


White Panda - Panda masked Chicago/LA dance music duo, 









Ben Bolt & the Nuts “Mechanical Man” - 
Jackson's “Dancing Machine.” Genuinely wacky. 
Compressorhead - Germany’s honest to god actual robot band rocks 
hard. Check out compressorheadband.com to link to Ramones cover. 


1966 precursor to the 








Jamie Horton “Robot Man” - This 1959 R&B tune about dating a robot 
was recorded 6 years after the former Gayla Peevy debuted at 10 with “I 
Want a Hippopotamus for Christmas.” Connie Francis covered this. 
Robotic Pirate Monkey - Electronica trio. 


MIDGET ROCK UPDATES 
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TINY MIKE — World’s Smallest Stee) Guitar 
Player. Star of Radio, TV, and Records, 
MONKEY ROCK UPDATE 
Ape Skull -Italian heavy psyche band/ Mighty Accordian Band: see LP! 











Sammy also met the Hammer Horror dudes. 


ONE MAN BAND UPDATES 


Benjamin Franklin Dixon - Circa 1890 St. Louis, African American 2- 
fingered 1MB had a rig to play harp, harmonica, horn, brass & snare drums, 
triangles bells & pipes. He 8 fingers when a rival suitor dynamited him. 
Lewis Floyd Henry — London busking 1MB with blues and Hendrix vibes.- 
Becky Lee and Drunkfoot — AZ-based “One Woman Renegade Riot Girl 
Band.” is traditional blues 1 MB, playing guitar & foot pedal drums. 

J.D Short (aka Jellyjaw Short) — St 
musician who collaborated with many 





Louis, via Mississippi, Delta-blues 
important groups and musicians 
(including Honeyboy Edwards) in the 20s and 30s, but had a longer career as 
a IMB. Apparently had his balls shot of by Henry “Mule” Townsend. 
HARVEY THOMAS Washington State custom guitar maker who created the 
legendary Thomas three-necked guitar, used in his wild IMB “Harvey 
Thomas and the Infernal Music Machine.” He played bass and foot- 
controlled rhythm simultaneously, and released a single around 1967. 
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The ABC&D of Boogie Woogie “Live in Paris,” Ben Waters 
“Boogie4Stu” (Eagle) This quartet is made up of the A, B, & D of 
German boogie piano master Axel Zwingenberger, British piano 
prodigy Ben Waters, and British stand-up bass veteran Dave 
Green. But for many audience members filling the Parisian 
nightclub Duc Des Lombards for the weeklong engagement in 
2010, it was the C that drew them there, Rolling Stones drummer 
Charlie Watts. Considering that the advertising was relatively 
honest ("Boogie Woogie" is in their name, for Pinetop's sake!), 
folks knew what they were getting, but hardcore Stones fans who 
showed up that didn't dig old time rent party jazz may have been 
left cold.,.maybe. Then again, Watts gets to swing pretty hard on a 
special drum showcase, some of the vocal numbers, particularly 
"Route 66," are pretty rooted in the skiffle and the skifflier side of 
early Brit blues rock that set the stage for the Stones, and their 
slinky version of "St. Louis Blues” is pretty hep no matter what 
your bag is. Basically, this remarkable collection of cool, classy 
classics by Big Joe Turner, W.C. Handy, Dr. John and others, and 
originals so perfectly by the boogie woogie numbers it seems hard 
to claim them as original, is such a joy that you won't be bothered 
by the absence of the strutting or stumbling Watts' day job 
frontman and guitarist are known for (and you won't be bothered 
by their not being a frontman or a guitarist, for that matter). Also 
perhaps appeasing Stones fans even more is that 3/4 of this band 
played on Waters’ stellar 2011 album "Boogie 4 Stu,” a tribute to 
Stones founder (and Waters former bandmate) lan Stewart, which 
featured every member of the Rolling Stones in some capacity 
The jazz treatments of songs and styles associated with the late 
Stones road manager, longtime piano man, and boogie woogie 
enthusiast features brilliant covers of blues, jazz, and R&B 
numbers made famous by Jimmy Yancey, Ray Charles, Sam 
Cooke, and Bob Dylan (who sounds like R&B source material 
once Mick lends his voice and harp to it). While it is not as 
marvelous and energetic as the lively live album Waters recorded 
with his alphabet rockers in Old Paree, it is probably the best 
Stones album in a quarter century 

The Abe Lincoln Story “What Time Is _ It?!” 
(soulpunkswing.com) Upbeat ditties that sound like a fun-loving 
tweaker gloriously failing to season of 
Schoolhouse Rock songs with themes like “Fuck the Future,” 
“Getting Naked,” and “Play Marco Polo.” Produced by two of out 











compose a new 


favorite people in the world (the Millionaire, owner of some of 
Sammy Davis Jr’s clothes, and Kristian Hoffman, who helped 
Lance Loud, Klaus Nomi, and that reality show powdered wig 
glam opera singer make their musical visions come alive) and 
featuring both the funky and the punky, this will be bigger than 
any other Abe Lincoln-themed project this decade! 

Abstract Artimus “My Wild Dreams” (Dire Life) Artimus 
continues to make crunching, boogie/southern/mighty classic rock 
that somehow comes off as functional dance music. The discos 
will be a lot hairier and smellier if these musical manifestos start 
the revolution they are gunning for. 

A Clever Con “Mannequin Love Pat =I” 
(facebook.com/aclevercon) If Kim Cartrell was a come-to-life 
mannequin and these alterna-mucksters were near her, she'd hold 
still and hope they'd go away 

Act Rights "Sweat Equity"(Tonequake) Askew energetic Go 
Wave funky strangeness from these awesome Austinites. I'm a big 
supporter of rights for all acts, thanks to this advocacy! 

Action Swingers “Miserable Life” b/w “Losing My Cool” (Total 
Punk) The A-side sounds like the Mummies trying to go goth and 
gloriously failing and the B-side sounds like aging teenagers 
trying to create a “Pushing To Hard” for the 21" Century while 
playing their instruments in the back of a moving van and eating 
Cocoa Puffs without milk...and succeeding! In adiditon to Mr 
Action Swinger himself, Ned Hayden, there are some All-Stars 
involved (a dinosaur’s son, a monkey of velvet, a baby cat 
available at no cost, and Johan Fucking Kugelberg) but this is not 
about ego or names, it’s about anonymous rock n roll slop bucket 
conjuration, So flawed it’s goddamn near perfect! 

A Fragile Tomorrow “be nice and be careful” (Piewillie) Rootsy 
powerpop that’s so sweet that I can not, in good conscience, 
recommend this to diabetics. But to everyone else, | endorse these 
fragility foreseers wholeheartedly 

Akron “Voyage of Exploration” Name yourself after a Midwest 
working class city and set up expectations of heartland bar rock 
But shit, if I was stuck in the rust belt I'd rather take a trip by 
hearing this weirdo, exotica, space genie, astral astral riding, 
spiritual sex dance starangeness! 

Aleppo Pine “Holy Picnic” (Alone) Mystical phlute pholk that 
makes me want to live under a mushroom in an enchanted forest 
with nothing but a long cutved pipe, a beautiful elf-ess, and a CD 
player spinning this weird gem. 

Linsey Alexander “Been There Done That” (Delmark) Mr 
Alexander is from Holly Springs, Mississippi. I drove down to se 
a friend there once and some of the poor folks I met were some of 
the poorest folks I ever met. Driving one teen hitchhiker (why | 
picked him up I can’t fathom) I realized he was as hopeless and 
despondent a kid as I'd ever met. It was the first time I saw cotton 





















fields and was able to truly emphasize with how fucked up it 
would be to be picking cotton. So damn right Linsey’s got the 
blues, He’s also got some good sensibilities, letting him flip the 
script from crowd-pleasing blues club blues to Ichiban style 
“chitlin’ circuit’ blues (like the great title track). He sounds like 
he’s been there! 

“Alive at the Deep Blues Fest” (Alive) Recorded live at a 
Minnesota music fest this is great because on the | hand the whole 
thing has that warm, imperfect sound quality of a Dead bootleg 
cassette, and more importantly, because Alive bands Radio 
Moscow, Buffalo Killers, John the Conqueror and others bring the 
rock in a big, groovy, heavy, get-high-in-a-field-and-do-that 
dance way. Apparently barbecue was involved in this recording 
(the food, not the King Khan collaborator) and you can tell! 

Allen Thompson Band “Salvation in the Ground” (Palaver) They 
should be called the Beargles...not because they are bear-like 
Beatles, but because they are basically the Bearded Eagles! 
Amber “Pearls of Amber,” Arrowwood “Beautiful Grave,” In 
Gowan Ring “The Glinting Spade,” Jahrtal “Reprisien & 
Instrumentalstuecke” Paths of Praki Axis Mundi” (Merlins 
Nose) I've never heard of the neo-folk/psyche label Merlins Nose 
(from Germany) but the array of sounds they laid upon my ear 
provided as trippy a trip as I've taken in (ye olde middle) ages. By 
far the highlight are the 1971 recordings by duo Amber, who 
utilize tabla and sitar to make their mellow psyche folk soar 
around the world, Somehow their calming precious folk music 
actually grooves...this is to be heard. Elsewhere...If the hypnotic 
weirdo drones and buzzes if Arrowwood were not created by tree 
dwelling wood faeries than I'll be a wood nymph’s uncle! To call 
In Gowan Ring “neo-folk,” or “phreak pholk” acknowledges the 
trancelike psychedelic effect of this music, but disrespects how 
traditionally, beautifully, meticulously this is actual folk music, 
and B’ee is an ancient minstrel spreading stories across the briar! I 
give B'ee an “A!” Jahrtal impressively creates ambient exotica 
that combines a blissful opium haze around a virtual Martin 
Denny, virtually stationed in Tokyo. And as far as the remaining 
group: Paths of PraCrappy! 

















Michael Andrews “Spilling A Rainbow” (EverLoving) Lovely 
music that would make beautiful flowers grow beautifuller 

Andy the Doorbum “The Man Killed the Bird, and With the Bird 
the Song, and With the Song, Himself” (Slanty Shanty) This 
hillbilly Bukowski troubador delivers folk-punk that combines the 
stark strangeness of the Southemers on The Learning Channel 
with the intelligence of something you'd expect to be on a station 
called The Learning Channel 
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Ken South Rock / 
Giant Battle Monster 


Japan/NYC noise rock duo 
meets Intense math rock 
experiment. Glowing vinyl! 


$5 


Prices do not include postage. Please check 
our bandcamp page for release availability 
and details on shipping charges. M'kay? 


Surf / garage rock from 
Texas with Paul Leary on 
lead guitar. Red vinyl. 


$5 


Cinerama 


w/ Paul Leary r 
” 


Cinerama (aka The 
Wedding Present) Their 
first 7” in 10 years! Pink 
vinyl. One time pressing. 


Surt / / jangle / garage 
rock. Download version 


Includes 3-song Charlle 
Manson jam. White vinyl. 


$5 


Funeral Horse 
cassette 
Stoner metal from Texas. 
Yes, it's acassette! Six 
songs, 30 minutes. 
Epic marijuananaut jams! 


$4.20 


Head Records & Tapes 


artinstitute.bandcamp.com 
facebook.com/ArtificialHead 








Anthrax “Anthems” (Megaforce) Usually a covers EP is just 
filler, or even a tired band’s surrender, but considering how 
awesome their last record was, Anthrax not only gets a pass but a 
pat on the back for so superbly compiling and packaging 
(recreations of classic covers by Boston, AC/DC, Thin Lizzy, etc.) 
this tribute to their influences. I also like that this isn't about 
obscurities, it’s about playing the HITS, and since it’s one of the 
best hard rock bands ever playing them, its like experiencing your 
fantasy cover band. I love the fact that they are unashamed to love 
Journey’s “Keep On Running,” that they glorify “Anthem” by 
Rush (why is that not on the Loop's playlist?), and that they make 
Chaep Trick’s “Big Eyes” bigger! . Like the Boston track they 
cover, this is “Smokin"!” 

Apollo Ghosts “Landmark” (You've Changed) Friendly ghosts 
apply musical ecto-logic to songs that rattle chains that evoke Lou 
Reed doing a children’s album, free jazz balloon solos, Jesus in a 
donut shop, campfire power pop, quirky sentimentality, and soft 
hard rock. 

The Ar-Kaics "She Does Those Things To Me"(Speakertree) 
Should be called the Are-Awesomes! 

Archie Powell and the Exports "Great Ideas in Action" 
(www .archiepowellandtheexports.com) I bet all the other guys in 
the band have the same first name, because these kids jangle 
enough to be called the New Archies! 

David Armo “Poets on the Wall” (davearmo.com) Should be 
called David HEART-O, because the emotions, poetics, and soul 
he's carrying into his music is more than an armful! 

James Arthur/Alicja Trout split (Spacecase) James Arthur's 
“Go West Old Bastards" is an impressive audio journey that 
seems to be heading more for the west side of the Milky Way than 
Californi-ay. Atmospheric, introspective, and groovey, it’s a little 
like Kraftwerk started a garage rock band, and this was a close as 
they could get, But if all split singles are Battles of the Bands, 
Powell was facing Muhammad Ali-cja in this one, as AT has long 
been a super favorite of ours, and the slinky, catchy, groovester 
she delivers would be the perfect soundtrack to any quality night 
of mischief making. So with all respect to Mr. A, I declare Ms. T 
the winner, and now I am headed out to do mischief. 

Dave Arvedon “The Best of Dave Arvedon" (Mighty Mouth) A 
reissue of my favorite kind of private press record. While the 
Plastic Crimewaves of the world dream of finding one of the 100 
copies of some visionary genius’ psychedelic workout that is more 
mind expanding than anything San Francisco's psyche superstars 
cranked out, when I find a that-don't-look-right LP in the reject 
bin my hopes are that it is an idiosyncratic, goofy, novelty record 
with humor that either succeeds or fails so spectacularly that joy 
drenches me like the shower in Si/kwood. By that criteria, this 
batch of Boston bizarre-ness (circa 1971, though Arvedon did 60s 
garage and still records) more than qualifies for my Hall of Freaky 
Fame. This cornucopia of kookiness includes a streakin’ song, a 
better basketball tune than Kurtis Blow’s, a pottymouthed ode to 
the Untouchables, the only non-racist (and the catchiest ever) 
white pride anthem, and a few functional pop songs that are as 
good as anything out there (“Find Something Better to Do” and 
“Roller Coaster Baby" can’t be fucked with). And you have to 
give Mighty Mouth credit for releasing this record with the 
original no-frills packaging. Pure weirdness should be kept pure! 
Again, his “Whitey White” song is not racist...this record is about 
weird-o purity, not racial purity! 

Atlantic Thrills “A Day at the Beach” b/w “Hold Your Tongue” 
(Almost Ready) If your day at the beach involves cutting your 
foot on broken whiskey bottles in the sand and getting poked by 
discarded syringes while swimming...and then feeling the 
satisfying effects of the substances therein, then these beautifully 
off kilter 60s-ish surf/harmony/punk/psyche/partial eclipse 
sunshine rockers will indeed simulate your day at the beach, 
Frankie and Annette! 

Attic Ted “marginalized” (Pecan Crazy) Masked art punk garage 
noise genius philosophy cacophony outsider/insider ‘music act. 
With wordplay name! And really GOOD masks! In my 
dreamworld this is the act that wins X-Factor every year! 

Auburn “Indian Summer” (Scarlet) Liz Letten, who everyone 
will just call Auburn if this band gets as huge as they should, has a 
well-seasoned, but girlishly sweet and seductive voice that makes 
these slow jams cook. 

Stephen David Austin “A Bakersfield © Dozen” 
(stephendavidaustin.com) Austin isn't shy about his goals of 
reviving Buck Owens-era country music, and his stellar pedal- 
steel led band, storytelling songwriting, and distinctive slightly 
flat deep vocals deliver on his promise. The songs may be a bit 
straightforward (his tale of a bullied fat kid driven to violent 
retribution sounds more didactic than poetic, and his "Kansas 
Ain't in Kansas Anymore" is too evenhanded and sensible to have 
"Okie From Muskogee" resonance) but who says a working man 
needs to use fancy words? If everyone on country radio had 
Austin's goals and drive, 1 sure as hell would be listneing to 
country radio a lot more. If there's one disappointment I had with 
the album it's that the last track about a bad dog, which features a 
guest voice barely chirping out the words "bad dog,” turned out to 
be a duet with his infant grandson.I had hoped he had trained his 
dog to talk! 

Awaken! “Trancendation Activation: The Love Amplification 


Channel” (awakeninadream.com) As far as I can tell, is 
designed as a functional transcendental meditation facilitation 
audio tool, a soundtrack to help one reach a higher plane, So this 
is, basically, de facto psychedelic music, it is functionally 
psychedelic, and it is psyche to the core, and would be so even if 
there weren't ghostly electric guitars wailing quietly, yet 
forcefully, in the background. This would be full on psyche if 
were played on finger pianos and kazoos, this stuff is committed! I 
listened when I was driving and I ended up flying to my 
destination. Which was Nirvana! 

Bachman & Turner “Live at the Roseland Ballroom NYC (Eagle 
Rock) Don't know BTO LP tracks too well, but I'm pretty sure this 
rollicking concert is a mix of classics and spanking new material, 
which is fine by me, because all of it is about rocking and sung 
with a fun, heavy, gruff-voiced magic (all while maintaining 
Canadian manners). Not enough banter here for my taste, but 
plenty of good times. Of course it would be more fun if they 
opened and closed with "Taking Care of Business," and played 
"American Woman" three times, but one tume each sufficed. We 
can't all be Sky Saxon (who, to be fair, may have never known 
how many time he played "Pushin' Too Hard" each night). 
Background Noise Crew “Everybody Does This Volume 2,” 
Common Labor “Tales of the Troubadors” 
(backgroundnoisecrew.com) When I was a lad the indie, low key, 
thoughtful hip hop the members of the humbly named 
Background Music Crew trade in was called “backpack.” They 
would often actually have on backpacks at the clubs! If you see 
any Backgrounds with backpacks on, ask them if they are filled 
with any product, you might be pleased with wachu get. 
Samplers/comps are often the best way to get introduced to a 
crew, because you get some real nice variety, and Phingaz’ 
production makes sure stuff is truly eclectic. Analyrical raps over 
banjo loops! Status Reign's "I'm An Alien" is a bouncy ball of 
awesome with a Fat Albert meets Quincy Jones vibe. 
Zombiexzombie delivers message music inside a cloud of mellow 
so chill that the tales of urban challenges are far more potent than 
if told over harsh beats. One of the acts, Common Labor, also 
have their own album. This live instrumentation combo (though 
not featuring a bombastic band...live instruments sounding like 
regular hip hop tracks) keep it underground and if you're under 
the ground, I dig it (get it, dig...under. ..ground). 

Lee Bains II] & the Glory Fires “There Is A Bob In Gilead” 
(Alive) Damn, it’s blues rocky in here! If you like your houserckin 
down and dirty this band isn’t 4 glory, it’s glory whole! 

Bam! Bam! “Golden Haze 2” EP (hhbtm) A history lesson in 
awesome independent female punk squeezed into four songs, with 
magical music that somehow seems to be 90s Olympia-based 
brilliance in one speaker and 70s post —_ punk 
Slits/Raincoats/whatevers in other speaker. The lead track is a 
multi-tempoed powerhouse where the Haze pays for days! 
Channing Banks “Rock My ABCs (channingbanksmusic.com) 
Kiddie rock that's kind of slinky, with vocals sung a lot sexier than 
you expect from songs for the pre-school set. Then again, most 
five year olds like Katy Perry, who preaches shameless sluttiness, 
and the magic power of big tits to her teenyboppers fan base, so 
innocent, encouraging, catchy, didactic music that just happens to 
to be delivered with a sultry lilt in the singer's voice is an 
incredibly better option. And if kids don't know exactly why they 
get a tingly feeling every time they brusha brusha their teeth, or 
eat their fruits and vegetables, that's all kind of positive. Bottom 
line: good kids music that won't annoy adults, good messages and 
attitude, and way hotter than the Wiggles, 

Bare Mutants "Without You" b/w "Inside My Head" (Hozac) 
This is what the Velvet Ubderground would sound like if instead 
of Andy Warhol's money backing them they had to rely on the tips 
money Andy Rozdilsky made wearing his clown suit to Comiskey 
Park. And if you think I'm putting them down you don't know how 
much I love slow, trashy, progressive, lo-fi garage psyche... or 
Andy the Clown! 

The Baron Four “Yes I Do” b/w “Girl” (State) Sounds like a 
snarling tuff 60s Nuggets/garage combo decided to beat the hell 
out of the Bealtes back in their Hamburg days, but things went 
wrong, and the beat down ended with some kind of scientifically 
improbable preganancy. And 45 months later they birthed this 7”. 
Joshua Barton “The Wood Panel Program” (Lafayette) Folksy 
shoegaze played amidst, atop, around, and through field 
recordings of streets, dens, roads, and mystery spots. Reccomend 
this? | wood! 

Mark Bates “Night Songs” (michalejmedia) be called Mastur 
Bates because this moody Americana pop is so good it'll make 
you blow your load! 

Beach Boys (Live, Chicago theater, May 22, 2012) For their 50th 
anniversary tour, which took place any way you count it during 
their Sst year, the Beach Boys put on a bizarrely awesome show. 
Awesome because the songs are so great, the energy was amazing, 
the crowd was excited, and 51 years deserves celebratin’, Bizarre 
because the balance between the PBS oldies special/state fair 
circuit showbiz shows Mike Love and Bruce Johnston and the 
active Beach Boys have been polishing for the last half of that half 
century jibes askewedly with the specialness of having Al Jardine, 
David Marks, and the worshipped-like-a-god Brian Wilson join 
them for an event. But Love's slick crowdpleasing was not 





unpleasant, just odd, At one point when he took out his iPhone I 
was confused and had to ask people what that meant (it as 
supposed to be the equivalent of holding up a lighter for an 
encore...though someone on stage holding up a lighter for 
themself would be strange enough...and a performer having a 
phone in their pocket on stage seems equivalent to someone in 
KISS wearing a Timex over their space devil costume) Also, as 
the show wound down and they did "Good Vibrations" and 
"California Girls" it became apparent that Love would stand 
victorious..."Kokomo" would be the closer! (thankfully they did 
"Barbara Ann" and "Fun Fun Fun" after "Kokomo".) As far as the 
surviving early 60s BBs being on stage, the secret weapon was 
David Marks, who was in the band very early and appears on the 
first few singles, Though there were probably two-dozen gifted 
musicians/singers, mostly incredibly young looking, on stage to 
fill out the sounds and the harmonies, Marks took almost every 
guitar solo, and skill-wise Marks can be described as the best 
guitar player in high school. Not to say that he was bad in any 
way, he was really great, but these were not slick Wrecking Crew 
solos, his style/skillset reminded you that Beach Boys was at its 
inception and its heart a talented teen band elevated by Wilson's 
wonderful sensibilities. Wilson seemed fully engaged and on 
board and the crowd went nuts whenever he sang lead (sounding 
like you'd expect him to sound, which is fine), His mic was always. 
up and he sang harmonies...even on "Kokomo." That said, he 
plinked away at the piano all night and I don't recall ever actually 
hearing any piano, and certainly when he took centerstage with the 
others for an encore and was handed a bass (or guitar, it doesn't 
matter) that thing was not plugged in to anything. But he was into 
it, which is all that mattered. Al Jardine looked and sounded great, 
and he (as did everyone) took a spotlight song, doing a stellar job 
on "Cotton Fields." There was talk of a lot of interesting tracks 
using old Dennis tracks that didn;t end up on the new Beach Boys 
album, and | suspect we may see them on the upcoming jardine 
solo dise. Don't know if Bruce Johnston (the new kid, who joined 
in '65) always does "Disney Girls" at the state fai shows, but the 
knowledgeable crowd here sure appreciated it. Their new song 
"That's Why God Made the Radio" had the group singing their 
tightest harmonies (still excited abut recording the new material, | 
suppose) and sounded amazing. And at one point the jumbotron 
(definitely falling on the State Fair side of the equation...it mostly 
mixed Happy Days 50s imagery with surprisingly short and 
repetitive images of surfers or 80s California Girls in bikinis) did 
a tasteful tribute to Carl and Dennis Wilson, including mixing 
some archival vocal tracks of the late Wilson siblings mixed with 
live music from the satge. And there were almost 50 songs 
performed, beach balls bounced around the crowd, and guys 
pushing 70 singing "When I Grow Up to Be A Man." Wouldn't it 
be nice if all shows were this great? 

Jeff Beam “Be Your Own Mirror” (jeffbeam.bandcamp,com) 
Beamed me down...with melancholy experimental Americana! 
The Beaumonts “Where DO You Want It?” (Saustex) Absolutely 
filthy honky tonk music that makes me realize that 
DAC's canonical X-rated underground LPs should have been a lot 
more fun...you can curse like a sailor about sex & drugs and booze 
and god and Toby Keith (or Anita Bryant in DAC's case, but 
they're sorta the same person, right?) and still have a true to Texas 
country hoedown! More fun that Hugh Beaumont on a bender! 
Becky Lee and Drunkfoot “Hrilo Black Halo” (Voodoo Rhythm) 
Becky Lee should be named Nicky Cave because this one woman 
band does some chilling, stirring, powerful crooning on some 
sometimes ugly, usually weird rock 'n' roll. She can haunt you and 
she can devastate you. But she better do something about her 
drunkfoot, my cousin had that and it didn't end up well. 

Bel Argosy “Lets Hear It For Bel Argosy” (Donkey Town) 
Upbeat, boyish rock n roll from grown men who do know 
better...or to be specific, they know how to do better rock ‘n’ roll 
than you! Falling somewhere between British Invasion, power 
pop, and punk rock, yet managing to do that formula without 
sounding much like Elvis Costello, | like the hell out of Bel. 

Belle Adair “The Brave and the Blue” (Single Lock) Ambient 
meets Indie Folk, and the ambiently indie fuck! Bella! 

John Bellows “Fast Hits” Bellows & Lee Relvas “Second 
Nature” b/w Traveller's Shoes” (Special Needs) Years ago a 
Chicago journalist declared Paul M.O.T.0. to be one of Chicago's 
only geniuses. This was based mostly on his infallible pop 
sensibilities, but I assumed also because of his drive and ability to 
bring his ideas to life despite no budget/support system. I felt 
weird reading that bold declaration but I could not deny it. Alas, 
Paul moved out of Chicago. Now I will be the bold one to declare 
JOHN BELLOWS IS ONE OF CHICAGO'S ONLY GENIUSES! 
By releasing a couple of no-fi, mostly home recorded LPs, the 
new one being even better than the first, and putting on some rare 
but racous live shows, he has emerged as one of our true talents, 
his esoteric catchy songs packing emotional weight despite their 
oddness (during a summer gig as a music teacher at Jewish day 
camp the campers called him “Weird John”). The 45 features a 
dramatic, borderline country song written for a film soundtrack 
and it shows he may have a future in cabaret theater. But I bet 
even the drag performers call him Weird John. 

bellylove “circles and darkness" (bellylovecom) This CD 
genuinely confused me, and that is a pretty powerful endorsement, 











because I frequently hate stuff, try to love stuff as often as I can, 
but it is rare that I'm baffled. If this was just a bizarre mix of 
lushly beautiful female pop/soul vocals and powerfully ugly 
power trio rock guitar maybe I could chalk it up to the 
questionable influence of Glee with those genre mashups and all 
that, but when you throw in snippets of Sabbath, Zappa, and 
Cheech ‘n' Chong covers I'm just gloriously lost. And intrigued. 
Belt of Vapor “Buck” b/w "Genius/Failure" (Whoa! Boat) 
Mathematical, pained and strained, thundering, bottom heavy 
misery core that pounds like a sledgehammer (and not a Galagher 
watermelon sledgehammer, but some John Henry shit!). These 
dudes are really good at rock, but wouldn't want them to help me 
move...they might just rage-break all my furniture. 

Jeff Berlin “Low Standards” (Random Act) Damn, it’s jazzy in 
here! At its best this set features electric bass/stand up bass 
showdowns that will get to the bottom of things (including your 
bottom...or at the least your taping toe). If you dig your jazz 
groovy and cool-ish, you'll say, “/ch bin ein Berlin-er!” Otherss 
might just say, “Ichhh.” 

Rick Berlin w/ the Nickel and Dime Band “Aways on the 
Insane” (www.rickberlin.com) Belin’s voice and odd sense of 
musical humor and aesthetics made me feel similar to when I 
stumbling upon extreme pornography created in his namesake 
city...which is pretty intense and confusing! (Though | should 
make clear that the music is not poopy at all, which you can't say 
of German porn) Of special note to Roctober readers, Berlin's 
Orchestra Luna band was the headliners the night the Fast debuted 
at Max's Kansas City 

Bethpage Black “Black Music” (bethpageblackmusic.com) All 
More Black! Well, maybe Clay Aiken isn’t, but all others are. I 
mena, theyre named after a gold course! That said, pretty good 
record though, by some pretty good looking rockers, 

Betty Machete and the Angry Cougars “Don’t Call the Cops” 
b/w “Book of Hate” (facebook.com/AngryCougars) Ohio trash 
punk that’s ridiculous as the band’s name and tougher than the 
band's logo and elegantly furious. That Machete can cut my 
spaghetti ant day of the week! 

Jello Biafra and the Guantanamo School of Medicine "Shock- 
U-Py!"(Alternative Tentacles) Jello being Jello! This is as corny 
and obvious as the bulk of 60s protest music was, but in a lot ways 
it's just as important. And who can really fault a 75 minute epic 
that combines Dead Kennedy vocals, both country and KISS riffs, 
cheerleading Occupy-ers, FDR history lessons, and a laundry list 
of capitalist, corporate AmeriKKKa's woes and ills. Scathing 
indictments of Obama (and Oprah and Rodney King) may not 
have much bite if you consider the satiric re-spelling "BaRockstar 
O'Bomber” not particularly clever, but compared to other 
contemporary protest music...wait, there is none! So throw in 
D.O.A. and some Jello-isms, and I'm on board! 

Big Dipper “Crashes on the Platinum Planet” (Almost Ready) 
‘You can’t know every band, and I have to admit I never really get 
a grip on what Big Dipper were all about, knowing a few songs 
from college radio, but never buying their records. Listening to 
this new album of high sheen, flawless ethereal power pop doesn’t 
exactly make me regret this path, but I guarantee that I'll pick up 
“Crap” next time I see it in a used bin — I always liked that cover. 
All the songs here are pretty good, but an ode to a guitar named 
Desire and an ode to cancer, and an ode to the father of the 
heroine of Chitry Chitty Bang Bang are all stellar. 

Bikes (Bachelor) German decadance-core garage pop that’s 60s 
influenced, 60% warped and scary to 60 year olds. Also, the LP 
plays at 45, is 45% ridiculous, and 45 year olds will get really 
achy from slop dancing around to this awesome record 

Bill Bondsmen “Nineteen” b/w “Things Fall Apart,” 
“Overcrowded Control” biw “(Untitled)” 
(billbondsmen.blogspot.com/) I guess I never thought about the 
Detroit 80s hardcore of Negative Approach and the Detroit 90s 
fuzz trash of Jim Diamond/Ghetto Recorders sharing the same 
space, but then along comes these two slabs of vicious hardcore 
with vocals that would make John Brannon reach for a lozenge 
and fuzzed out production that would make Danny Dollrod get his 
hearing checked. Super punk, with thick ink screened covers, a 
mischievous locked groove (or perhaps the records come pre- 
scratched), and raw power. 

Billy Doohickey "Looking for Easy Street," "Goin' Back to 
Town,” "The Bluegrass Collection” (Lightning) Mr. Doohickey is 
of interest to Roctober readers because his alter ego Arshag 
Chookoorian is the son of Roctober fave Guy Chookoorian, the 
Armenian Mickey Katz! These releases are on the label Guy 
started in the post-War period, and Guy even appears, singing and 
oud-ing it up on these releases. But Billy is his own man, or to be 
more accurate, Billy is Disneyland's man, as Arshag and his crack 
crew of bluegrass-ready rockers appear at the park as a hillbilly 
act entertainign the strolling crowds (and since the Country Bears 
got fired they are the keepers of the rural torch). And you just 
might see another Billy and the Hillbillies playing when they ain't 
there. BUT what makes these recordings so interesting is that 
Arshag is the least rural singer, ever! His smooth, elegant vocals 
as urban and urbane as could be, and his devotion to 70s AOR 
icons resulting in countrified versions (often not too countrified) 
of Doobie Brothers and Dan Fogelberg songs, and when he does 
Willie, Hank, and Ferlin Husky he still manages to make it more 


Midnight Special than Hee Haw. That Arshag ended up a 
themepark hillbilly is an imperfect fit, but like all Roctober family 
never-quit diehards, I like to see the positive side: this is a survival 
in the biz victory for a talented cat rather than a cruel twist of 
music industry fate. 

Bipoloroid "Supernatural Beauty” b/w “Beautiful” (Get Hip) 
Trippy psyche pop so solid that you can feel each jangle in your 
spine and each dreamy droplet in your dream-dome. Too legit to 
be retro but too The (note the "The") Pink Floyd-esque to possibly 
be from the 21st Century. Super, naturally! 

Bits of Shit "meat Thump” b/w "W.W. Me"(Total Punk) More 
like Bits of Heaven! If your idea of Heaven involves floating of 
clouds of shit and playing trash punk on your harp through 
distorted, broken amps turned up to 13. 

Biv and the Mnemonics “The Pace” (Moo Moo) Not Biv from 
Bell Biv Devoe (unless Michael Bivins has taken up chill acoustic 
moody folk pop — which could happen, hell, R. Kelly headlined 
Pitchfork!). But even when this gets a little heavier, it’s no BBD. 
Which is a good thing — this Biv seems so earnest and positive he 
probably would trust a big butt and a smile! 

Black Boots "The Raven" ep (theblackboots.bandcamp.com) 
Garage frat punk trash shimmy shake music so perfect it seems 
imaginary. Farfisa-phonics, pretty girl/creepy dude call and 
response singing, epileptic fit inducing drumming, and manic 
monster movie energy make me want to boot with joy! 

Black Magic Johnson "Call Me" (blackmagicjohnson.com) 
Reggie Britton's blues trio sounds like a top notch journeyman 
blues bar/lounge act, with one shining difference: most, if not all, 
of these dozen tracks are originals, even though you would believe 
them if they told you they were all blues standards. The epic 
"Love So Cold" is ten mighty minutes of "damn it's bluesy in 
here,” "Crazy About You Baby” sounds like a genuine old time 
blues immortal, "She's Got Everything” is a groovy instant classic, 
and the sad and soulful title track makes you wish that damn 
‘woman would call his ass already! Call him! 

Black Widows “Revenge of the Black Widows” 
(theblackwidows.net) If you expect me to say anything other than 
“I WORSHIP THEM!!!" about a motorcycle gang surf rock 
masked trash instro band then you never met me. Hi, I'm 
Waymon, nice to meet ya! Spoiler alert: the press kit quoted 
someone comparing them to Blue Oyster Cult, and once you're 
told that you can’t not hear it! So you have a motorcycle gang surf 
rock masked trash instro band that sounds exactly like Blue Oyster 
Cult. Go figure? 








Blank Realm “Revolting Classics" (Magnetic South) Australian 
atmospheric rock out freak outs from last decade that make you 
wonder what they were slipping in their Vegamite. Oddly 
hypnotic, but the kind of hypnotism from a raunchy casino 
showroom hypnotist who has you on stage and after the show no 
one from the audience can look you in the eye. 

The Blimp “Not Beer” (Violet Times) If Zappa had no recording 
budget, and liked punk rock, then his music might have been 
divisible by this dirigible. 

Blood Buddies "Midas Medical Group" ep (Razorcake) Riot Grrl 
spirit meets heavy assed rock n roll soul,.as if L7 was singing 
about abortion rights or Kathleen Hannah joined Kyuss. 

Bloodshot Bill “So Blue” (Transistor 66) Quite simply Bloodshot 
Bill is one of the most spectacular live performers on earth, and it 
would be futile to try to describe in words why. It also would be 
futile to try to capture that in a studio, so beautifully he goes in 
another direction, and instead of bottling his fury and ridiculous 
energy and audience/performer sex he instead considers what 
made those slick Nashville and L.A. rockabilly-adjacent records 
so great. Which isn’t to say this is a slick record, just that it 
emulates a Speedy West high-end recording, then makes it raw, 
instead of trying to copy a Vintage hasil Adkins side. With his 
lusty froglike voice and guitar tone to match BB is just the man to 
make some special sounds in the studio, and on his best record yet 
he's all kinds of defintion of special! 

Bloodtypes “just your type” (thebloodtypes.bandcamp.com) 
Bloody great! Features the best song about the sun exploding ever, 


and a pro-cats tune that would be the purrr-fect soundtrack to your 
cat-themed Youtube video! 

Bobb and the Kidds "Take Me Home Vienna" EP (Mighty 
Mouth) This reissue of some rare 1981 tracks by Bobb Trimble, a 
strangely sensitive sounding folkie/singer-songwriter, whose odd 
voice and artistic ambitions get his ultra-rare records classified as 
psyche, earning him a cult status that resulted in the eventual re- 
release of his private press materials. What's most intriguing about 
Trimble may be that for a while he assembled an all-little boy 
backing band, and while they were not incompetent musicians, 
their imperfection adds to the vulnerability of Trimble's work 
(think they are backing him on the A-side here, which is the 
weirdly wonderful title track). Plus, the photos on the sleeve of 
bob and his Bad News Bears backing band are AWESOME! 

Bob Reuter's Alley Ghost "Born There"(Big Muddy) I'm a 
Reuter rooter! Rootsy jangle power pop blues that mixes early 
Beatles with prime Eagles. Thus, they should be called The 
Beagles! RIP Bob! 

Boo Frog “s/t,” “Better Than the Rest,” “Undead at Satyricon” 
(boofrogrock.com) These wonderful West Coast weirdos recall 
the sound of the amazing first Beasts of Bourbon LP, and I know 
I've made that reference a lot, but it ain't cuz I'm lazy, it's because 
I consider that a psychobilly landmark so special that any time I 
invoke it I am giving the highest praise. Track down that album if 
you can, or just do the next best thing and dig up the LPs, 
cassettes, CDs, and Soundcloud spookiness of these amazing 
muck makers. What I love about Boo Frog is that when the dude 
is on the mic the creepiness gets genuinely creepy; these ‘billies 
can sound legitimately psycho! But when it's the lady singing 
there's a sprinkle of whimsy, but not that late-Cramps novelty 
whimsy, something more organic. That even holds for their 
straight up novelty song from a forthcoming album...which a 
tribute to our own Ratso! Yayyyy Boo! 

Philip Boone “A Light and a Line” (philipboone.com) Lovely, 
gentle Americana that has at least one musical leg up on Wilco 
and all the other bigshots...Boone’s tunes seem more adaptable 
for campfire singing than any of his contemporaries! It's s'mores- 
core! 

Bored Youth “November 1981” EP (Alona’s Dream) I'm a 
Midwest booster and a loyal Touch ‘n’ Go advocate, and I would 
never say I was disappointed by any of the Detroit early 80s 
punk/hardcore, but I think it would not be unfair to say that there’s 
a notable gap between the highest points in Detroit rock n roll 
history and said bands, and between what the records demand on 
the collector's market and how much I value them (“Jan’s Room” 
sounds awesome, but...”). That said, listening to this teen Motown 
hardcore band’s magically manic output makes a good argument 
for putting iggy lower on the bill than Bored Youth, and for 
paying $405 for their 45. Combining pub-friendly Oi catchiness 
with h/c speed and and gruff vocals, Bored Youth don’t sound 
exactly like anyone, yet are so clearly a product of that amazing 
moment in American regional punk history. Not inept in any way, 
yet clearly not pro or slick or perfect in any execution (or 
recording technique), this is teenage mess magic that sounds 
incredibly seductive and abrasive and intriguing (the lyrics are 
decipherable enough to lasso you in...who else would declare, 
“T’'m just a little kid!"), This was supposed to come out on Touch 
n Go in 1982, and was available years later as a German import 
(bootleg?) but I think this is the first American release, maybe the 
first official release ever of this material. A version of the band, 
likely more bored and certainly less youthful, is testing the waters 
in Chicago, and listening to this greatness, I'd say we owe them 
some attention — they earned it! 

Born Loose “Born Loose” (Drug Front) The audio equivalent of 
rough sex with a hairy, smelly, drunk guy. In other 
words...heavenly! This is the kind of trash rock that amplified 
musical instruments were invented for. And penicillin was 
invented for. 

The Bottle Kids “Such A Thrill” (Kool Kat) You'll abandon that 
nipple when you hear this slinky bubble glam slab, because the 
nipple to these Bottles will satisfy! So catchy you'll down the 
whole case of twelve Bottles, kid, and you won't throw up! Unless 
you want to. 

The Boys Age (Burger/Gnar) Parts Unknown-pop that seriously 
sounds like the Muppets on avant-garde drugs trying to make hit 
80s singles in Esperanto, without anyone actually knowing much 
about Esperanto, hit singles, or drugs. Deliciously appealing 
music that is genuinely confounding 

Breadwinner "One," Micky Saunders & Dan Susnara "Known" 
w/ “Better Tomorrows” (Mumble Mumble Music) Dan Susnara 
continues to stretch, having delivered one man band pop and 
crazed psyche story arcs in the past, he now comes out with a one 
two punch sure to surprise any opponent. His left fist delivers 
experimental art collage pastiche soundscapes that make Ken 
Nordine sound like Patti Page. His right hand, with his right hand 
woman in his comer, songwriting partner Saunders, delivers late 
beatles-esque charmers. KO! 

Breaking Laces “Come Get Some” (Tenacity) Should be called 
Breaking LICEs, because this pleasant, slick, mature pop not 
being commercially super successful is a real head scratcher (get 
it? Lice...itchy head...?) 











Bright Little Field “Treatment Bound: A Ukulele Tribute to the 
Replacements” (Bar None) I sure used to love the Replacements, 
though I never listen to them anymore, so the first thing I'd like to 
do here is thank Jonathan Bright and Tom Littlefield for 
reminding me how solid and awesome and catchy and different 
that mighty Minnesota band’s music was/is. These ukulele cover 
versions certainly demonstrate the strength of the source material, 
and this is sincere and far from a novelty record, But as pleasant 
as “Treatment Bound” is, it maybe could be improved by being a 
bit more novel...I'm sort of shocked that this isn’t an instrumental 
record. They are paying tribute to the ‘Mats, but not to the 
ukes...they should have let the little guys have the spotlight to 
show off their unique musical character (and the non-lyrical 
qualities of Paul Westerberg's compositions) more. While the 
whimsical qualities of the instrument (and the bang-a-pot 
percussion aesthetic employed here) are well showcased, by 
singing these songs straight (or at all) it takes away from the ukul- 
arious humor inherent in uke use, and obscures the mastery of the 
instrument by these fine pickers. Still, really nice record overall, 
and I'll spin it alongside the Replacement records I’m playing this 
week. 

Bronco Bullfrog “Clarifoil” b/w “Never Been to California” 
(State) The only thing better than a record collector's wet dream 
of a vintage-vibe band sounding like the vintage Bee Gees doing 
power pop is a band that does that while actually singing about 
record collector wet dream subject matter! Namechecking bands, 
fetishizing objects, and romanticizing the Beach boys fantasy Los 
Angeles makes this Bullfrog jump into your heart! 

The Broonies “Mid-Life Crisis” (raybroony@ gmail.com) 
Negative integer-Fi noise punk that made my nails ingrow! 
Brooniest record of the year! 

Jeff Brown “last chance” (www.caudogrecords.com) The most 
sensitive shade of Brown I have ever experienced, and | consider 
myself an expert on “brown,” if you know what I mean 

Brown Bottle Flu “Felt Up” (brownbottleflu.bandcamp.com) Too 
wicked and weird to be a bar band, too untethered to the past and 
convention to be a garage band, too dedicated to J Love Lucy to be 
indie, and foo lucky to get Ben Lyon to do his best cover art ever 
to be ignored, these Bottles hit the brown note and the spread the 
flu bug and should be getting everybody soiled and sick soon if 
there’s any rock n roll justice in the world! 

The Bruises “Never Be the Same” (www.thebruises.com) Better 
than Bruise Springsteen! Rock with pop hooks that argues for 
vocalist Aja Blue as Pat Benatar 2.0 (first upgrade is her a better 
rock n roll name). 

Willie Buck “Cell Phone Man’ (Delmark) Blues might be the 
only genre of (theoretically) popular music that instead of losing 
hope that you're going to make it when your youth slips away, 
your odds just seem to keep increasing. Willie Buck has been one 
of the best traditional Chicago blues vocalists for decades, his fine 
voice, phrasing, songwriting, and attitude delivering exactly what 
anyone would want from a bluesman. But he hasn't had a record 
out since the 80s because three decades ago he was too young 
looking to be taken seriously. Can you imagine an American Idol 
judge telling someone they sound great, but they're too young, 
pretty, and new to make it, come back in a quarter century? 
a fine record, and if you know what's good for you, let Willie be 
your cell phone man. 

Buck Biloxi and the Fucks “Weirdos on the Street” ep (Orgone 
Toilet) Buck Biloxi & the Fucks/Legendary Wings split single 
(Pelican Pow Wow) Buck Biloxi & the Fucks/Microsoft Paint 
split cassette (Holotrash) New Orleans’ BB & the F's make one- 
chromosome-too-many trash punk that proudly declares its 
cavemanism, and so out-kills old Killed By Death records that 
they might as well have been Killed By Old Age. As all splits are 
Battles of the Bands, up against Microsoft Paint they kick ass for 
two reasons: 1. that MSP is surprisingly lo-tech and morky, and 2. 
that it's clearly the same band, just pretending to be worse, to 
boost their own quality by comparison. Up against the elegant 
garbage punk pop of Legendary Wings (who I will declare a 
different band, but who knows?) I'd have to put my money on 
Buck, although there’s a good chance they would pass out mid- 
Battle of the Bands and lose by default. 

Bucky Fereke “Give All of My Apostrophes Angels” (happy 
enchiladeas) Americana music is usually kind of pretty, precious, 
and perfect, even when its sad, but America is pretty much always 
weirdly fucked up, so to do a contemplative, fresh take on 
Country, making American roots music contemporary, you really 
should have note played, sung, or composed be somehow off, odd, 
and wrong. And if you buy all that crap I just tried to sell, then 
you have to agree that BF is the new King of Americana! 
Bully in the Hallway “Crooks and their 
(bullyinthehallway.com) Fully into, ALL WAYS! 
Burning Hell “People” (Headless Owl) At some point lyrical 
cleverness can be a bane — too clever can mean profoundly 
annoying & cringe inducing. But then there’s the next level: roo 
too clever, which is when witty rhymes, well-balanced obscure 
pop references, erudite ephemera, meta-self reflection & word 
floods add up to something special The Burning Hell dude doesn’t 
just bust out jaunty, bouncy melodies & arrangements, he also 
makes them catchy & pleaant without being show offy, & if you 
apply this formula to tales of writers, rappers, workers, Wu Tangs, 





Castles” 


& epic Viking enchantment heroes & villains...it’s a can't myth! 
Butt/Googolplexia split single (www.pancakeproductions.net) 
This all-ass themed split single is less a Battle of the Bands then a 
tag team match, where these two wacky, weirdo bands take all the 
lessons of Beefheart, TMBG, Dr. Demento, Butthole Surfers, Ian 
Whitcomb, Jello Biafra, and Spke Jones, and damn near-literally 
flush them down to toilet while singing out their asses! 

The Butt Shakers “Wicked Woman” (Copasedisques) Deep soul 
stompers that will make you want to eat something salty, drink 
something strong, love your woman, and break your furniture 
Except for your record player, of course. 

Cafeteria Dance Fever “Danceology” (Hovercraft) You could 
injure yourself dancing around the refectory to this new math 
murk music mess...and I highly recommend you do so! 

The Cannanes “Small Batch” (exro.fm) For almost thirty years 
Stephen and Frances have been the favorite band of anyone who 
has ever seen them live, as the lovely, infectious, enchantingly 
beautiful music they create is matched only by their similar 
adjective-worthy personalities. Recordings by the Oz-dwellers are 
rare these years, but this exquisite EP proves it is worth the wait, 
In some ways the songs here are so perfect that | want to make 
bold comparisons (Stereolab?) or hold this up as their best work 
and make some kind of absurd declaration about superiority, but 
rather, I'll just urge everyone to listen to their smooth, groovy, 
mellow, deep, basic tune called “Basics” and get into the awesome 
zone, Awesome, isn’t it? 

Ben Caron (www.bencaron.info) Should be called “Ben Carry 
On”, because this soulful singer/songwriter will have your heart 
flying sky high, ..and is worth an additional $25 fee! 

Tim Carroll "Look Out!" (Gulcher) Slightly damaged pop with 
top chops pulling out all the junk shop stops. Like Rockpile 
jamming with Tom Petty, everyone off their meds, and using Fat 
Albert's bands gear 

The Cartoons “She's A Rock N Roller” b/w “Who Cares” (Last 
Laugh) One might say 1981 is a little late to sound like the Dolls 
and sing about bad girls hangin’ at Max's Kansas City. But one 
would be a fucking idoot. because it's NEVEr too late to sound 
like the Dolls and sing about bad girls hanging out at Max's 
Kansas City. This faithful reissue of an ultra rare punk nugget is 
as sweet as ultra rare punk nougat. 

Steven Gasper and Cowboy Angst "Trouble" (casper music) 
Plebian Gasper in Cowpied Pants. 

The Cave Dwellers “Run Around” (Numero) This Chicago 
Beatles-era garage troupe is best known because the b-side of their 
lush Chicago-pop style single “You Know Why” in the 
incongruous and insane garage punk meltdown “You Know 
Why,” which makes the Seeds sound like they should be selling 
Burpee seeds.(F YI: that's a reference to gardening supplies that 
nerdy, ambitious kids bought wholesale out of comic booksin the 
60s-80s, to earn pocket money, not some obscure drug reference, 
though I do hear Burpee Gold is mostly stems and seeds). The 
second single included in Numero's new ridiculous hard- 
cardboard galefold double 7” series takes two unreleased tracks 
that are less neanderthalic than their heavy ht (or their caveman 
vests, or their Fred Flinstone-thick manes), but it’s good to 
remember that longhaired teens liked sappy US pop as much as 
Beatles and Stones in 1965. 

Ceiling Stares/Super Vacations split single (Sweater and Pearls) 
Two slabs of sweet psyche from the East side of America, a/k/a/ 
wrong sounds from the Right Coast. I would have called the 
Ceiling Stares the Ceiling Stars, because listening to this jangle 
juiced voodoo felt like lying in bed as a kid and fixating on the 
glow-in-the-dark stars on the ceiling..which I guess involved 
staring anyhow, so never mind, Super Vacations are rave up 
psyche with a touch of menace. Plus the single comes with a 
rainbow ink print insert that looks like it was made by a 6 year old 
with a potato...and the more 6 year olds and potatoes involved in 
the music scene the better! 

Ceiling Stares “The Day the Volcano Screamed Death” b/w 
“Where the River Narrows” (VOS) Like their native Pittsburgh 
there's a dirty patina over this band, but unlike what an outsider 
like myself gets from P-town, this act brings elegant dignity, and 
poppy optimism to slightly dark slightly psyche sounds. And they 
can count in French...1 bet Ben ben Roethlisberger can’t do that! 
Chapin Sisters “A Date with the Everly Brothers” 
(thechapinsisters.com) This fine album of echo-y period-sounding 
recordings salutes the Everly Brothers not only by covering their 
material and by honoring their rich harmonies, but it does so by 
utilizing vocices a bit closer in timbre than the Everly’s, resulting 
in some eerie stuff! While there are some interesting gender shifts 
and non-gender shifts (Cathy's Sapphic Clown is sure to raise 
some eyebrows), what's most interesting here is the sincerity of 
this exercise in sibling non-rivalry 

The Chargers "Four By the Chargers" EP(Get Hip) The 
Chargers, of Garage Punk Unknowns “fame,” released the bluesy 
groovy musical Dear Jane letter "Taxi® ("I'll call you a taxi, baby, 
come and take you away...WAAAAH!") around ‘68. They also 
recorded a trio of tunes unreleased til now, and if you like your 
Pacific Northwest Garage Punk slick and nasty (and who doesn't?) 
you will truly treasure this EP, with a gorgeous picture sleeve that 
makes them look the Raider’ teen stalkers. 


Chief Fuzzer "Transcendental Road Blues" (Saustex) Hard 'n! 
heavy psyche with a Texas flavor infusion...meaning it's sounds 
like ti would feel if your brain fluid was replaced with BBQ 
sauce! Mmmmmmm! 

Chinese Burns "Calculator" ep (Windian) Though a less lazy 
writer might fashion a long list of what makes this record so 
amazing, I'll mit it to one: Despite being perfect practitioners of a 
retro rock aesthetic that combines Stooges/garage rock/VU/proto 
punk, etc., they eschew retro-ism lyrically, thus, you get '69 Iggy 
singing about e-mail and his computer desktop. BTW, if you were 
hoping this record contained that famous skit where the amused 
husband has circles talked around him by his daffy, dumb wife 
explaining why she ruined the rice, you are thinking of Chinese 
Burns and Allen, a totally different act. 

Chixdiggit! “Double Diggits!” (Fat) In the late 90s 1 couldn't 
believe bands were still doing cookie cutter pop punk that late in 
the deade, But fifteen years later when you listen back to the stuff 
you start to hear that the cookies were not all cut with the same 
cutter, I still can’t see why anyone liked Ben Weasel's groups, 
which all have a sour vibe to them, and some of the most popular 
acts now clearly seem to have been creatively more or cynically 
Jess original in ways that make it obvious why they would stand 
out, But what I'm really starting to hear are how a few bands, 
including Canada’s Chixdiggit!, really hit the groove and ran with 
it, This collection of two early albums plus rarities feels fresh, fun, 
and worth hearing, and while it doesn’t have the edge and humor 
of NOFX it doesn’t come close to sucking your soul like the 
Riverdales. Diggit, indeed. 

The Choosers “Hanging Up on You" b/w “In My Dream” 
(Bachelor) Japanese Power Pop so Raspberry-flavored you will 
not believe this came out this year, that these dudes are not 
English speakers, and that you survived this long without hearing 
this awesomeeness! 

Christmas Bride "Planet Earth's Motto: Someone Just Shit Out a 
Perfect Sphere” (sophomorelounge) Poppy British 70s punk paid 
tribute to by American goofs with ridiculous senses of humor, 
terrible British accents, and no shame. Satisfactorily confusing, 
disturbingly funny, and consistently surprising, this LP would be 
the perfect Christmas or wedding present. Thus the band’s name, 
Christopoulos Brothers “jofo'geo” _(christopoulosbrothers 
@facebook) These Bros can pull off anything, from fable-centric 
prog-lite to CSN&Y style-stuff (though they would just be C, or 
C&C, not as good a name) to pan flute influenced enchantments to 
a Weird Al-type take on “I’m Busted” about being old, So to sum 
up: Brothers gonna work it out! 

Crystal Jacqueline “Cousin Jane” b/w “A Fairy Tale” and “Play 
with Fire” (Fruits de Mer) CJ"s haunting, resonant, beautiful witch 
voice, and some otherworldly arrangements, magnificently gender 
bend, era bend, and species bend (witches ain't people, right?) the 
Troggs, Stones, and Second Hand. I hope Reg Pres got to hear this 
gem before he went to the other side. Though I imagine they'll 
have this special version on his Ecto-iPod! 

Chumps (Forge) When it comes to making dark, dreamy, hard 
punk messes sound downright inspired, these Chumps are champs. 
Suzi Chunk “Girl From the Neck Down” (State) With a voice 
that is a little Dusty, a little Brit girl group, and even a little 60s 
boy band (if not a bit manlier than Peter Noone's), sultry Suzy is 
the ideal singer for Glenn Prangnell's perfect period pieces that 
combine post-skiffle Beat music with some odds and sods 
borrowed from California production pop. This will thoroughly 
charm you, and maybe even magically transform your drab duds 
into Swinging London mod dazzlers, 

Churchwood “2,” "Metanola" b/w "A Message From Firmin 
Deslodge" (Saustex) Moody, mighty, sinister sounds that 
somehow become roots music by putting some mortar and pestle 
action to country, rock, jazz, blues, punk, experimental, and 
whatever it is that Beefheart did on even days. Sly lyrics and 
ominous vocals make this album enjoyably disconcerting. Their 
backwoods batshit trash rock is so cerebrally stupid and 
intimidatingly sexy it gave me a raging church-wood! Though I'm 
too lazy to check past reviews, if I've made a similar comment 
every time I reviewed this band it's only because boners don't lie! 
Cinema Cinema “Manic Children and the Slow Aggression” 
(cinemacinemaband.com) Voodoo zombie punk with extra 
spookiness! If this cloud of weirdness is a rock opera (which it 
may be) it is a Phantom of the Rock Opera. 

Circuit Des Yeux “CDY3” (Magnetic South) Swirling dark 
clouds of slow sonic mischief spread outwards from Indiana and 
engulf America under a shadow, bringing about a new reality 
wherein Nico’s singing is deemed too upbeat and perky and a 
decree comes down that said singing must be corrected by Haley 
Fohr. On this EP Fohr combines torch singing, freak folk, the one 
Sonic Youth record that’s too much for you (titles vary by listener 
and reasons for said decision), Magik Markers, Come, Daniel 
Johnston on uppers (guitar playing, not singing) and apparantly 
Bruce Springsteen on downers (her sequel to “I’m On Fire” shows 
who is really boss). This record is a ten inch, twenty-minute 
journey into a surprisingly inspirational black hole. 

Brian M. Clark "Songs From the Empty Places Where People 
Killed Themselves" (Discriminate Audio) This one-sided LP 
features four mood pieces, each dedicated to a different haunted 
space. While they may shimmy from creepy carnival calliope to 














detective show jazz to industrial cacophony (the high school 
massacre track, though I think perhaps the murder rooms -- 
cafeteria and library -- should get their soundtrack on a separate 
disc, as only the shooter’s suicide space — cafeteria -- qualifies for 
this collection). Despite the downer theme you'll find this oddly 
upbeat and inspiring, and fans of Anton Lavey’s music recordings 
(if not his Satanism) will dig this. 

Claw Toe "Another Saturday Night" 12" ep (Criminal 1Q) 
Dark,creepy post-postpunk that doesn't care if it makes you dance 
or fight or cut yourself or drown bats and cats...all it cares about is 
wiring brains for sin and sinister-ism. Some experimental Chicago 
industrial grooves make their way into the pre-scratched and 
warped vinyl, but they never totally push out the seemingly 
incongruous garage trash vibe. 

Paul Coady “Our Father's Sons” (paulcoady.com) There's a track 
‘on here, “Closing Day,” which despite a Springsteen-ian theme 
sounds almost exactly like a classic Rolling Stones ballad. Think 
about that -- lots of bands ape the struttery of upbeat Rolling 
Stones, but who has the chops to pull off a “new” Stones’ ballad? 
I guess I never noticed Coady’s voice could get so Mick-y, but | 
also think his backing band, the Edsel Bros,, are hitting that 
magical spot of spare, near perfect instrumentation, That there's 
also some power pop/bar band/Americana/rootsy/Midwest 
alchemy going here (that no Brit band could fake, no matter how 
many trips to Chess Studio they took) makes this Coady’s best 
effort yet. 

Brad Cole "down the line” (bradcolemusic.com) Should be called 
Brad Soul, cuz these country-tinged tunes tug at your heart parts! 
Jim Coleman "Trees" (jimeolemanmusic.com) If this is about 
actual trees then it's a soundtrack to the scariest tree movie ever 
made, a movie that impressively affected me enough that I think 
I'm actually sick, now. Any music that gives you flu-like 
symptoms is pretty tree-frific in my book! 

Common Labor “Tales of the Troubadors” 
(backgroundnoisecrew.com) When | was a lad the indie, low key, 
thoughtful hip hop the members of the humbly named 
Background Music Crew trade in was called “backpack.” They 
would often actually have on backpacks at the clubs! This live 
instrumentation (though not bombastic band...live instruments 
sounding like regular hip hop tracks) combo keep it underground 
and if you're under the ground, I dig it (get it, 
dig...under...ground). Extra hip hop spelling points for the 
emcees names: Phingaz and Sinthesis! 

Common Shiner “Before They Sold Out Part 2” 
(commonshiner.com) Should be called “Comma Shiny,” because 
this pretty scramble/jangle pop will make you pause, then see 
things in a new, bright, squirell-attracting light! 

The Condors “3 Item Combo” (Vital Gesture) This is genuinely 
fun, power poppy Americana, or should I say, “Ameri-condor!” | 
hope they keep on keeping on, or as a condor might say, 1 hope 
they “carrion!” note: this is a rare two rimshot review] 

Cop City Chill Pillars “Hosed” (Florida’s Dying) This band is as 
strange as anything from the demented state of Florida (and my 
experiences in America’s penis have never been less than 
dramatically decadent, abusive, and confusing). CCCP are most 
impressive because their singular sound (can’t really think of who 
to compare them too with any accuracy) seems to take arty 
elements (time signature shenanigans, chanting, ancient texts 
lyrically referenced, post-psyche experimentation) and make them 
sound lowbrow and regular instead of asshole-ish and elitist. I've 
been listening to this record for two or three hours and I'm as high 
as a fucking satellite just off the audio buzz. 

Cop City Chill Pillars "Gift Shop" b/w "Brand New Neighbor 
Blues" (Hozac)"Gift Shop" sounds exactly like Macklemore's 
"Thrift Shop," except in every way. Scary weirdo nightmare 
surreal sounds that claw at your soul, But make you bob your head 
a little during said clawing. but bob it arrhythmically. 

The Copper Gamins “Los Ninos De Cobre” (Saustex) | was so 
mesmerized by this combo's debut EP that I was as much worried 
about letdown as | was excited to hear this full length. For a group 
that sounds like such a bizarre, hypnotizing, raw force of nature, a 
year of polishing seemed like it could only hurt. Boy was I wrong. 
This Mexican caveman blues duo is simply incredible, sounding 
shamelessly like the White Stripes at their nastiest, if the White 
Stripes were actually some backwoods, off-kilter Lomax field 
recording find. Cobramarkable! 

Thee Cormans/The Pacifics split (Bachelor) If split singles are 
all Battles of the Bands then it's hard to beat a barn burner about a 
lonely caveman, so the Pacifics probably win, but if there are any 
surfers on the voting committee, despite the "Tequila" quality 
drum break in “Caveman,” I think Thee Cormans' five star, 
tsunami wave-powerful surf ride would garner some votes. Plus, it 
has a boobie picture on the cover, so it might be a tie. 

Cozy "Cola Shock Kids" b/w "Sugar on my Mind" (Hozac) 
Bubblegum so flavorful you'll cheerfully chew your way to 
lockjaw! 

The Cravats "In..Toytown” (thecravats.com) They might be 
Cravats, but on this hefty, circa 1980 double volume (original LP 
plus Crass-remix, bonus tracks, etc.) these mighty, no wave, 
minimalist, skronk pub aliens didn’t go for the "tie," they go for 
the win! 


Creeping Pink The Creeping Pink Sound” cassette (Gloryhole) 
Free psyche free-kouts that put your brain on the pink plane where 
there’s no such thing as sane. 

Culture Queer “Nightmare Bed” (Tokyo Rose) Gentle, melodic, 
harmonic Midwestern psychedelia that will both soothe and 
scramble your mind. Even on the heavy title track they sound so 
pretty that the nightmare is dreamy. 





‘The Cunts “Apocolyptic Garage Rock: Anthology 1978-Onward” 
(Disturbing) That the Cunts (who I believe are spelling the band's 
name out rather than writing C*nts or Cnuts for the first time in 
over 25 years) do not sequence this retrospective (their third) 
chronologically is not only not a problem, it's a revelation. 
Considered the first Chicago punk band, the Cunts qualify on 
naughty name and absurd d.i.y. semi-existance far more than they 
do sonically, as they remain the odd man out in Chicago punk 
history (odder even than Skafish) precisely because they never 
sounded like cookie cutter punk/hardcore/trash rock. That tracks 
recorded in 1978 don't feel much different than tracks recorded in 
2002 is made more amazing in that the Cunts don't really care 
what they sound like —- they somehow maintain their sonic 
aesthetic while jumping from garage rock to Doors-sounding stuff 
to noise to novelty rock to whatthehellisthat rock. Any south sider 
can tell you what it's like to feel a certain pride about being from 
the "real" Chicago while also knowing that all the cultural 
action/good venues/happenings/places cabbies are willing to drive 
are north of us, and the Cunts kind of make the best of that, 
soldiering on in blissful, working class semi-invisibility, not 
giving too much of a fuck about being ignored for 35 years. This 
collection (limited to 1000 copies) is simply Cunt-tastic! 

Dad “Hobbies” (Lafayette) Every time I hear Grimes I always 
think she will be better than she is, because she's so youthful, 
futuristic, dance-oriented, experimental, and smart, But she just 
doesn't sound good enough. This cassette sounds exactly exactly 
how I always hope Grimes sounds. Get this, and a cassette player, 
if you want to dance, smile, and avoid disappointment. 

Dance Movie "Interlopers" (dancemovie.bandcamp.com) If this 
were the actual original sound track to a real dance movie it would 
be a movie about doing sad dancing at a ghost prom. 

Jason Daniels “Dashboard Visions & Rearview Reflections” 
(jasondanielsmusic.com) It's pleasant, even tempered, and a little 
classic rock-ish at points, but listening to JD brings to mind my 
man Coe’s immortal words...if that ain't Country, you can kiss 
my ass! (Though classy Daniels wouldn't use that language). 
Danny & the Nightmares “Death of Satan” (Munster) When 
Daniel Johnston started recording with a band, with actual 
production, in the late 90s, there was some fuss, because these 
records would be less “pure” than the idiosyncratic solo outsider 
tapes and albums he released on his own, and they seemed less 
legit to some. The albums and singles Danny and the Nightmares 
released over the next decade have not really been canonized the 
way his other material has. But that’s stinkin’ thinkin’, because 
unlike terrible shit like the Wesley Willis Fiasco or that awful 
punk band that ruins Blowfly, Danny and the Nightmares sound 
great, mixing raw garage rock and experimental smartness to 
perfectly compliment the idiosyncratic singing and ideas of 
Johnston. And more significantly, unlike many “outsiders,” 
Johnston, though often odd and childlike, always knew exactly 
what he was doing artistically. He understood music and the 
underground and the “scene” and was always in control of his 
talents and sounds, and if he wants to collaborate more power to 
him. This is the best Nightmares record yet, with lots of devil 
themes, addresses of mental challenges, and strangeness. If you 
can't dig Johnston jamming with some clever, killer musicians, 
you may have a little Satan in ya. 

G. Daponte “Lucky Days and Lucky Numbers” (gdaponte.com) 
The “G” stands for Great at whatever this is he’s doing...I’d call it 
post-Mellencamp American countrified singer songwriter rock! 





Dark Fog “The Seaside Sounds of Dark Fog at Doctor Officer 
Quimby’s House” (darkfog-bandcamp) Chicago psyche superstars 
go to Detroit (for some actual MC5 drive), to outer space (for 
some mandatory psyche anti-gravity pills), and to the mysterious 
house of Dr. Quimby, who I guarantee provides completely 
different drugs than Sgt. Pepper (though he may be the neighbor 
to Dr. S. F. Sorrow and Obstetrician Nik Hawkwind), 

Dark Lark (MAPL) “We play both kinds of music...quiet, 
ragged ‘n’ dreary and loud ragged ‘n’ dreary! 

Dash Rip Rock “Black Liquor” (Alternative Tentacles) Heavy 
and rural...or as I call it, TRACTOR ROCK! These celebratory, 
cautionary tales of moonshine, voodoo, swamp danger, and 
tugboat escape routes may be really good or really bad, I’m not 
sure, but I am sure this is my favorite DRR record yet! 

Dave Davies "I Will Be Me," Live, Taste of Lincoln Avenue 
(Cleopatra) There's an old clip of the Kinks on Saturday Night 
Live in 1977, where they're blasting through "You Really Got 
Me." Dave is pulling out the stops on the guitar wank - he's 
cranking up the volume, making scrunched-up faces, and letting 
you know what a guitar heavy he was. If you saw that episode and 
wished Dave had a forum of his own to do what he does, this 
album is for you. Guitars cranked up to 12, and surreal, half- 
spoken lyrics that sound closer to Lemmy from Motorhead than 
the guy who sang "Love Me Till The Sun Shines" with the Kinks. 
While his CD left me a little cold, his performance at the Taste of 
Lincoln Avenue street fair was far better. Sounding more 
coherent, he blasted through a set that was half Kinks songs and 
half solo originals, including an acoustic segment in the middle. 
Admittedly, there were a few quirky moments, but given the fact 
that he's recovering from a stroke, he did quite well. More than 
one person asked to hear "Death Of A Clown," and he obliged 
them, even having a female in the audience join in on vocals, The 
strange part was, she was off stage almost as quickly as she was 
‘on, and the song itself was treated like a fun throwaway, but 
despite this, everyone was satiated. And his blasting guitar leads at 
the concert were right on point. 

Sweet Davis “Bittersweet” (tailfish.com) Country pop that's not 
just Sweet, it;s suh-weet! 

Day Creeper “Raging Beast” EP (daycreeper,bandcamp.com) 
Columbis bands are usually a litle uglier and nastier than this — 
but that’s not a knock on this perfectly imperfect poppy melodic 
punk record that sounds more convincing when its got one foot in 
Modem Lovers water than when it’ sticks a toe in whatever the 
Dead Boys’ tub is filled with (note that I did not compare them to 
New Bomb Turks, et al). 

Dead End “DEII” (Alternative Tentacles) Not sure how you 
count generations of punk, It was certainly short in the late 70s 
and early 80s, maybe 18 months a generation (the new kids from 
1985 were pathetic latecomers to the 1983 punks, and don’t think 
of associating them with the 1980 bands, and so on). In the 90s 
and beyond with the recycling of styles and mainstreaming of 
punk and CDs flooding where vinyl trickled, then online music 
drowning that flood in an ocean of sounds, maybe generations 
stopped mattering. Anyhoo, all that is to say that a Chicago punk 
supergroup made up of members of AOF (1981 vintage), Alkaline 
Trio (1997), The Bomb (1999) and Rise Against (2001) is 
bridging two genrations, but certainly not consecutive generations. 
Bondi sounds great on this EP, howling like a pissed off madman. 
His bandmates don't try to drag him into any 90s trends, but when 
their melodic instincts kick in (like in the band's band name theme 
song...always a good idea) it’s really compelling. The most 
chanty, catchy tune, “Indefinite Detention,” also does the best job 
of getting the political points across clearly, which is a good 
lesson for activists and politicians...a spoonful of sugar! The only 
real disappointment is that their best song title, and best 80s-style 
hardcore tune, “Ayn Rand Chicken Sandwich,” does not come 
with an accompanying recipe, just some vitriolic lyrics shaming 
closeted gay Republicans. If Bobby Seale could put out a barbecue 
book why can't radical 80s Chicago rockers teach us to cook as 
well? Vic and Albini might not agree on a lot, but we can all agree 
that they both must have some healthy dietary habits, they look 
great! Share your secrets! 

Dead Ghosts “I Sleep Alone” b/w “Spot A Trend” (Randy) 
Fuzzed out 50s/60s teenage band rock n roll, if the teenage band 
was tortured in an Eli Roth cabin chamber. Genuinely awesome! 
Dead on TV "Fuck You I'm Famous" (WTII) Highly enjoyable 
rock n roll ridiculousness about sin, sanity-challenging, drugs, and 
narcism. Basically an indictment of any rock n roll that isn't about 
all that stuff. Delightfully, they manage to be slickly shoddy or 
shoddily slick, created ragged punk that sounds like radio pop 
without fitting into any exact niche. Considering their local status 
I'd suggest Dead on TV's wailing guitarist Xmas Smits start a two 
piece band with noise/garage/art rock all-star Christmas Woods, 
and they do nothing but inspirational instrumental yuletide music 
aimed at all the people who commit suicide because of holiday 
depression. Sure, it's a demographic with a lot of annual turnover, 
and limited loyalty, but you can't go broke cashing in on people 
who hate their families their lives and Santa! 

Dead People "Feel the Light" ep (Windian) Should be called 
"Knock 'Em Dead People,” because this lo-fo, fuzz murk, New 
Orleans humidity-thick garage mess did, in fact, knock me out. 











Death By Snoo Snoo “Tasta Saat” (Creative Class War) When I 
first listened to this I had no idea what language, culture, or 
country of origin I was dealing with, but I speculated this 
magnificent music was from a land that valued superspeed hard 
pop manic rock n roll joyful pleasure robot warriors. A little 
Internet Snoo Snoo snooping reveals this band is from Finland, 
and while I could not verify that pleasure robots are abundant in 
the land of peséipalio ballplayers and Evangelical Lutherans 
(worthless info like that is flowing online!), I did update my 
passport and buy my plane ticket already! 

Death By Steamship "Facetious" (Whoa! Boat) Should be called 
Death by PristineShit, because these power-pulsing, post punk 
provocateurs have their shit together...and they kill it! 

Death Valley Rally “The Stars Shine Brighter After Midnight” 
(Planting Seeds) Dreamy rockers for rockin’ dreamers. This 
album occasionally pull off the elusive “sad jangle.” You know 
what you call it when you turn a sun-bleached cow’s skull inside 
out and wear it on your head? A Death Valley Rally cap! 

Cole DeGenova “Another Country” (coledegenova.com) Sounds 
like the Maroon S singer workshedding songs with Elton and 
Bernie, and recording them with a Steely Dan cover band. In other 
words, ..jazz! 

Delicate Cutters "Ring" (Skybucket) Delicate Cutters deliver 
delectable cutlets of slightly off-center dark Americana — call it 
Americana Gothic! BTW, the least favorite band of Bears 
fans..."Delicate Cutler.” 

The Demerits “Shake It” b/w “In A Band” (Mooster) This is 
basically a perfect trash rock single: The band is a beautifully 
barely-controlled mess; each side maybe makes it to two minutes; 
one song is about how fun it is to rock dive bars and crash on 
couches; the other song barely has two words, yet convinces you 
that "shake it" is a more profound statement than Shakespeare, 
Einstein, or Tom Cruise ever made. All I can say is, Shake It! 
Destroy Nate Allen featuring Gnarboots “With Our Powers 
Combined” (HER) Manic novelty-core that’s more quirky than 
funny. | hope the weird voice guy and the cute voice girl are a 
couple,..that holds out hope for weirdos! Nice Wonder Twins 
shout out cover art. 

Destructors “Sex, & Drugs & Rock & Roll,” 
Destructors/Beyerley Kills split EP, Destructors/Ziplock split 
EP, Destructors/Astronauts CD, Destructors/PMT split CD, v/a 
"This is Peterborough Goes Forth" (Rowdy Farrago) As is their 
wont, the Destructors released another slew of CDs in 2012, 
mostly splits, culminating in the epic "121212" CD, the last of 
their annual day/moth/year records (the Satanic "060606," the 
computer-esque "101010," etc.) Of course, I advocate they 
release "131313" on January 13th, 2014, but that's just my 
opinion, Anyhow, I guess it might have seemed obvious to do a 
Mayan-inspired apocalypse CD, but despite being obvious, they 
really pulled off an end of the world pub rock opera that's rousing, 
angry, and joyous (they seem pretty happy America is burning). 
The other solo release this year is themed to cover sex, drugs, 
&amp; rock n roll, and the sex stuff is kind of awkward, 
uncomfortable and forced (remind me to never sleep with a 
Destructor), the drug stuff was intoxicating and rock n roll stuff 
rocked, expecially “King Rock.” Decades of Oi-power have given 
the Destreuctors a leg up on the competition, and if you see split 
releases as Battles of the Bands (as I do) the Destructors have 
never lost. The Astronauts split is one of their most elaborate yet, 
with a lushly illustrated booklet. But the Astronauts themselves 
fall a little flat, though their flat weirdness seems to be purposeful. 
They remind me of the 80s di.y. British quirk punks that the 
Messthetics compilations celebrate. The pub rock power of the 
Destructors, however, blows them away, with their track “I Did It 
All By Myself” standing as a petulant punk rock “My Way.” I 
suspect, however, they may wish they had waited a little longer 
before recording their tribute to Jimmy Saville. I bet their lyrics 
would be a bit different with the new details available. The split 
with Ziplock is a fairly even fight, as the Z’s growl through three 
burners, and get 50 bonus points by having a drummer named 
Robot. But the Destructors counter with an actual pub rocker 
about pubs, though they should lose points for doing a George 
Bush song years after their Obama song (which the Astronauts 
cover on their split). However, I'm shocked to announce that for 
the first time ever, the Destructors have lost a Battle of the 
Bands...the winner is...Beverley Kills. The female band has 
amazing vocals on their killer track “15 Street,” with Georgie 
singing so exquisitely that they really can't be beat, plus they do a 
Little Michael Jackson cover! The Destructors make it very close 
by making one of their boldest cover song choices ever...they 
cover The Destructors first record from 1982! Nonetheless, beauty 
tops the beasts this time, By the way, I suspect they knew we were 
going to give the Battle of the Bands to one of their challengers, 
because they thank a hundred fanzines in their liner notes and 
leave us out even though we've reviewed 100 Destructors 
releases! So we lose this battle of the printed word. Boldly their 
next opponent is another femme fronted band, PMT, who are 
superb, with super great drumming and buzzsaw guitars 
augmented with perfect Brit girl rocker vocals, including chant 
stuff on "Hangover, Pt. 2" (not about the movie). However, the D's 
play some good "D" this time and win this one by going garage 
rock! A cover of "Hey Joe" is awesome, augmenting some fine 


pub punk The band has also released a fourth volume of their 
This Is Peterborough compilation series, delivering a punsihing 
Motorhead-esque track themselves and making room for stand out 
tracks by local yokels that include the lo-fo charm of Dog Town 
Rebels, the weirdo exploration of the Astronauts, and the gruff 
greatness of the Ruined. 

Devil To Pay "This Train Won't Stop" EP (Gloryhole) If they 
can't decide if they're a stoner band, a N.W.O.B.H.M act, 
Buckcherry, or a galloping garage band then I don't have t decide 
if I like this. I just have to keep playing it over and over and 
banging my head. 

Dharma Dogs “Drown” ep (Kitschy Manitou) These Dogs have 
as much bite as bark, delivering swirling,furious rock, Wisconsin 
style (meaning, smelling like beer, and powerful as a Packers 
linebacker), 

Don Dilego "Western & Atlantic" (Velvet Elk) Way better than 
Don DeLillo's Vaughn Meader cover band he formed to promote 
Libra in '88. This singer-songwriter delivers the most Athens, GA- 
ish song about Chicago ever created. 

Dirty Streets "Blades of Grass"(Alive) If The Black Crowes were 
a 60s power trio with Paul Rogers singing -- so basically, if the 
Black Crowes were good -- this is the kind of Classic Rock take 
‘on Southern Soul meets the British appreciation thereof they 
would hope to make. 

Double Naught Spy Car “Western Violence” (Foot Pole) This 
sounds like the ominous Surf Rock soundtrack to a murder movie 
— think spaghetti western if the marinara sauce is laced with 
arsenic and broken glass! 

driyin’ n’ cryin’ “Songs from the Laundromat” “Songs about 
Cars, Space and the Ramones,” “Songs from the Psychedelic 
Clock” (NEW!) Why Black Crowes went super-platinum and 
Drivin’ n Cryin’ kept cult-ish is beyond me, especially considering 
D&C's ability to craft catchy, down home tunes that instantly 
sound like familiar classics. And when they get heavy like they do 
on the “Laudromat EP it's easy to imagine them fitting right in as 
a 2 for Tuesday between Skynyrd and Bad Company! For the 
“Cars...” EP they go all teenage power pop punky, and even 
though I realize it's a theme EP, I tip my hat...sure it took you 25 
years to do it, but you finally got Ramonesy! About time! And 
they go a decade backwards for their “Psychedelic Time Clock” 
album, kicking off with a 13" Floor Elevator ride, and clocking 
out with a mind expansion time peace. This trio of 
rock/punk/garage EPs shows not only the versatility of the band, 
but a sense of whimsy not exactly conveyed on their best work, 
making them seem better than previously perceived. Maybe they 
can be Drivin’ and Smilin’ now! 

Frank D’Rone “double exposure” (Whaling City Sound) Frank 
D! Rone is a local legend, the last standing Chicago-area classic 
jazz vocals-era cat, this side of Milt Trenier (who married into 
Chicagoland, the same way he married into being able to nosh 
Jewish delicacies with authority at Skokie delis). In a return to the 
recording studio D' Rone's golden pipes are seasoned but still 
surprisingly youthful and relatively muscular, authoritatively 
ushering Arlen, Newley, and Hammerstein into the 21st Century. 
The classy arrangements (by Phil Kelly) either swing hard or sway 
loose on sparem (yet lush) guitar. D' Rone is respected but 
underappreciated, and while I'm comfortabe with the "I" word, in 
truth he's a should-be-legend, just because not enough folks know 
about his legacy. prowess, and magic. 

Duran Duran “A Diamond in the Mind — Live 2011" (Eagle 
Rock) Simon Le Bon can still sing and can still muster the same 
attitude he could when he was the Paul McCartney of the 80s Brit 
Invasion. Although every second of this sounds great, I am not 
sure exactly why you would want a (third!) live album of Duran 
Duran hits (including some surprising includsions..."A View to A 
Kill"..."Ordinary World"...a few good cuts from their 2010 
album). However, this is a tremendous endorsement of Simon, 
John, Roger, and Nick as a contemporary concert act, and is an 
amazing advertisement for their current tour. I'm going! 
Dymaxion Vehicle “Sign” “Fun in Strobes” 
(dymaxionvehicle.com) This is what I'd call light industrial...like 
it'sinspired by a aluminum mill rather than a steel mill. Here’s my 
idea of a good name for female fronted industrial band: Nine Inch 
Nail Salon! But seriously folks, DV is alt rock synthsational! 

E.D. Sedgwick "We Wear White" (Dischord) E.D. stands for 
Extra Doomph! Funked out, punked out sexy soul sermons with 
more angles than a protractor factory. 

The Electric Mess “Falling Off the Face of the Earth” 
(theelectricmess.com) Beautifully desperate 60s garage pop 
fortified with orgasms, girls-in-the-garage vocals, and beautifully 
ugle guitar goo! Mess-ianic! 

Elektrolux “Robert Mitchum” (Soviet Twist) This psychobilly 
boogie ghost rock is so good I will go Mr. Mitchum one better and 
get “E-L-E-K-T-R-O-L-U-X” tattooed across my right hand 
knuckles, and “R-U-L-E-S!” tattooed across my left. (I have a few 
extra fingers, ten on my right, six on my left, necessitating the 
exclamation mark). 

Eleven Twenty-Nine “In the Sunlight” b/w “Anchors Away” 
(Drawing Room) The B-side of this Charlambides side-project 
takes Freak Folk to the logical conclusion, where it's so hardcore 
that it’s just regular country music played ultra-sincerely with no 








frills and “Am I supposed to sing into this big horn Mr. Lomax?” 
authenticity. The A-side is Santana-influenced sub-psyche, and 
it’s pretty great too, but | want more of the hillbilly stuff! 

Elk “Daydreams” (www.indoorshoes.ca) Better than Elk 
DeBarge! Better than Lawrence wELK! Better than Elk Elk Cool 
J! You will dig this sweetly sinister jangle pop with poppy DNA, 
access to their parents’ (grandparents?) 60s records, and more 
tambourine than Davy Jones' memorial service! 

Eugenia Elliot “4000 Weeks” (eugeniaelliot.com) With her 
perfect early 70s coffeehouse post-folk style voice, Elliot sings 
like a beautiful bird. It's enough to make me regret rooting for 
Sylvester in all those Warner Brothers cartoons. 

Jack Ellister “Within You, Without You” ep (Fruits de Mer) 
Netherlandic nanosphere-naut Ellister is fearless as he decides to 
take a Beatles classic and Syd Barrett's “Flaming” into low key, 
high impact psychedelic overdrive. Disturbingly soothing! (Is this 
bliss or being blasted?) 

El Pathos "Hate and Love" (Saustex) Not much | can say other 
than that you should dig this record because of the great band 
name, creepy vocals, and fun drumming. They sound like the best 
bar band in the emptiest bar. 

“The Ember Song”/Greyhound Jingles 45 (Numero) | don't ask 
why would Numero Group reissue black-audience local radio 
commercial jingles recordings from the 60s/70s era, but rather, 
why not box sets of noting but these? Why not a DVD of every 
Moo and Oink TV commercial featuring Richard Pegue jingles? 
Why not a Sidney Barnes "Ember Song" reissue that comes with a 
reissued Ember Furniture wood veneer bedroom set? Why not a 
Funtown jingle/Fun Town virtual reality amusement park ride 
helmet set? Hell, why not rebuild Fun Town in the Numero 
backyard? Keep up the work, guys! 

EndAnd “Adventures of Hi-Fi in Space” (endand,bandcamp,com) 
Adventures of Awesome in Your Face! This sweet and sour angle 
pop is out of this world! 

The English Softhearts "End It" (www-englishsofthearts.com) 
‘What happens to you if you get bitten by the Pillsbury Doughboy? 
During the full moon you turn into a Were-Dough! Pop'n Fresh 
must have chomped all over these dudes, because this is the music 
of rabid, brilliant, gloriously creepy weirdos! 

Environmental Encroachment “Bunny xu" 
(www.encroach.net) Falling somewhere between hoboes bashing 
garbage cans, jam bands, and Louisiana high school marching 
bands on mushrooms, Chicago's longtime — sound 
project/collective/weirdOH! society has come together to make an 
exquisitely oddball sound slab. This will relalign your brass! 

Epic Ditch “36 Hour EP” (VOS) 80-style Hardcore with a 
injection of less hard indie rock, making it semi-hard core? Half- 
mast core? Whatever — it’s really good, and it made me want to 
fight...and hug. 

Epicycle “You're Not Gonna Get It (1978-1981)” (Hozac) 
Epicycle may not be the most respected early Chicago New Wave 
act, but then again, who is? Phil N the Blanks? Maybe Skafish at 
the time, but now? Ayhow, there are a few reasons this band may 
be under-loved, First off, they didn’t break up! Which is awesome 
in many ways, but fans of the poppy bar band from the 90s or 
2010 may not dig their edgier power pop of the Jane Byrne-era, 
and potential 70s-heads may have been turned off by the slicker 
stuff they heard over the last thirty years. Also, for punk fans they 
were kind of everything but — some garage, some pre-Paisley 
Underground 60s revival, some radio pop — plus they actually had 
a song called “Hardcore Punk” that is anything but — 1 can 
imagine a Naked Raygun fan hearing this years later and getting 
pissed off. But whatever the reaon is that this band set to table to 
allow for glorious rediscovery, one thing that can't be blamed is 
talent — the songwriting, playing, and pop sensibilities on the 14 
tracks featured here are stellar. 1 am now hearing these songs in 
my head all the time. ..does that mean I’m Epipsychic? 

The Escatones "Out of Sight" b/w "East Beach Stomp" (Artificial 
Head) Two low key, high headed, 60s-centric psyche journeys 
(one featuring Paul Leary from the Butthole Surfers stretching out 
on psyche solo) that puts the extra bone in Escatone! If this is surf 
music (as Sean the Sean's cover art suggests) then that is one 
subdued wave, Maybe in Texas the boards are bigger and the 
water submits?" 

E.T. Habit "Venemous" b/w "Starside Devastation" (Hozac) Can 
E.T's magic healing finger cure a case of spiders crawling on my 
face or my tasting colors malady? Both of which psyche 
psicknesses were caught from this infectious frantic freakout of a 
45. 

Fadensonnen “White Night” (Fadensonnen) If you are a paranoid 
schizophrenic obsessed with human slaughter and small animal 
torture, and you've suffered multiple cuncussions and an inner ear 
injury, then you've already heard this record. In your head. 
Antoine Fafard “Occultus Tramitis” (Unicorn) This light prog (or 
“log,” as I call it) is either heavily ethereal or etherealy heavy. Or 
both! Did I just blow your cosmic mind? 

Fake Limbs “Man Feelings” (BLVD) Manly is not a manly 
enough word to describe this testosterone scramble that manages 
to somehow utilize AmRep aesthetics and be kind of fun and 
funny at the same time. I heard they were booked to play Tammy 
Duckworth’s victory party. 





Family Curse/White Murder (Doormat) Family Curse offers 
some profanely, nasty punk, and on most split singles they would 
be the clear winner of the implied "Battle of the Bands." But 
White Murder continue to be one of my fave new bands, 
unleashing another pummeling rocker that had me worried. I 
worried because if White Murder and Chicago's sibling 
superheroes White Mystery are the top two trashmakers | like to 
shake around to these days, am I into White power movements? 
Family Curse “Twilight Language” (Doormat) Thick, bloody 
cuts of music meat with visceral post punk melody stuff marbled 
with psyche-like swirls and effects, all executed at the 11 level of 
intensity. This curse is profane in more ways than one! 

Far-Out Fangtooth "The Thorns" EP (Hozac) Scrambly, semi- 
dramatic, sometimes slow-ish, sub-psyche that sorta put me to 
sleep, but gave me amazing dreams. 

Fat History Month "A Gorilla" EP (Sweaters and Pearls) I'm sort 
of torn here. This record is called "A Gorilla” and it has a hand 
screened cover of a gorilla being awesome...and it's on banana 
colored vinyl! But I cant figure out what this slow, distortion 
heavy, meandering sorta-music is supposed to sound like, or why 
I'm supposed to like it. But that gorilla rules! OK, ultimately since 
I'm confused by the music rather than put off by it I'm going to put 
that in the plus column, and add that to the gorilla, and that makes 
this is "must have!" 

The Features “Floozie of the Neighborhood” b/w “I Wanna Be 
Your Man” (Last Laugh) Never heard of this 1979 single 
(lovingly reissued with original art, I assume) so I'm really excited 
to hear this with fresh ears. Which I assume the Features woulda 
pounded into cauliflower if I rubbed them wrong way, as the 
photos on the back look like cast members from a Brooklyn high 
school production of Grease ended up on the right end of an actual 
rumble with the football team.. This double A-side woulda ruled 
punk jukeboxes if such a thing existed, and the great putdown 
original tune is only slightly awesome-er the Beatles cover. 

Fetch “Time Being” b/w “Sidewalk Tree,” “Don’t Tell Me” b/w 
“The Game,” “Take Back Tomorrow” b/w “King of the Wrecking 
Ball” (Pravda) Fetching power pop from Illinois, the power pop 
capitol of the world: a state whose state flower is the power 
poppy, whose state song is “I Want You to Want Me,” and whose 
state bird is the power popicpedidae (let's pause til the 
ornithologists reading stop laughing). There's a touch of mature 
Americana mixed in, but just a touch, and the cover art is even 
poppy! Their three 2012 singles include the "Take Back 
Tomorrow/King of the Wrecking Ball" 7" which is a big rock 
record that could win over tough guys in the bar. The b-side might 
even appeal to Springsteen fans (although the singing is pure 
Midwest...maybe I shoulda said Mellencamp). “Don't Tell 
Me"/"The Game" is the most melancholy of the three singles, but 
any lows are countered by the decision of one of the dudes to wear 
a scarf and t-shirt in the band photo on the back cover that made 
me happy as a happy clam. The best of the three is "Time 
Being/Sidewalk Tree" which could work as a how to for future 
International Pop Overthrow music fest wannabe bands. 

The Figgs “slow charm” Pete Donnelly “When You Come 
Home” (Good Land) The Figgs are a great band because they 
came out the box as such solid power poppers, but were still able 
to find garage rock and punk edges that many skinny tie-ers miss. 
Establishing themselves as a hardworking fave band in the early 
90s, they were surprisingly sucked up by a major label, but came 
out stronger and more determined when they were unsurprisingly 
spit out by Capitol, and I have been excited by their steady flow of 
new material over the last coupla decades. That said, if you asked 
me what album to reissue by the Figgs this decade old dalliance 
might not be my first pick, as it has moments of uncharacteristic 
ballad-ish mellow that do not fit into my ideal Figgs mind-picture. 
But there are some hefty hooks here, and if you never heard this 
before you wont be able to tell when it came out — totally 
timeless! In other Figg feature stories, founding Figg-ment Pete 
Donnelly (also currently one of the Q's in the Terry Adams-meets- 
Scott Ligon version of NRBQ) has released a delightfully slick, 
garage rock-free power-popped singer-songwriter record that is a 
treat. Side two is a one two knockout, with a rural-ish 
Replacements sounding “The Only One” followed up by the 
shuffle soul of “Can’t Talk at All,” and there's even a tribute to 
Tom Ardolino! Not the Figgiest record, but fabulaously Figg- 
tastic, nonetheless. 

First Base (Hozac) Because bubblegum powerpop has some 
pretty specific formulas and because if you are true of heart, in 
touch with your inner horny teen, have some Kassenetzz-Katz 45s 
and Shoes LPs, and are willing to practive you can achieve some 
fine skillz in this arena, I have to say I have heard a number of 
genuinely impressive, borderline great proto-bubblegummers over 
the last few years. But this is the first time I had to spend fifteen 
minutes on the Internet confirming this was actually a 
contemporary band and not a reissue! First base? I feel like I 
totally scored! 

Fischer's Flicker “Katmandon't!” (www fishersflicker.com) This 
Zappa-centric motherflicker is the bar band equivalent of an 
awesome blacklight poster. Awesome however you look at it. 
Better if you're high. 

Fist City “It's 1983 Grow Up!” (Black Tent) Raggedly elegant 
punk with new wave elements, an occasional sip of surf guitar, 





and some (gasp) 90s indie rock sprinkled in. Really good singing 
voices elevate already great songs to great+ level. I'm glad I could 
fit this fist! 

Fiver “Lost the Plot” (Triple Crown Audio) Simone Schmidt may 
be Fiver but she’s worth a million bucks, as this buffet of singer- 
songwriter/psyche/phreak pholk/regular 
folk/atmospherica/blues/spooky soundtrack music makes up a lot 
of its own rules, while showcasing haunting vocals and some of 
the best storytelling songwriting in the Great White North. If she 
Jost the plot then we'll never know where she buried those bodies! 
Flabby Hoffman “Coup De Ta-Ta's” (flabbyhoffman.com) 
Flabby Hoffman, for more years than I can recall, helmed one of 
the most eccentric, oddball, offensive-to-conservative-sensibilities 
public access shows in Chicago, and his rock n roll performances 
involve masks, comedy, and game show prizes. He should qualify 
as a novelty artist and an outsider musician, but there’s one hitch. 
His music, presented here in an epic helping of 4 hours on three 
discs, is sincere, exquisitely produced, catchy, thoughtful classic 
rock. The only thing outsider about it is that it ignores trends, so 
it’s more timeless than hip. And also that it’s packaged with 
Flabby’s signature bizarre, filthy illustrations (as featured in video 
segments on his access shows). The cover art is him in a bikini 
with giant boobs giving first aid to a bloody Statue of Liberty, and 
inner art includes drawings of a fat mermaid eating fast food, a 
stoned Ronald McDonald, and a poop cartoon titled “Bridget 
Jones Diarrhea.” Thus, he will remain on “the outside,” due to 
sensibilities, politics, and weirdo-ness, but as far as making un- 
self-aware music, this is about as outsider-ish as late Beatles. 
Flesh Vehicle “Set Free” ep (VOS) This rocks so hard instead of 
Rock n Roll they should call this Rock n Rock. They should be 
called Flesh Tuxedo. 





Wil Forbis and the Gentleman Scoundrels "A Quarter Past 
Four" (rankoutsider) Should be called Wil EIGHTbus, because 
this collection of swinging cocktail jump blues jazz (is that a 
thing?) is twice as good as what they did before! 

Forced into Femininity “Messiah of Evil” (Centers of Disease 
and Control) Just genuine batshit crazy sound sputterings, more 
playful nuttiness than evil noise, but evil and noisy nonetheless, A 
pagan pig-murder parasitic party in your ears! 

45 Grave “Pick Your Poison” (Frontier) Dark, fun rock by this 
legendary band that's not letting any commitment to punk or goth 
or history limit them. Not bad, and good to hear Dinah Cancer 
confidently lead this version of the band. 

FrameWerk “Have Some Fun” (framewerkband.com) Though 
based out East, FrameWerk is known in these parts because of 
their heritage: bandleader El Warren Weatherspoon (who's spent 
years with Heatwave) is the son of Fletcher Weatherspoon, a 
Chicago party-throwing legend for more than half a century. It's 
nice to hear that the party keeps grooving! This sweet-sounding 
stepper’s cut is a slice of both timelessly classic and completely 
contemporary soulful strut music. If you're already a stepper you 
need this, but if not, if you've covetously watched steppers 
steppin’ and wished you could catch that groove, just get this 
single...it’s impossible to listen to this and nor dance smoothly! 
Frans Héyer “Kuuhun Ja Takaisin” (Kompakti) Finnish lo-fi 
electronic experimental art music that is strangely good and 
goodly strange from start to Finnish. 

Fred Roth Revue "Frednotamused” (ana-them) Freddie's dead 
pan! Low powered Power Pop that more poof than pops, making it 
Power Poof. Which is a nice change of power. 

Freedom Club "Control Burn Bored" EP (Bulkhead) Savage 
garage hardcore (in the American teenage degenerate sense -- not 
some kind of British techno disco club wank definitions of 
“garage” and "hardcore”) that sounds like punk rock smells. If you 
can find anything wrong with this record you are stupid. 

French Boutik “La nouvelle pop —_moderniste” 
(facebook.com/frenchboutik) Too good to be true 60s French pop 
revivalist act (with some Kinks and Pet Clark thrown in). I can see 
a rare band being gifted enough to craft pop this solid, and having 
the chops to pull it off. And anyone with the means and 
motivation could get the right clothes. And if you are willing to 





commit, and know a talented scissors-smith, you too could have a 
mod haircut (though you wont look as cute as FB’s drummer 
Zelda). But the fact that they all have 60s French faces is what 
blows me away! The Serge-faced guitarist even has the nerve to 
be named “Serge! 
“FSDC 2” compilation tape (GloryHole) A dozen bands melting 
together in a psychedlic cloud of hazy brained music magic, of 
which certain names and ideas shine through (the poetic Hans 
Bronze, the pleasantly pummeling BLCK NGHBHD, the sober- 
ish coffeehouse sounds of Christian Taylor, and the unsoberish 
atmosphere experiments of Creeping Pink), but mostly this cloud 
of sound is a fine place to get lost in 

Furlong/Sick City split (Gubbey) In this battle of the Kentucky 
Fried Bands bands Furlong comes out swinging hard, with a 
phaseshifting, porno bass, hi-tempo groovester about a sex 
bunker. A sex bunker! But Sick City Four respond with skronk 
spasms, and there is no counter punch for that bizarre, scramble- 
drumming, time signature defying, brain-squeezing move, But at 
the end of the day, sex beats skronk, even sexy skronk, so Furlong 
wins...bur fur how long? Can't wait til round 2! 

Ezra Furman "Day of the Dog" (Bar/None) If there was one I 
thing I didn't expect from Chicago's babyfaced exquisite pop 
superhero it was for him to get this much better! This record takes 
his unique mix of singer-songwriter/Power Pop/New Wavelold 
time rock n roll/indie/whatever prowess and makes it weirder, 
angrier, more ambitious, and punker. I generally don't dig Elvis 
Costello enough to want to compare this to that, but it seems an 
accurate, if low-aiming, comparison. | recommend Ezra's latest to 
anyone who likes anything! 

Future Hits "Songs for Learning" (Coach House Sounds) A 
description to start off: This collection of songs to help kids learn 
and grow is thoroughly pleasant, but so wicked indie that it could 
be put in a time capsule to explain to future alien colonizers what 
90s-00s indie rock was all about, with its tendencies towards 
almost melancholy meekness over rock bravado, and a passive tug 
of war between respect for lo-fi minimalism and reverence for 
Brian Wilson lushness. i would never imagine any small child 
would respond to this -- kids like KISS would be my assumption. 
But every child I play this for is simply entranced, so screw Gene 
Simmons! And my inner kid is sold to, I listen to this a lot, And 
for some reason I no longer play around when crossing the street, 
The Future Primitives "Songs We Taught Ourselves"(Casbah) 
Anyone -- even a mysterious South Afri garage rock trio = can 
go out and cover Link Wray, the Mummies, the Haunted, 
Beefheart and Thee Milkshakes. But to do so (and nail it) while 
sounding like a menacing 1963 Pacific Northwest all- 
vampire band that practices under the garage...that's something 
special! 

Peter Gabriel “Live Blood"(Eagle Rock) Though this is 
completely unfair to Mr. Gabriel, because of his visual 
magnificence in Genesis, and his avant-garde performance art and 
costuming sensibilities, I've always wanted to group him with the 
Klaus Nomis and Arthur Browns and Jobriaths of the absurdist 
music world. Thus, it is no ones fault but my own that I was so 
profoundly disappointed by such finely crafted, yet genuinely 
conservative, musical offerings as "In Your Eyes" and "Red 
Rain.” Consequently, while 1 am not overwhelmed by this live, 
orchestra-aided greatest hits concert, | can at least appreciate that 
the use of classical musicians is not only no contradiction to 
Gabriel's aesthetics (see Metallica's "S&M"), but in fact enhances 
the tame, exquisite compositions. The New Blood Orchestra , 
conducted by Ben Foster at the HMV Hammersmith Apollo, do a 
fine job tuning the aforementioned tunes, and even my fave PG 
solo song, the 90s almost-hit "Digging in the Dirt,” into grand 
statements. While he did not win me over completely, this is way 
better than the KISS orchestral album, though I think we all know 
which act remained more committed to crazy costumes. 

The Galileo 7 “Staring at the Sound” (State) Magnificently 
melodic, kaptivatingly Kinksy, and commendably Creation-ist, 
this set by ex-Headcoat Allan Crockford is a non-regressive time 
travel trip to the 60s that manages to only deal with the bands that 
were 40 years ahead of their time. On a scale of Galileo 1 to 
Galileo 6 1 give this a G7! 

Gary Wrong Group (Total Punk/Jeth-Row) There's a lot of 
things to love about New Orleans, outside of the regular tourist 
hooey. They worship M.O.T.O.; nutrias run the town like a rat dog 
mafia; there's the Zulu gift shop. And every year there’s always 
some band you haven't heard of before that’s so good you can't 
believe they're real. Be it Kajun S.S. or Buck Biloxi, it always 
gets the better the more you hear, so I can’t wait to feast on more 
of the murk punk of this band, which seems to make trash rock 
drenched in codeine syrup, infected with syphilis. Pulling a 
reverse Shangri-Las, they seem good-evil, which is not bad! This 
record will gloriously confound you. 

Ralph Gean “His Music, His Story” (Discriminate Audio) One of 
the attributes we at Roctober most admire in an artist is the refusal 
to give up, even when you probably should. For well over half of 
century rock and roll lifer Ralph Gean has been banging away on 
his acoustic guitar, writing rockabilly-inspired pop tunes, and 
playing wherever and whenever opportunity allows, which it 
rarely has. Although this release is a few years old I've never seen 
it, and feel as if I've been missing out on something important, 





















and if this is new to you run, don't duckwalk, to get it. This two 
disc set opens with a career retrospective initially curated by Boyd 
Rice a while back that includes the b-sides of his two early 60s 
45s, lo-fi home recordings from the 70s, 80s and 90s, and some 
21" Century live tracks. A good guitarust with a distinct, homey 
baritone, and a clever songwriter, Gean is represented as a novelty 
artist here in some respects, as his earliest inclusion is a song 
about the Ben Casey TV show, and later tracks try to cash in on 
Lorena Bobbitt, the Hale-Bopp comet, and Star Trek, But what 
made the nomadic, former polygamist more than an outsider/Dr 
Demento act is a skill for songwriting that is no joke, attested to 
by oddly captivating tracks like “Experimental Love” (which is 
not as explicitly freaky as you'd hope...“‘Guitar Pickin’ Teabag” is 
similarly chaste). But what made him a hit with the underground 
kids for a spell was a suite of songs he'd written for an 
unproduced horror movie...jaunty numbers about serial killing, 
murder gone wrong, and falling in love with your technician 
during your court ordered electro-lobotomy. Disc 2 features the 
fruits of the lifelong Elvis fans visits to Memphis, where one can 
pay a house band to back you up in the original Sun Studio. His 
Sun Sessions demonstrate just how solid his compositions are 
when backed with journeyman pros, and his energetic covers 
show what a fine showman Gean is. As far as critiques of the 
release: while I certainly can imagine reasons for their exclusions, 
Brian M. Clark’s stellar, respectful liner notes reference several 
recordings not included (a childhood gospel acetate, 60s A-sides, 
unreleased recordings), and the Sun session guys are a little tamer 
than they should be on some numbers (particularly a cover of the 
Phantom’s “Love Me”). But praise is really my main takeaway 
here, and I was thrilled to see, as of late last year at least, Gean 
was still alive and kickin out the jams. He deserves immortality 
Lisa Germano “No elephants" (Badman) Maybe the lelphants got 
scared off...they are notoriously uncomfortable arounf hauntingly 
expressed emotional fragilty, And those big ears (and big hearts) 
can't handle minimalist torch song poetry 

Ghostkeeper “Horse Chief! War Thief!” (Saved By Vinyl) 
Charming weirdness with lyrical and structural cherry bombs 
exploding in succession. Catchy enough that it brings to mind the 
creditscore.com band going full-on avant garde 

Ghostwriter “Prayin’ All the Time” (www.endofthewest.com) If 
some voices can be described as fingernails on a blackboard, 
Ghostwriter’s voice can be described as the sonic equivalent of 
fingernails digging their way out of a grave, And every one of his 
creepy, haunted folk songs has the weirdly thrilling impact of that 
moment when the hand bursts through the dirt, looking for 
revenge! This one-man band sings about Jesus, Satan, Samson, 
bluebirds, and a time machine, so I’m super satisfied (that’s 
basically my whole checklist). My only disappointment is that he 
has a song called “Smoke & Diesel,” and | liked it a lot better 
before 1 looked at the track listing, when I thought he was 
“smokin’ diesel in the woods.” Now that would be hard core! 
Giddle & Boyd “Going Steady with Peggy Moffitt” (Discriminate 
Audio) Giddle Partridge and Boyd Rice create a slice of 
ridiculously delicious musical birthday cake that takes the gretest 
ingredients found in teenage pop, punk, French pop, and your 
dreams and squeezes into a pink, heart-shaped vinyl EP. Boyd 
explores his seductively creepy side, and Giddle her seductively 
seductive side by genuinely capturing the magic of Serge and 
Bardot on loyal covers of “Bonnie & Clyde” and “Contact.” 
Suicide, with Stooges confidence and Archies gloss, is channeled 
on “Rocket USA.” And jaw dropping originals (or originals- 
esques, as highlights of pop history are sublimely sampled in 
music and tone, with the Shangri-Las most overtly embraced) 
inform us not only that Ms Giddle’s vagina is made of bubble 
gum, but that Boyd is capable of making garage goodness so fine 
it makes you forget all past perceived indiscretions...even when 
he includes the word “SS” and jackboot sound effects on a track! 
Ian Gillian & Tony Iommi “WhoCares” V/A “Remachined: A 
Tribute to Deep Purple’s Machinehead” (Eagle Rock) I 
dunno...sometimes | can listen to classic rock icons/dinosaurs play 
& sing all day, & pretty much everyone ever in Purple or Sabbath 
was intensely talented. But sometimes it feels like these are lofty 
gods whose hubris blinds their senses. Which is odd to say in 
response to a charity record, which one could argue involves 
humility & empathy by definition. Gillian & Iommi collabo-ed 
with Jason Newsted, Jon Lord & Niko McBrain for a charity 
single that has now been repackaged with rarities by G & I, 
bloating two songs into two discs, The problem is that much of 
this is recent, excessive, absurd, not great material. Then again, 
with metal gods excessiveness & absurdity often are greatness, & 
while I say I don't like most of this, the wailing vocals & guitars & 
melodramatic music by these guys (& friends, including Glenn 
Hughes & Dio, singing "Smoke on the Water" live!) is inherently 
awesome, even when it's not ostensible enjoyable. I's amazing 
how often Spinal Tap seems like a book of proverbs in real live 
rock, because much of this is great without being actually good. 
There are some genuinely bad things, including an inferior 
Sabbath track or two, & an absurd Hughes/Iommi song called "Let 
it Down Easy" that Sammy Hagar would have passed on. But a 
ten minute Deep Purple studio jam from the 90s, a silly Marvn 
Gaye cover done when Gillian’s first b& had a reunion, & Gillian 
singing New Orleans style with Dr. John bring way more smiles 














than grimaces. The Deep Purple tribute record is more solid, but 
considering that "Machine Head" is something you could listen to 
every day forever without getting sick of it, I'm not sure when you 
would put this on. The probles with covering perfect songs are 
demonstrated by the two versions of "Smoke on the Water." 
Santana is too reverent, Flaming Lips are too flippant, & both just 
make the original sound better without adding anything to the 
conversation, A live "Highway Star" by Chickenfoot & a 
muscular "Space Truckin’ by" Iron Maiden are both enjoyable, & 
demonstrate the love these guys feel for the source material. Gelnn 
Hughes shows off some impressive pipes, Black Label Society get 
dirty, Metallica does OK, Both Steve Vai & Steve Stevens do 
what Steve Vai & Steve Stevens do, & members of Def Leppard, 
G&R, , Papa Roach, Cold Chisel, Black Country Communion, 
& Red Hot Chili Peppers contribute, so this comp not lacking for 
stars. Or highways. 

Gino and the Goons “Play Loud” (Total Punk) In that brief 
glorious period when yhe Rip Offs and Mummies ruled garage 
punk and everyone was vying to see who could make the 
cheapest, shittest, most awesome garage punk trash record 
conceivable, things got mighty cheap, shitty, and awesome, but I 
don’t know that they ever got this cheap, shitty, and awesome. 
This is $0 good it seems imaginary! 

Girl Guts “Victoria"(www facebook.com/GirlGuts) Great green 
gobs of greasy grimy good assed slightly-askew power pop guts! 
Girls Rock! Chicago CDs (girlsrockchicago.org) Just got the 
latest Girls! Rock Chicago CD (1 know some kids in the camp) 
and once again I marvel not so much at the value of the program 
and all that jazz but at how good the actual music is. Just like 
master painters stare jealously at the freeness and magic of a 
child's drawing, hearing adolescents with one week of training on 
an instrument compose and perform an original rock song is so 
frequently incredible and eye opening and better than most avant 
garde musicians while being totally akin to half the stuff on an 
ambitious college radio show that I'm speechless. Even the bands 
made of 18 year old who have been in the camp for years and can 
play and can sing still have an honesty and unfiltered voice that 
you never hear with seasoned, jaded, survival-minded musicians. 
Go to their CD Baby site and listen to some of these tunes! And 
get your toddler a guitar and a 4 track. 

George Glass “Welcome Home" (frozentone.com) Smooth as 
glass! Sublimely fragile as glass! Emotionally transparent as 
glass! That last one makes some assumptions about glass 
sentience, obviously. But this is some nice gentle pop...like glass! 
Susie Glaze & the Hilonesome Band “White Swan” 
(suzieglaze.com) Her voice is more like that of a rose-breasted 
grosbeak than a swan. Or it's more like an angel's! Super sounding 
Bluegrass-icana music that is executed so deftly it sounds too 
NOW to be labeled old-timey, though it is as old-timey as making 
ultra-specific songbird references. Fine fiddling, exceptional song 
choices, and perfect pipes make this Glaze tastier than the ones at 
your town's finest donut shoppes. 

Glorie "Falling" (glorierock.com) Messing with genres while 
creating pleasant lush instrumentals this Memphis mob is sort of 
like a post-post rock Trans-Siberian Orchestra (which is better 
than being an ambient Krautrock Mannheim Steamroller). If your 
life is not boring, but not nearly dramatic enough to be playing 
Wagner, Can or, Spaghetti Western soundtracks as your 
background theme music, this might be for you. 

GoDIYRecords “Illinois Il,” “Wisconsin II," “Michigan 11,” 
“Transatlantic” (GoDIY records) In the age of Soundcloud, 
Facebook, and accessible roadmaps to actual DIY ways to release 
vinyl, CDs, and digital, it’s hard to believe there are still scores of 
bands that would pay to be on no frills compilations, convinced 
this is the path to success. On the other hand, I’m always excited 
to get these comps, because I want to hear exactly what kind of 
band goes for this. On the Illinois comp the ringer is Dot Dot Dot, 
not either of the two experimental bands that had that name in 
prior eras, but the successful reality show band, and their super 
slick production is not that compelling. Actually, super high 
production values are abundant on this. Maybe the same bands 
that go to expensive studios in the era of home recording also 
commit to this kind of comps. The Dylan/Tom Petty mimic act 
John L. Sullivan is maybe my fave here. Best band name is 
Shortstop From Tokyo, and their pop punk (with brass) is solid 
but not too original. And though Iguchi was born in Tokyo, I don’t 
think he ever played anything but second base for the Sox, so I 
believe there has never been an Illinois Shortstop From Tokyo. 
The only band I know on this is the Joans, the all-Joan Crawford 
drag band, who are, of course, awesome 9how could they not 
be...they are all Joan Crawford). I liked Convoy and Wet Ashes 
as well. Forgive me for being less thorough on my non-home state 
releases; For Wisconsin the best name is Cannibal Galaxy, but the 
absolute worst name, making it possibly the best name, is Random 
Maxx, but since they just sound like a terrible Christian Rock 
band trying to go secular, I will again nod towards Cannibal 
Galaxy, who are unoriginal proggy alternative metal, but that’s 
still better. Not a lot of standouts here, but the country grooves of 
Butcher Class Hogs are pretty solid. Oddly, no really good band 
names on the Michigan one, but way more good music than 
Wisconsin. The Sanger Brothers are outstanding and as far as 
monkey songs go, The Implants deliver a 4 bananas up tune. I 











can't figure out the “Transatlantic” editions concept: the cover is 
just a giant Illinois covering up a map of Europe (including 
Iceland). So, there are so many suckers in my state, and so few in 
the entire continent of Europe, that this odd configuration was a 
necessity? Fightball is the best name. And they have a pretty good 
song. Bewized might be a good name if | knew how it was 
pronounced and weird lo-fi belchy deathmetal is something I can 
get behind. If 1 knew if they were from Peoria or Transylvania it 
might help me get into it more, but they don’t give hometowns on 
the sleeves, and I'm not going to 20 websites per disc for more 
info. But assuming the weird brutal strange-voiced songs are from 
Europe and the power pop is from Illinois, I'll give Europeans 
credit for at least not spending any money in recording studios 
No-fi brutality is the way to go DIY in my book. 

God Equals Genocide "Rattled Minds" (Razorcake/Dirt Cult) 
This LP is heartily stocked with rousing, poppy hardcore with 
humor and punch. Better yet, it has a hidden garage rock single 
stuck behind some awesome locked grooves! Thanks God! 

The Goldenhearts "Is There Love on Mars?" (Signshop) Should 
be called the Gold-Record Hearts, because they should sell a 
million of these heartfelt gems! This dude's voice is sensitive, yet 
manly, which tumed my coal black heart gold. As promised. 
Golden Pelicans “Hard head” b/w “Jump in a Lake” (Total Punk) 
Obnoxious trash rock so sloppily intense that | imagine the band 
has seen things in their rock n roll exploits that would give Viet 
Nam vets chills. Go jump in a lake, indeed! 

Golden Pelicans "The Earls" b/w "Chained to the Dumpsters" 
(Total Punk) The only reason I can't join Stevie Wonder in his 
boycott of Florida is that I honestly would go to Orlando any day 
of the week to see these vomit-core pop slop garbage-core 
miscreants play a house party. The b-side to this is so catchy | 
think I actually caught something — this record will make it hurt 
when you pee! 

The Good Intentions “Travelling Companions” 
(thegoodintentions.co.uk) If they had invented lovely sublime 
Americana I'd say they should be called the Great Inventions. If I 
knew that this made everyone else feel as content and warm as it 
make myself feel I'd say they should be called the Mood 
Augmentions. If you find yourself as satisfied after listening to 
this as I am, not unlike after a big, delicious meal, maybe I'd be 
inclined to say they should be called the Food Injections. But as is, 
they named themselves well. 

Amy Gore and her Valentines “In Love” (thisisamygore.com) 
Rockin" pop with solid singing, though not flawless vocal choices. 
There are moments when Amy Gore goes Pat Benatar when Joan 
Jett might be more effective, or 80s Heart when 70s Heart might 
be a better fit, but bottomline is Ms. Gore can sing, and this rock n 
roll valentine will warn your cockle. 

Go Time “Tight Like Wood” (Sound Gypsy) A leap forward for 
these veterans - what was once simply classic Midwestern power 
pop with a psyche edge has somehow found its way to menacing 
garage rock (reverse evolution — they're maturing into surly 
teens). Sometimes sounding like a ready-to-rumble REM, 
sometimes reminding me of Drivn n Cryin (both due to Scott 
Niekelski’s vocal style), GT is now far more than just a solid bar 
band — they are one of the best local acts in Chicagoland. 
Grandma’s Boyfriend “Not Your Boyfried” ep (Loglady) 
Classic poppy punk that’s far more appealing than the Adam 
Sandler-free Adam Sandler film Grandma's Boy, which | kind of 
like. On the Ramones to Screeching Weasel scale of perfect to 
awful pop punk this is 6 notches towards Ramones. 

Grand Trine “Say It" b/w “I Need You Baby” (Almost Ready) 
Contemporary Canadian band covers songs by the Bohemians, the 
60s garage band one of their dad’s was in. Better than both the 
Frank Sinatra. Jr, tribute show to his dad and WAY better than 
Louis Prima Jr's show! The wailing “I Need You Baby” is 
especially impressive, and even if it’s not as good as the original, 
it'll cost you about $80 less to get this version 

Grass Widow “Internal Logic” (HLR) | was trolling the Internet 
for something I won't tell you about when Youtube TOLD ME to 
watch a video where Grass Widow upset Shannon & the Clams in 
a cover band contest judged by Nobunny and a surly dominatrix. 1 
will put aside how creepy it is that my computer tells the Internet 
who I am and that I would love that weird assed video because, 
basically, I really did love that weird assed video! Thank you 
Homeland Security, Google, and Big Brother for monitoring me! 
And thank you Grass Widow for making beautiful, bouncy, 
hypnotic indie surf retro/future music. Grass, grass or grass...no 
one rides for free! Except on Youtube. 

The Great Dismal Swamis (RZO) Snotty, hard-hitting gar(b)age 
rock with some masked elements, and absolutely impressive 
innovative slang for acts of sex and violence (and if I could figure 
out what a "Canadian Tuxedo” was I might get arrested for doing 
it). The swampiest swamis I've ever swam upon! This is exactly 
how good and bad I want and expect my rock n roll to be. 

David Greenberger/Paul Cebar Tomorrow Sound "They like 
me around here"(PelPel) With Greenberger doing another collabo 
with Cebar, a man associated with WI, perhaps this is a good time 
to invoke the name of another Dairy State-er. There are a lot of 
things going on with the content & tone of Greenberger's re- 
jiggered transcriptions of semi-free-associaiton interviews with 
elderly, but as far as the feel & sound, DG seems to be entering 














the realm of Ken Nordine's word jazz. This comparison partly 
comes from Cebar's ambitious scoring, but age & experience 
sweetening Greenberger's voice like a smooth (nasal) whiskey 
may not put him in the same stadium as the magic voiced- 
Nordine, but they certainly have helped him enter the stadium 
parking lot. Jazz ain't dead...it's just old, rambling on sublimely! 
Kathy Greenholdt “When You're Dead” (kathygreenholdt.com) 
Beautifully moody, brightly dark Americana that is worlds beyond 
the quality of her last (fine) album. I recommend you all go 
Green(holdt). 

David Grubbs “The Plain Where the Palace Stood” (Drag City) 
Grubbsy Getting’ Groovy! The title track, with soulfully 
scrambllin’ fiddle work by C. Spencer Yeh, and weirdly seductive 
drumming by Stefano Pilia is downright danceable, if you don’t 
care how you look dancing. DG's axe almost wails on the humble 
brag titled “Super Adequate.” And he tries his damndest to sing as 
pretty as he can when he sings. So basically, as idiosyncratic and 
experimental as this album (as always) is, this time it seems he's 
experimenting with making people actually dig his music! 

Gueule Ouverte “s/t” EP (Stochastic Releases) This pounding 
percussion and feed-backing bass duo keeps it minimal and 
devastating but doesn't believe in keeping it anything else, other 
than weird. Thusly, they are far more Suicide-ish than they are 
relatable to any other post-White Stripes duo. Refusing to draw 
lines between punk, noise, novelty rock, reggae, garage trash, art 
core, falling down the stairs music, math drone, rock, and more 
rock, this band is only better in my ears because their guttural 
vocals are all in French, so I imagine they are just making fun of 
me for liking their absurd audio, 

Guntown "Chaos" ep (Whoa! Boat) Should be called Funtown...if 
you have fun listening to driving ambitious indie punk with angst 
strained vocals and awesome drumming. 

The Habit “The Town We Live In” (Reel to Reel) With their 
interplay of resonant, distinct male and female voices, and edgy 
yet traditional take on old time Americana, the Habit can't break 
me from thinking of the later X albums/tours I stopped liking. 
Thnakfully the succinct, edgy production of Ivan Julian helps 
make this recall the earlier X albums I did like. When they get 
urgent on tracks like “Demons” and “Leave Her Johnny” you 
believe that shit! So enough of my Ha-bitching, when it comes to 
this album you gotta hab’ it! 

Hank Haint “Blackout” (Voodoo Rhythm) Haint misbehaving! 
Paranormal psychobilly that would give Freddy Krueger 
nightmares! Rattled my chain! 

Hanetration "Tenth Oar"  (http://hanetration.bandcamp.com/) 
Lifestyles of the Glitch and Aimless. Turns Ambient into Ambi- 
oomph! 

Harmonica Lewinski "Who the fuck is Harmonica Lewinski?" 
(http://harmonicalewinski.bandcamp.com/) I didn't listen to this 
for a week fearing from the name that it was some corny, white, 
bearded blues-er with bad punnery and Sweet Home Chicago- 
syndrome (and the wrong Zappa records in his collection). But it's 
actually corn-fed (and pooped) filthy-sounding surf-trash-garage 
slop rock that's ridiculously righteous! The dumb ass name may 
not be descriptive but it really fits this irreverent, loose, joyful 
mess! Includes maracas chaos and guitar wickedness (and it's a 
free download, so totally worth the price!). 

Sophie B. Hawkins “The Crossing” (Lightyear) Damn, I wish 
Sophie B. Hawkins made more records. Not every track on this 
diverse collection appeals to me, but a spooky, bluesy opening 
track, a ghostly prayer song built around a river = life metaphor, 
and a chilling version of “Sinnerman™ make it easy to forgive the 
easy listening stuff. There's even an acoustic version of that one 
song by her you know which sounds awesome. 

HBC (schrapnelrecords.com) Jazzy percolations that plooped and 
popped my ear cherries! Smooth...and ripply at the same time! 
HB3 “Ragnarok” (hb3.com) Given the Norse Apocolypse theme I 
expected progtastic audio chaos, so I was pretty surprised, and 
relieved, that most of this is strangely soothing - it makes the end 
of the world a little less scary! Sure there's some intense Dr. Who 
future grooves, some jaunty jamming, and a grand and groovy 
seven-minute sonic explosion at the end...but as far as apocolypse 
goes, if that’s as rough as it gets, I'll take it! And like it! 

Heart Attack Alley "Living In Hell" (Voodoo Rhythm) Damn, 
it's bluesy in here! Or as they'd say in New Zealand, "Damn, it's 
bluesy in here!") [in a New Zealand accent.) 

Heavy Glow "Mine All Mine" b/w "Headhunter" 
(heavyglowmusic.com) These crunchy psyche rock hits not only 
grow on you...they glow on you! 

Heavy Lids “Gravity Reverse” b/w “This Horse” (Pelican Pow 
Wow) Ominous lurk rock that stalks your soul and shakes it 
around to a driving beat. | would call this Restraining order Rock, 
but you'd be crazy to keep this awesome record out of earshot. 
Heavy Times “Jacker,” “Fix It Alone” (Hozac) First off, being a 
Chicago band (in some ways one of the Chicago-est of bands), HT 
should have called their last record "Jagger," not as in Mick, but 
as in the regional "Jag off," as opposed to the more typical "jack 
off." Second off, these jag offs are geniuses...and “Jacker” WAS 
by far their best record yet, teetering towards their weirdly poppy 
side and away from the weirdly abrasive noise side that often 
overtakes Heavy Times’ flavor, this collection of super songs that 








taste delicious! After its release ther was more talk of band 
breakups than band future, so I was not only surprised to hear they 
are going strong, with some gear shifts, but also to hear “Fix It 
Alone,” which takes the already impressive act to another level, 
with hook laden, intense, cloudy pop punk psyche pills going 
down super easy, This sounds like it was recorded inside my head 
cold, and it cured me! Heavy Times Forever! 

The Hecks/Nonnie Parry split cassette (Exotic Aquatic) Heck 
yeah! Two bands getting weird enough that the entire thing is a lo- 
fo audio haze. | suppose NP is weirder, but Hecks jump around 
from sounding like such different bands from song to song that 
I’m gonna hang a weird hat on them too. 

The Joe Hebert Band “I Don't Wanna Be A Preppy” b/w “First 
Date” (Almost Ready) This reissue of an ultra-rare 1981 45 by 
Rockin’ Joe Hebert (Ocean Staters know him for his comedy 
stylings) has some amazing balance/imbalance magic happening, 
where Joe has crafted two can’t miss, morning radio novelty 
numbers, an anti-preppy tune to cash in on the Preppy Handbook 
fad (don’t feel like explaining it to folks under 40, just google 
away) and a bouncy number about going on a first date. But his 
band, while delivering the kind of bouncy pop the songs require, 
can't help but engage in the kind of fuzzy, nasty punk that 
undermines the commercial possibilities. Nothing succeeds more 
than failed novelty! 

Hellkite “fun kite” (hellkite.bandcamp.com) Cheap, drunk 
hardcore...the best kind of hardcore (sorry Ian!), Reminds me of 
Mentally Ill, the Version Sound tape lineups, and every band I've 
ever sat in a practice space with after all the beer cans were 
drained. 

Hemmingbirds “The Vines of Age” (hemmingbirds.com) 
Aggressively pretty folk rock that’s for the birds...the awesome 
music loving birds! 





Sid Hemphill “The Devil's Dream” (Global Jukebox) The mind- 
altering blues of fiddler/vocalist Hemphill exists only in the moory. 
of some real old Mississipites and on some acetates Alan Lomax 
recorded in 1942, and finally, on this collection. There’s much to 
be learned here. First off, that Hemphill was as awesome as any 
bluesman that ever made it out of the hills. 2” was that John 
Henry was actual killed by a hammer, not a heart attack. And most 
importantly, that the dozens of verses of Hemphill’s “The Carrier 
Line” make up a true American classic tune, one that America just 
don't know about yet. This is a stellar, super-important release, 
Hickoids/Grannies split LP, Hickoids “Hairy Chafin’ Ape Suit” 
(Saustex) The Grannies, if promo photos are to be believed, dress 
in granny drag and old people face masks. The Hickoids wear 
dude's clothes and years of hard living have made such masks 
unnecesary, But fashion choices aside, both bands share a 
devotion to punk rock trash that crusties squatting in Oscar the 
Grouch’s can could only hope to attain. The Grannies deliver 
some nastiness with a sharp, yet rusty, edge, including a Nervous 
Eaters cover. The Hickoids deliver the same menu, but with the 
waiter talking with a twang, and salsa slathered over everything. 
‘This was a limited tour LP, but if you can get it, you'll dig it, The 
Hickoids follow-up full length continues with their signature 
haggard, happening Texas garage country punk blues. This is 
grown man drinking music where something you shouldn’t do as 
a grown man might just break out after the drinkin’, listenin’ and 
whatever comes next. If this was the bar band in my corner saloon 
I can’t imagine what my liver and eardrums would look like! 

The Higher State "Potentially (Everyone Is Your Enemy)" b/w 
“All Ties that Bind" (State) If the Monkees were a “real” band 
playing on the SF scene opening for Jefferson Airplane in '67, but 
could still somehow write Brill building catchy songs, this is what 
T imagine they'd sound like to my cannabis-coated head. 

Hollis Brown “Ride on the Train” (Alive) Thus New York, via 
fantasy Nashville, via Dylan-land combo keeps it fully honest, 
slightly bluesy, and all-American. It's a pretty smooth train ride. 
Honey Locust “Fear is a Feeling” (honeylocustmusic.com) Honey 
is sweet and delicious but if you think about it as bee vomit it can 
make the sweetness seem kind of sick and weird, though still 
seductive and tasty..,.this EP induces that feeling. Which seems 
unlike fear, though that too is a feeling. 


The Hoot Hoots “Feel the Cosmos”(thehoothoots.com) Joyful 
jukebox jerkouts that sound like what the best Jack in the box in 
the world would play if you kranked his knob. 

Hospital Garden “Mover” (Forge Again Records) Time to get ill, 
as these hospital gardeners make sick noisy pop that ranges from 
heavy as an iron lung to light as generously-doled-out ether! 
Obama-care! 

Hot Lunch “Killer Smile” b/w “You're Alright” (Who Can You 
Trust?) Tremendous rawk that tremendously rawks. Grand 
Detroit-style steamrollers of rock n roll begging for a chromakey 
Musikladen guest appearance. 

The Howling Hex “Navajo Rag” cassette (OSR) Circus electronic 
future/past incantation music that is genuinely nuts. Navajo? To 
quote Redd Foxx, “just a regular Chicago ho!” 

The Hugh Beaumont Experience "The Cone Johnson EP" 
(Cheap Rewards) Maybe the most collectible Texas punk single 
ever is reissued with new liner notes by guitrist Tommy Duncan 
It's understandable why this is considered a near perfect punk 
single. In London or Manhattan 1981 might seem a little late to be 
singing about Sid and Nazis, but if you're on eof the only bands in 
Fort Worth you make your own rules. That the entire thing is sung 
in a fake British accent that's more Queen haters than Sex Pistols 
only makes this better, and that the production is shockingly clean 
(making the poppiest track, "Charrity,” positively radio ready) is 
more of a bonus than it would be if tnhis band was was actually 
raw or evil, but because they are just awesome kids using punk as 
a playground and an escape from conformity and boring everyday 
life the slickness just emphasizes the youthful purity of these 
Beaver bearers. this single has probably bootlegged, but i'venever 
seen or held one, and getting this new reissue (from what is 
becoming quickly a very impressive label) is a joy 

Human Cannonball “Let's Be Friends” (humancannonball 
bandcamp) Human Cannonball’s sweet, quirky, American(a) 
production pop is “the balls!” 

Humans “Milkpond” (Gloryhole) Irrational mathematics hardcore 
that reversed my lactose intolerance! I hope they pronounce their 
name “Yuman" with a “y” sound, because if | saw them I'd say 
“You the Mans!” 

Humongous “miniature pinschers” (Adept) Awesomely all- 
American absurdity, combining Beefheart freakouts, new wave 
folk music, anonymous truckstop sex, and toe tapping audio 
deviance. This is the soundtrack to a James Bond porno, if James 
Bond was from Arkansas. 

The Hussy "Stab Me" ep (Eradicator) Floppily rocking garage 
trash that gave me hussy-fits! 

I Can Lick Any Sonofabitch In the House “Mayberry” (Sad 
Crow) Making wicked, swampy Americana about Andy Griffith, 
redemptive doggies, and Santa leaving a lump of coal in your 
lungs is something (sinisterly) special. This meaty music is either 
perfect for the honkytonk in Hell, or if you ain't been that bad, the 
front porch in Purgatory. 

Icarus Line “Slave Vows” (Agitated) Should be called Dick-arus 
Line, because this urgent, experimental rock n roll exploration 
project has a serious set of balls underneath it! 

Il Funk Ensemble "The Duality" (AR) I wasn't sure if I feeling 
this at first. Ill Funk delivers live funk with rapping, and for good 
and bad, they avoid the cliches of both genres. But then halfway 
through they built a driving rap storm over “Street Beater,” 
Quincy Jones’ Sanford and Son theme song, and I was won over. I 
will never withhold love from anyone showing love to the Foxx. 
The Illness "A Monument to Our Gilded Age" (spreadtheillness. 
net) What's the time? It’s time to get nauseous! Thanks to bagpipe: 
style guitars, sour stomach singing, and the power of III will! 

I Love Lightning Bugs "Kensington" (Fake Latin) Sounds like a 
working U2 cover band deciding to change course and do an 
original rock opera instead, In other words...awesome! 

il sogno del marianaio “la busta gialla” (clenched wrench) 
What's the time? It's time to get il sogno del marinaio! Italian cats 
play glorious noodle-scapes while Mike Watt provides geometry 
lessons on bass, resulting in spaghetti post rock, which is actually 
more apt a description than you think I'm making, though likely 
no less an ethnic slur than you likely accuse me of. If you, like 
me, thought the band’s name was the Italian translation of "Yo no 
soy marinero," and were expecting “La Bamba" meets 
La Bohéme, you'll be disappointed, but for the 6,973,738,432 who 
aren't me, you'll dig this just fine. 

In Cages (incagesband.com) Despite all their well-controlled rage 
they are still just some rats in a 90s alt-rock cage! 

‘The Incredible Kidda Band “Bitch” b/w “She's A 50” (Last 
Laugh) This 70s/80s Brit power pop punk act released a bunch of 
cool singles, and their reissues/comps have outpaced their original 
releases in recent years. These are two killer demos, which it’s 
hard to believe have sat on shelves since the leisure suit era, but 
maybe they went unreleased because the band was already Stones- 
y, and at some point had a Keith and Mick in the band, so perhaps 
releasing a song called “Bitch” was just too much. 

Indian Wars “Songs from the North” (Bachelor) Though it pops 
up its beautifully ugly head on rarae occasion (like on their tribute 
to the obviously awesome “Denny”), the garage trash side of these 
Warriors has been tempered by their contemplative Neil Young- 
paying-tribute-to-Bob-Dylan side. But this is more thrilling than 
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recent Dylan or Young. And if there is an actor in Twilight or on 
Gossip Girl named Dylan Young, I am reasonably sure this is 
more thrilling than he (or her). 

The Instigation “Foreign Moron” (theinstigation.bandcamp) 
Absolutely furious, super intense, high speed hardcore from 
Shanghai with vitriolic English lyrics attacking hypocrites, 
conformists, racists, and Americans. And by English lyrics I mean 
that if the singer/lyricist is not from England he's the best English 
punk impersonator ever...and if he is Chinese and chose the name 
“Simon Cochrane" instead of "Buzz Vomit" or "Gash Something 
or Another" he is a genius. The guitarist (Misuzu, which I assume 
is the real name) does a great job of bringing trashy rock n roll 
guitar into straight up h/c without any crossover-undertines 
despite blazing solos. InstiGREATion. 

Invisible Things “Home Is the Sun” (porterrecords.com) 
Speaking of “invisible,” I can'r see how you wouldn't love this 
jumbly ghost-core phantom prog caveman classical music!) 

The It*Men “Greatest Hits” (Stow House) I've been thinking a 
lot about the recently departed Peppi Marchello, lead singer of the 
Good Rats, and one of my favorite stories involves him screaming 
in a towel as a teenager trying to make his voice scratchy and raw 
so he could get the proper vocal tone for rock ‘n’ roll, The singer 
for Cleveland rock garagers The It*Men either wore out his 
mother's towels or just genuinely lived through the tough stuff, all 
those sorry stories scraping against his vocal cords. Considering 
what we know about Cleveland, I bet it’s the latter. I call them 
‘rock garage’ and not ‘garage rock’ because these roughnecks are 
more Ac/DC than Sonics, more Motorhead than Mysterians. But 
they ain’t slick rockers above the garage, they are budget rock 
roughnecks singing about handjobs, drugs and whatever “the 
Bowie Dick Test’ This is It*! 

Jackpot Donnie “Mayday!” (jackpotdonnie.com) | know why 
Donnie (not a real person) is called Jackpot!On first listen this 
sounded like a kind of diverse-influence adult contemporary alt- 
rock excursion, with some guitar edged, all tempered with a kind 
of island vibe. So we were a little too close to Margaritaville, 
despite some hard rock riffs and occasional vocal howls. But then 
I listend after some Jack and pot and it sounded awesome! 

Stevie Jackson “(1 can’t get no) Stevie Jackson” (Banchory) This 
solo debut from Belle & Sebastian guitarisvsongwriter Jackson is 
a joyful monument to pop prowess, which references the Beatles 
not so much musically, but in detailed cultural metaphor/ 
anecdotes (comparing running from the rain to the Fabs running 
from girls in their movie, and inferring biographical significance 
to what Beatles albums you had as a lad). Then he brings it home 
by actually referencing the Beatles musically, but rejecting John, 
Paul, and even George, by crafting a perfect Ringo song about bad 
e-mail decisions! He's a magnificent Mocker! 

Shuyler Jansen “voice from the lake" (Scratch) Should be called 
ShuylEST! Because when it comes to slinky, lush, off-center 
Americana odd-pop, you can’t get any Shuyl-ier than this! 

The Januariez “Authentic” (Epochlyptic) Creaky funk rock with 
high drama vocals that had my hoping Februeriez would get here. 
Japonize Elephants “Melodie Fantastique” (japonizeelephants. 
com) It’s been almost twenty years of the Japonize Elephants 
confusing me into thinking Indiana is actually a magical music 
portal where one massive band can somehow be a vessal for 100 
years of weird international pop music, sounding like a 1930s 
radio show one second, cartoon hillbillies the next, Middle 
Eastern belly dance backups a moment later, stoned Zappa fans 
after that, Nero-esque distracted fiddlers all the while, with quick 
jaunts into Klezmer, Americana, Mexicana, melodramatic silent 
film accompanism, and chanting cult-ism. That all of it might be 
the soundtrack to a lost Tex Avery cartoon makes you never want 
to forget these Elephants, 

Jesse & Noah “Driven Back” (brandondstout.com) Lush singer 
songwriter music made by peole wh appreciate what makes Brian 
Wilson and Mutt Lange productions good, though not quite clear 
about what makes a lot of Christian vocal pop not soo good. 

Jetty Boys/Direct Hit split 7” (Good Land) The Jetty’s play the 
best kind of Midwestern bar rock...sincere power pop with 
working class grit. Direct Hit make intense party punk that’s got a 
heavier sandpaper grit than the J-boys, but is just as at home in the 
Cheese State/Illinois junction of real people rock. 

JJ 180 “Talk Talk” b/w “Classroom” (alonasdreamrecords.com) 
Two unreleased songs by an unknown band of musical misfits that 
prowled Santa Cruz circa 1978 and proudly combined punk 
attitude, garage rock grooves, surf/metal guitar solos, and 
psychedelic non-sensical-ism. This single is so good I'd rather you 
stopped reading right now and just ran out to find it so you could 
listen as soon as humanly possible, but for you poseurs who are 
still reading this, the A-side covers the Music Machine classic at 
double time, and more impressively, sung with a mania that makes 
Sky Saxon seem sane. The B-side original tune combines petulant 
punk poetry, ridiculous guitar explosions, the f-word, and I'm 
pretty sure a new third pronunciation of “nuclear.” In summation: 
JJ = Dy-no-mite! 

Joanna Gruesome “Do You Really Wanna Know Why Yr Stull 
In Love With Me?” b/w “Lemondae Grrl” (HHBTM) I had to 
listen to this three times really closely just to make sure my stereo 
was working and that this wasn’t some pressing error where two 
masters were processed over each other or something. I believe 





half this band is making ethereally lovely indie dream pop and 
half is making urgent noise rock...simultaneously! And it is a 
mixed marriage made in audio Heaven! 

Joe4 "Enola Gay" (Whosbrain) I remember that there was a time 
when I used to get really bummed out when I'd see Steve Albini at 
a show. Not that I dislike Steve, he's an awesome, funny, and 
relatively well dressed fellow, it's just that it seemed in the 
early/mid 90s he only came out to see bands that he recorded and 
liked, and they all sounded a particular way, and I really didn't 
want to hear bands that sounded like that. Well, many years later I 
find that since I no longer hear that kinda abrasive, start/stop post- 
AmRep, ragey, seemingly cerebral, scrambly music all the time 
I'm actually far more able to stomach, and in Joe4's case, even 
kinda nostalgically enjoy it. The fact that this is an almost eerily 
perfect example of what I'm talking about amuses me and makes 
me give this 4 Joes out of 5! 

Johnny Society “Free Society” (Old Soul) Everyone on this is 
EXTREMELY good at playing musical instruments. My mother 
would suggest I stop there, but I'll just add that this almost sounds 
like a good classic rock rocking bar band. Almost like good. Sorry 
mom (and sorry Johnny...you are really talented!) 

John the Conqueror "s/t" (Alive) Like their voodoo-ingredienmt 
namesake, they are all about the powerful roots. Dirty blues punk 
with thunderous oomph and slinky, sex ooze...they should be 
called John the Conquer-ooo00h! 

Jon Spencer Blues Explosion “Meat and Bone” (Boombox/Mom 
& Pop) These punky blusters are better than I remember — and of 
course, they should keep getting better and have no expiration 
date, as you're never too old to be a bluesman. Jon, Judah, and 
Russell have reached a vintage where they seem to appreciate 
Skynyrd more the Dolls, and that works for me, yet they are not 
too mature as to wait til Halloween to scream and wail like spooky 
banshees. Meaty and bonin’ indeed! 

Jowls “Russ Dan Jon” b/w “Carrier” (Lafayette) This cassingle 
features dark, furious post-hardcore that sounds like chewing glass 
and gravel tastes. Which is a good thing for dark, furious post-h/c. 
Juvie “Chugga Bang Bang” ep (Surfin ‘Ki/Waterslide) This must 
be some kind of new prank thing, where new bands (like this 
stylish Minnesota outfit) find some ultra obscure, ultra catchy, 
footstomping glam records from thirty years ago and re-press it on 
vinyl pretending they made it themselves. This is too good to be 
new! I mean seriously, | just got the 2012 Sweet CD, and I think 
that proved it’s impossible to glam this well in the Age of Obama 
“Juvie” is even too good a band name for the 21" Century! If this 
is real I give it a zillion stars! 

Stephen Kalanich & Jon Tiven “Shortcuts to Infinity/Yo Mam 
Ma/Symptomology” (MsMusic) Two super veterans (Kalinich is a 
longtime Beach Boys collaborator/Tiven worked with Alex 
Chilton on his great early post-Big Star stuff) getting together and 
writing a bushel of songs and then sort of arranging them in album 
form, with the results being pleasantly schizophrenic. The less 
jokey stuff showcases diverse songwriting skills, fine vocals, and 
smidgens of subtlety, The punny joke folk material doesn't evoke 
too many smiles, but earns nods of appreciation for cleverness. 
Along the way odes to getting high, giving up, and payola may 
explain why these talented cats are not household names. 

Ted Russell Kamp "Night Ow!” (tedrussellkamp.com) If you 
love 70s-style lushly produced singer-songwriter magic...than sign 
up to be a Kamp counselor! 

Karney “Love & Respect” (kamey.org) For someone named 
Karney this is a little downish and normal sounding in comparison 
to circus sideshows, But she does have a little of that carney 
barket oomph in her vocal delivery, so she earns her name on this 
indie offering. But she’s more Shriner's Circus than sideshow. So 
respect! And a little love, too. 

Jadea Kelly "Clover" (Darth Jadea) be called "Jade-angel Shelly,” 
because she sings heavenly and her songwriting is as seductive as 
the naked girl in the shell in that painting. 

The Kimballs (thekimballsrock.net) Lightly popping, heavily 
charming Power Pop that endears by presenting songs with almost 
childlike earnestness. They even have a song about romancing a 
superpowered lady, so though it’s not exactly music for kids, these 
cool cuts are definitely for the inner child. And like my sandbox 
dweeling inner Dennis the Menace, | dig this! 

Kingdom of Not “Journey to the Far Side of the Room” 
(kingdomofnot.com) They Might Be Tenacious Roky Beefheart 
Barenaked Giants, who are gigging at a Rennaisaince Faire. Or 
they might not be, who can really say? 

The Kingsbury Manx “Bronze Age” (Odessa) When I Ist heard 
about this band I was pissed, thinking they'd stolen the idea for 
my reality show where Tyra Banks becomes a reverse Mormon 
and takes the entire lineup of the Sacramento Kings as her multi- 
husbands. I called it The Kings Marry Banks. But once | heard 
this lush, charming, Anglo-respectful, soothingly psychedelic, 
hypno-pop I not only let go of any negative feelings towards these 
Kings of the Chapel Hill, but I actually started to understand the 
human soul so profoundly (listen to "Handsprings," you shall, too) 
that I couldn't bear to make DeMarcus Cousins. Jimmer Fredette, 
Travis Outlaw, and their crew enter into something as crass as a 
sham marriage with a Top Model. Manx you very much, KM! 


Klassik "In the Making” (facebook.com/iamklassik) The backing 
tracks (and instrumental cuts) on this jazzy hip hop offering sound 
like they are rooted in post-ambient music-era spaceage bachelor 
pad jams, so much so that the first rap we hear is actually about 
“cooling out.” Overall this album offers an alternative R&B that 
draws upon indie rock, classical, be bop, jazz, hip hop, and jazzy 
80s hip hop to create something new that sounds like it could still 
find a place on commercial radio despite its originality. 

Kleenex Girl Wonder “Let it buffer.” (This will be Our Summer 
Records) Chicagoland homeboy Graham Smith's product 
placement triumph band is back with some of his most polished 
compositions (though still loose-ush and sorta stream of 
consciouness sounding), Wordy, catchy, kinda goofy, occasionally 
preciously poignant, smart-silliness is buffer than Buff (from the 
Fat Boys) and cleverer than Buffy (from the vampire show). 
Chris Klimecky "This Journey" (chrisklimecky.com) Chris 
KIiSEXY! Shameless classic modern bar rock that shows why bar 
girls dig bar rockers! Reminds me a little of MouseRat from that 
NBC sitcom, but in a good way. 

Elliot Knapp “Cheap Seats at the Cartesian Theater” 
(elliotknapp.com)Scrambling audio doodling specialness that 
presents fever-dream narratives done with the time signatures (and 
potential dangerousness) of a precariously-balanced pot of boiling 
water...or perhaps boiling absinthe. 

The Knots “Heartbreaker” b/w “Action” (Last Laugh) Goddam 
this is good! 1980 NYC punk from an era when power pop/pop 
punk could still sound menacing. How the 90s pop-punkers so 
bizarrely misinterpreted the Ramones to make catchy punk nasal 
and impotent still confounds me almost 20 years later. If only Joey 
Pinter's band had made it big, as their ridiculously awesome song 
"Action" should have ensured, maybe the punk world woulda 
been a better place. This reissue is historical and hysterical and 
perfectly presented. You need this. 

Kontiki Suite “On Sunset Lake” (KS) If you like your pop warm 
and sweet you'll be warm for this Suite, as California sunshine pop 
meets California "country" a la the Byrds with some Yacht Rock 
mellow and sheen rubbed in to their mellotronic magic tricks. 
That they captured this Cali sunshine vibe from their dreary 
England homebase is the real magic. 

Brad Laner “Highly Morning” b/w “Sideshow” (Drawing Room) 
What do you call slightly jaunty shoegaze? Shoeblink? The 
Savage Republic vet lets loose some loveliness here, including a 
beautifully, vaguely off-axis cover of Blue Magic’s majestic 
“Sideshow” that is revenrent and enchanting (maybe next single 
he could cover Enchantment [“but do “Gloria” rather than “It’s 
You That I Need”}). 

Grant Langston “Working Til I Die” (grantlangston.com) Grant 
fancies himself a West Coast’ Bakersfield-style traditionalist, but 
this record has more to do with the late 80s when Randy, Garth, 
Travis et al were following George Strait's lead and being more 
timeless than old timey. This is a fun, but serious, collection of 
clever honky tonkers that manages to do the classic country trick 
of using wordplay and tropes that should seem silly but making 
then address genuine hardship with sincerity. 

Lasers and Fast and Shit “Second: Cat Fight” (He Who 
Corrupts) This pummeling, hooky, anglular, hardcoresque music 
is the shit. And the fast. And the lasers. Sittign at an airport is 
boring by the way, which is the best them for an angry protest 
song I ever heard. “Get a slice of Wolfgang Puck's!” 

Laurice “Best of Laurice Vol. 1" (Mighty Mouth) This is, quite 
simply, my favorite record not only of the last year or two, but 
maybe of the last quarter century. Before I express why I'd just 
like to take a moment to state that Almost Ready Records (with 
their imprints Last Laugh and Mighty Mouth) has emerged as one 
of the best record labels on earth over the last couple of years. 
While | hate to challenge Norton Records' position as the finest 
curator of reissued rarities and dynamic living artists during that 
label's post hurricane hammering-recovery period, I can't think of 
anyone who has released more interesting music recently than 
Almost Ready. Their reissues of punk, glam, weirdo, and private 
press 45s and LPs over the last few years includes such dedication 
to the original packaging and design, and more importantly, such 
a vision of why weirdness matters, that I'm thrilled to open every 
new release, even if i've inevitably never heard of the obscure 
artist. They have balanced lowbrow, crude tastes with meticulous 
scholarship and a ridiculous sense of purpose, and most 
importantly, they love Laurice! More specifically, they appreciate 
this artist for his/her absurdity, yet are not making fun of the 
androgynous rock n roll superhero, but rather respectfully 
celebrating the magic. Perhaps the greatest compliment I can give 
a discovery is disbelief. Even though this LP features a variety of 
exquisitely produced songs in a variety of styles implying a long, 
varied career, this was so "too good to believe" that I spent hours 
doing skeptical research, made more difficult by Laurice's own 
website being so earnest and spare and outsider-ish and 90s neon 
colored background fake looking. What convinced me that 
Laurice was real was the Canadian via UK artist's appearance on a 
1978 Canadian TV show performing "Disco Spaceship," which 
actually made everything seem faker (an afro perm, a metallic 
muu muu, heavy makeup that bordered on blackface,and an 
impossibly ridiculous performance in front of stiff Canuck disco 
dancers). Basically this production was such a perfectly Z-grade 





Don Kirschner Rock Concert disco episode, and the song 
featuring a cross dresser singing about Uranus was so note perfect 
that even if this is fake, it's real. That tremendous song is not even 
on this collection (Vol. 2?), Instead what we get are some of the 
boldest, catchiest, most exciting pre-punk/glam/cabaret music ever 
released. From the beginning what made Laurice special was 
obvious. With the act Grudge the artist released the thrilling 1973 
single "When Christine Comes Around" b/w "I'm Gonna Smash 
Your Face In," which some may have seen as novelty songs, as 
they took the Gary Glitter retro rock n roll vibe but added the gay 
content of the unambiguous anti-hate crime "I'm Gonna Smash 
Your Face In" ("It's time for you to pay the price for saying I'm a 
queer"). The A-side (which I've actually heard a deejay spin...so 
it's real... guess...though it's still too good to believe!) does not 
have gay content...except he sings as a woman in a girl fight and 
does Mae West impersonations! If anyone thought Laurice was 
making funny poofster jokes for laffs, his/her sincerity was made 
absolutely clear with "He's My Guy," a perfectly recreated girl 
group record about the rights, and beauty, of a man wanting to 
love another man. What's also amazing about the long, high 
quality career of Laurice is that he explored every aspect of gay 
pop, with cabaret style comic material, leather-loving rock, the 
Elton John-ish "Born to Serve," the pre-disco (and sexually 
unambiguous) "Rock Hard,” and “Wild Sugar,” which is almost 
impossible to hear without imagining a sexy stage show with 
muscled mustache guys backing up the great singing. That every 
genre of the 70s is covered, that Laurice boldly asserts his 
sexuality, and that every song is fun and funny and also functional 
as perfect rock 'n' roll makes this one of the most must have 
collections ever, That it is released looking like a budget LP with 
sorely lacking liner notes should be a deficit, but looking at 
Laurice'’s aesthetics on lauricenow.com it's clear that this spare 
design is a respectful nod to a true artist rather than a cop out. This 
should have won all the Grammys and sold more copies than 
Bieber! This willbe the first record i wear out in the 21st Century! 
Chris Lawhorn “fugazi edits” (chrislawhorn.com) By creating 
short, powerful, groovy songs by sampling snippets of every 
Fugazi tune ever Lawhorn has made some great music. But he has 
not done much of a magic trick, as these dance and experimental 
tracks really emphasize how driving, and funky, and challenging, 
and solid Fugazi's songs already are, rather than transforming 
anything. That said, this is the best "new" Fagazi reocrd you're 
going to hear these days, and if you've never heard Fugazi before, 
then this, perversely, this is a great introduction, even if it doesn't 
really sound like the band. 

L/A/Z/Y “Obsession” (Moniker) One of the best thing about new, 
fresh abnd sis that they're too young to knowthe timeline. Thus, 
post-punk mathematics and energy mingle with regular punk 
frenzy and mess, and if some futuruistic robot music sneaks in, 
who knows the diff? I'm C/R/A/Z/Y for L/A/Z/Y! 

Lazy Magnet/Father Figure split 7" (Corleone) Two hearty 
helpings (unidentified on the label, so I don't know which is 
which...and they are too philosophically akin to tell them apart) of 
nightmare new wave music that will make you blip your wig 
Electronic dreamscapes and sad 80s singing combine to make you 
feel weird inside. 

LCDD “Los Caballos De Dusseldorf (Bimbo Tower/Alehop) 
This is the sound of God's children playing videogames. And not 
Jesus, but rather his autistic savant twins no one ever talks about, 
And not a Wii, but some God game system we don't know about. 
Kevin Lee and the Kings “Breakout” (kevinleeonline.com) 
Modern rockin’ local vets prove why Chicago Kings are better 
than LA Kings, Sacramento Kings and the entire faculty and 
student body of King’s College in North Carolina. Maybe not 
better than The Kings who did “Switching to Glide,” but they 
were from Canada, so for the USA, these well polished instant 
classic rockers help our city rule supreme! 

Left Lane Cruiser and James Leg “Painkillers” (Alive) Detroit 
sewage-swamp boogie, gruesome blues caricatures, and space age 
guitar all Frankenstein togethered into something that’s deeply 
natural and cool despite being a hybrid abomination 

Legionaire's Disease Band "Rather See You Dead (Than With 
Wool on Your Head)""Downtown" (Cheap Rewards) Renowned 
for being the wildest band in Bloodstains Across Texas, for 
helping launch Verbal Abuse, and for lead singer Jerry Anomie 
faking his death and showing up for the subsequent gig in a real 
casket, LDB's real legacy may be that they represented a truer 
vision of punk rock in 1979 than most of the bands on the scene. 
An ex military/ex-con in his 30s, Anomie decided to start a band 
not for political or trendy or angsty reasons but because he saw 
what Iggy and Stiv could do and he wanted to be a part of it, 
resulting in nasty, style-free, wild, raucous, hard-assed rock ‘n' roll 
that is more its own thing than a part of any trend. The lead track 
here has its lyrics spewed and barked by Anomie with such fury 
and chaos that I have no idea what he's saying, yet the guttural 
"baaaaa" sounds seem to imply this is more anti-sheep than racist. 
‘The guitar attack b-side is not a Pet Clark cover but rather one of 
the catchiest slices of ugly-rock ever recorded. This record is 
better than what its legend purports it’s supposed to be. And 
worse! We live in a glorious era when ridiculous rarities like this 
are reissued in their original format! God bless the USA! 











Kim Lenz and the Jaguars “Follow Me” (Riley) Fans of 
rockabilly, and attendees of international rockabilly fests, are very 
familiar with the work of the queen of that scene, but this new 
album may surprise some of her fans. While her growl is still 
intact, along with some yodels and croons, what's different is that 
instead of rooting herself in the hillbilly bop of the 50s, this album 
finds her messing with some of the parallel scenes: the jazzy 
country of Patsy Cline, Jump R&B combo burners, even torchy 
50s pop are all tackled, and while she may not have the pipes of a 
jazz vocalist, she has the soul to pull off these personal, original 
numbers. I dare you to listen to this without imagining the sexy 
Scopitones that should accompany each stellar song! 

The Liminanas “Crystal Anis” (Hozac) Stunningly impressive 
French sticky floor pop that's so darkly sexy Serge G. would be 
too intimidated to try to fuck it. Sinister hooks, menacing 
melodies, and supernaturally perfect production would make this 
one of the best records of the year even if it didn't have a 
supremely seductive French accent. Which it does. 

The Limit (Cheap Rewards) This ambitious early 80s New 
Orleans band certainly had a chance for New Wave stardom -- 
"Modern Girl" has all the gusto and seduction of a radio hit, and 
only a few bizarre rhythm-challenged handclaps keep the 
awesome "Uh Oh" from rock n roll magic status (no such 
problems on the more rough-edged, superior, Cars-invoking demo 
which is also included). Not every song was MTV-ready (the tasty 
"Candy Rocks" is pretty close, though it has some jarring changes, 
but "Dream of Love" gave me weird dreams), but that can be said 
of most MTV bands’ catalogues. But hearing this compilation of 
their spare studio recordings, a couple rarities, and a crowd 
pleasing live set will convince you that this is a band that 
genuinely deserves to be a "Where Are They Now?" and not a 
"Who Were They Then?" 





Liquor Store/Natural Child split single (Almost Ready) Twin 
studies in pathologies: Natural Child sound like lackadaisical 
serial killers -- maybe they would get around to the butchery if 
there wasn't something so good on TV, and if the beer ran out 
Liquor Store sound like the kind of crazies that would throw the 
best rooftop BBQ ever...then throw you off the roof! 

Little Fyodor “The Very Best of Little Fyodor's Greatest Hits" 
"Peace is Boring" "The Unscratchable Itch: A Tribute to Little 
Fyodor" (Discriminate Audio/Public Eyesore) Little Fyodor is 
blessed with a face, a voice, and body language that makes his 
presentation as a weirdo outsider music kook beyond convincing. 
What he doesn't possess is the ability to mask that his strange, 
urgent music is by no means the work of an outsider kook. This is 
deliberate, nuanced, masterful music by a smart, knowledgable 
musician, it's music that cohesively explores anxiety, lustfully 
contemplates sexuality, viciously considers God, war, death (a 
brutally morbid cover of "Both Sides Now)", nature, mental 
illness, and duck fucking. Not to say that Fyodor is divorced from 
the realm of Dr. Demento. By no means is that the case, he is 
messing with weirdness and novelty and audience expectation in 
ways that are all about the history of novelty recording. But if you 
laugh at this stuff the same way you laugh at Weird Al Yankovic 
then you have a hole in your soul. Though this stuff is funny —- 
laugh away -- it's just a different laugh. As far as Fyodor's tribute 
album, we really don't need an army of home-taper all-stars 
reinterpreting LF's catalogue to prove to us that his compositions 
are solid, or that his vision is skewed and weird. But need and 








love are different, and I love hearing local non-legend Dan 
Susnara produce one of his best tracks ever, Amy Denio making 
Fyodor's angry fist shaking at God turn into a lovely fist shaking 
at God, Voodoo Organist intensifying the already intense, and all 
of Fyodor's friends at Discriminate Audio getting in on the fun 
(Boyd Rice, Nervesandgel, Brian M. Clark, and the great, great 
Ralph Gean contribute nobly). But at the end of the day, it’s the 
Little one himself that we long to hear, so I'm anxious to heer him 
again pay tribute to his own talents soon. 

Little Lonely (littlelonely.com) Should be called Little Lovely, 
because these songs, despite the reverb and distant mournful 
lapsteel suggesting they were recorded in a desolate, emotional 
desert, are as pretty and enchanting as any Arid Americana Artist 
Live Fast Die “Practicing for the Gangbang” (Total Punk) I get so 
many punk/indie/garage/trash singles, these days (and a lot of 
cassettes for some reason), but it is genuinely ultra-rare that one of 
them is so good that | imagine someone comp-ing it on the 2038 
equivalent of a Killed By Death album. But both of these songs 
are so stupid, catchy, awesome, and ridiculous that I won’t sell 
this for 400 holo-laser-dollars, or whatever money is in the future. 
The Love Dimension “Forgot to Remember” (Warrior Monk) 
This SF psyche band has some Bay Area 60s in them, especially 
in the vocal choruses, but they got some Southern California 
Byrds flying in there too, and some London Trogg-isms infecting 
the mix as well. Throw in some sounds from outer space and you 
have entered the Love Dimension! 

Lovers “A Friend in the World” (badmanrecordingco.com) These 
spare, semi-electronic audio snapshots of a loving relationship are 
so intimate that I feel almost guilty eavesdropping...but I cant 
look away (with my ears!) 

Ana Lucia s/t" (Ramo) The stunning Lucia won our hearts in 
Chicago with the great Busy Signals, but her new solo LP 
transmits signals galaxies farther than her fine former band. At 
first I was a little unsure because the amazing music here — 
recalling the kind of hook-infused period glam pop that engaged 
in playful 50s and 60s nostalgia - didn’t seem to match Ana's 
serious, deep, unplayful vocal range. But then I played it again 
And again. And again. To days later I'm beyond convinced. There 
are two songs on the b-side, “Hush Hush,” and the sublimely- 
borderline-cornball-but-ultimately-not-corny-at-all-because-that' s- 
what-sublime-means-in-this-case “Mess Around” that would be 
fighting it out to be ‘our song,’ if 1 was dating myself. I'm going 
to go listen to this for two more days now. 

The Luck of Eden Hall “Alligators Eat Gumdrops” 
(luckofedenhall.com) Like visiting the best psychedelic candy 
shop in dreamland with your pockets bulging with pennies. 

Lust for Glory “Save this” ep (lust-for-glory.com) Raw, dark, 
swampy riff rockin’ space blues that are more glorious than most, 
and lustier than almost all! 

Lyres “A Promise is a Promise” (Munster) There is supposed to 
be a dead space between the dreary, awful 80s recordings of the 
Midnight Records-era garage revival and the trashier, tastier 
Estrus/Planet Pimp/Ripoff 90s revival. But no one told Monoman. 
He never cut back or compromised his own campy form of 
Cramps-ism/punked out archival revival garage mess rock he'd 
nurtured in the 70s with DMZ. He delivered timeless rock when 
everyone else was messing with instantly dated 80s effects. This 
late 80s material manages to be raw, spare, rich sometimes sexy, 
sometimes spy rockin’, sometimes Bowery punk messy --- the 
Lyres were telling the musical truth! And though anything more 
than a dozen Lyres tracks may be overkill, some Live in Holland 
burners (really working the crowd) ain't no Ly! 

Magic Jake and the Power Crystals “s/t” (Burger) These 
wonderful West Coast weirdos recall the sound of the amazing 
first Beasts of Bourbon LP, and | know I've made that reference a 
lot, but it ain't cuz I'm lazy, it's because | consider that a 
psychobilly landmark so special that any time I invoke it | am 
giving the highest praise. Track down that album if you can, or 
just do the next best thing and dig up the LPs, cassettes, CDs, and 
Soundcloud spookiness of these amazing muck makers, What I 
love about Boo Frog is that when the dude is on the mic the 
creepiness gets genuinely creepy; these ‘billies can sound 
legitimately psycho! But when it's the lady singing there's a 
sprinkle of whimsy, but not that late-Cramps novelty whimsy, 
something more organic. That even holds for their straight up 
novelty song from a forthcoming album...which a tribute to our 
own Ratso! Yayyyy Boo! 

Magic Shadows “Under the Stairs” b/w “Sunburned Mind” 
(magicshadows.bandcamp) Ominous garage trash spookier and 
weirder than Canadians are supposed to get. Magic, indeed. 

Rich Mahan “Blame Bobby Bare” (Snortin Horse) Bless Bobby 
Bare! Well, always bless him, but this time specifically bless him 
for inspiring this fun, well-crafted, countrified outsider Opry 
music album, And while you're at it, blame and bless David Allan 
Coe, Vince Gill, Shel Silverstein, Kinky Friedman, and even 
Jimmy Buffett. I love you Mahan! 

Makeshift/Garbage Day split cassette (UT) Two urgently punky 
bands, featuring similar lineups and all recorded a few years back. 
1 would like to say that GD beats Makeshift because despite the 
great fuzz guitar Makeshift is too regular rock compared to 
Garbage Day’s jauntier punk-acity, but to be honest, it's because 
Garbage Day mentioned the Super Bowl Shuffle 




















The Mandate of Heaven “Mark Music” (mandateofheaven. 
bandcamp) This band sometimes jangles, but always juggles, 
keeping both sunshine pop hooks and midnight gloom-bloody- 
hooks-hanging-from-a car-door-handle up in the air at the same 
time. If | have to go on a man date with anyone itwould be with 
these men! 

The Manic Low "Songs for an Up Day" (Moonlight Graham) 
Should be called The Manic Quin, because this exercise in punk 
gone pop (infamous L.A punk rock legends/veterans Jack Grisham 
and Paul Roessler, along with with Joykiller's Sean Greaves, go 
poppy, new wavey, garage rocky, and Smiths-ish) is as awesome 
as an articulated dressform doll turning into a living, breathing 
(young) Kim Cattrell, and hopping on your motorcycle (though 
every song on here, especially "I'm Free" and "Some Girls Own 
Me." is better than Starship's "Nothing's Ginna Stop Me Now" 
from the Mannequin original soundtrack). 

Man Made Sun “more a devil than a god” (facebook.com/ 
manmadesun) Heavy post-Korn rock (minus the rap-rock vibe) 
with anxious, troubled lyrics sung in a Cousin Balki accent. In 
other words, AWESOME! 

Ray Manzarek & Roy Rogers “Twisted Tales” (manzarek- 
rogersband.com) When I heard Jonathan Winters died my first 
thoughts were, “His final legacy will be Smurfs 2!” But I have no 
such head shaking contemplating late Doors’ keyboardist 
Manzarek’s last work. Though the kind of quirk art blues rock he 
did with quirk art blues rocker Roy Rogers may not appeal to all, 
it is so proud and bold there is no doubt the collaboraters were 
thrilled with it. Some Doors-haters may find some of the majesty 
and poetic aspirations unpleasantly familiar, but I do not like the 
Doors myself, and I love the weirdness here, which is more 
Beefheart as bar band than Morrison Hotel lounge. There is a 
goofy song here about what police talk about that is so absurd, and 
Ray goes so nuts with his cop impersonation, that I defy anyone to 
not enjoy it, even if you hate it! Other Voices indeed! 

The March Divide “Music for Film,” “Music for Television” 
(Dead Letter) “Music For Film” is kinda of like the “Hey There 
Delilah” song, but with the oomph of a marching band. And 
there’s ten songs of it. “Music for Television” is kinda emo with 
gusto, so it’s “Gustmo. 

Marcus and the Music “Catch 22” (ex-tensionrecords.com) Mark 
as bland “ehh” Music. 

Maria Goretti Quartet “14:02,” Sexy Rexy/Maria Goretti 
Quartet split 7” (gorettiquartet.over-blog) Dark mathematical 
garage jazz from Belgium that will not have you waffling — you'll 
eat it up with confectioner’s sugar! On their split with Sexy Rexy 
(named for Bear's QB Rex Grissman I assume?) both make 
beautiful noise, with Gorgeous Grossman improvising some 
groovy greatness. 

The Marquee “White Room” (www.themarquee.ca) Great pop 
with a John Hughes soundtrack vibe, or whomever was the 
Canadian equivalent of John Hughes was in the 80s (or early 90s, 
I know they get things a couple years late there). They should do a 
record with Mark Wahlberg and call in Marquee Mark! 

The Marshmallow Staircase “Gunfighters” (Summersteps) 
Battlestar Galactica-evocative psychedelia (old show, not new 
one) that is somehow about cowboys. Which I guess makes sense, 
as space heroes are cowboys with laser six shooters, right? And 
Tonto must have slipped the Lone Ranger peyote sometimes. 
Christina Martin “Sleeping with = a_—Stranger”” 
(www.christinamartin.net) I sincerely hope that there’s a place for 
Martin’s empathy, honesty, and nuanced, textural vocals in the 
Taylor Swift-era country world, If not, I hope Taylor at least 
considers getting Martin's hairdo. 

Max Load “s/t” (BDR) This Southern Illinois band existed from 
1979 to 1983, ostensibly making punk music, but the hardcore that 
took over teen get-togethers up in Chicago must not have meant 
much to them. My colleague Jeremy Nobody at Ugly Things 
recently reviewed this record through 60s psyche-tinted 
sunglasses, which is not unfair, but not super accurate, Although 
there are a few 60s/garage sounding numbers, or even a few things 
with classic Illinois poppy undertones, what makes this band so 
crazy is how thoroughly goth and dark they were able to get five 
minutes after making a track that sounded like low budget Cheap 
Trick. Dark synthy tracks that might as well have been making 
declarations about Bela Lugosi's state or mortality, (or been 
sandwiched between necrophilia nuggets on TSOL’s “Dance With 
Me” LP) are somehow crafted by cuties with feathered hair, 
Known among collectors for the great “X-Rod” b/w “Magazine 
Sex” new wave single (which precedes TSOL by a coupla years), 
this package features those tracks and more on a handsome vinyl 
edition, a CD with bonus tracks, and a DVD of a cable access 
appearance from 1981. The songs on the LP, from the snot pop 
majesty of “Va-Va-Va-Vicky” to the hardcore-esque “Mini-Fad” 
to the jangle-psyche “Wishing Machine” are wonders. But the 
bonus tracks on the CD delve into straight up goth chick in the 
dungeon material! Yet the DVD shows them looking like dudes 
from Fast Times at Ridgemont High (while being a lot smarter 
than Spicoli as they demonstrate that they are pretty important to 
keeping whatever scene Belleville, [IL had chugging along). A 
beautiful insert of archival flyers and liner notes makes this one of 
the must have releases of the decade. 

MC Trachiotomy "ratsliveonnoevilstar" (Tourette/Rhinestone) 








More than just a cute palindrome, New Orleans experimental hip 
hop deconstructionist MC T has named his long-awaited album 
after rodents because its dubby glitch grooves are the audio 
equivalent of a thousand rats gnawing on a thousand electric 
cables and getting a thousand sizzling shocks. And much like the 
infinite monkeys with typewriters who eventually write the works 
of Shakespeare, these sharp-fanged sewer dwellers have created a 
masterpiece! The lead track, "Creepy Critters,” sounds like 
watching both versions of Invasion of the Body Snatchers back-to- 
back after drinking three bottles of cough syrup, and "Throw a 
Party" combines sitcom dream sound effects with the rap song 
exploding out of the stereo of the car that runs you over when you 
sleep off an off-night behind a speed bump. This will take you on 
a Trachi-odyssey! 

Me & My Kite with Tony Durant of Fuchsia “The B&” b/w 
“Isis’ Adventure” (Fruits de Mer) I am not too familiar with 
Fuchsia, but I am familiar with the exhilirating, surreal thrill of 
getting to work with your heroes, so I can truly appreciate the 
magical energy of this record. Contemporary b& Me & My Kites 
was inspired by British prog/proto phreak pholks Fuchsia, & their 
sole 1970 album. Upon learning that lead Fuchsster Durant was 
working on Fuchsia II last year they reached out, & the result is a 
collaboration, a reimagining of a F-tune with Tony singing over 
the Kite krew. It’s a lively, lush sincere piece of pop, with 
tremendous harmonies, joyful bounce, & a youthful voice that 
couldn’t have been recording over 40 years ago! This is special. 
Alias Means “Light Matter” (aliasmeansmusic.com) Quirky, 
jaunty Americana from a guy whose voice sometimes sounds 
remarkably like Harvey Sid Fisher, and whose music sounds like 
the bluegrass house band in the Smurfs cartoon ever. 
Mechanical/Cabaret “Selective Hearing/Best of 2002-2012” 
(WTII) Dark humored (or “humoured,” to match the deadpan Brit 
accent) synth wave that could have been called “Best of 1982- 
1992” & I would have believed them...didn't I bob my head to 
“Disbeleive” at the Medusa’s juice bar while hating my parents in 
‘872 “See Her Smile,” with its spare electro beats & flatly melodic 
vocals is apparently one of the best known tracks by this act, & 1 
can hear why, but everything on here is good, & if John Hughes 
rises from the grave & makes living dead-dark re-makes of his 
films, these might make nice soundtrack pieces, as the thick black 
eyeliner teens should be falling in love to these sounds. 

Medical Tourists (Rerun) You know how Bad Brains was 
supposed to have formed because HR read a book about Positive 
Mental Attitude and decided to put those concepts to music? How 
does that become “Pay to Cum?" Not that I'm complaining, I'm 
glad it did, but I’m also glad that a band has finally found that 
magical place where motivational lectures, instructional manuals, 
hypnotic New Wave, futuristic bleep bloops, and punk rock diy. 
gumption meet. By the way, Medical Tourists actually shout out 
“Pay to Cum” on this impressive debut,’ so maybe a co-headlining 
tour is in the future? 

Mehran “Subterranea” — (mehranguitar.com) — Cinematic, 
atmospheric soundscapes with ethnic music undertones that will 
mystically chill you out...uncomfortably so, even! 

Carlton Melton "Photos of Photos" (Agitated) I'll prognosticate 
that this prog nosh is great! Atmospheric weirdness that's bigger 
than the inside of a black hole (note: I failed every science class in 
high school; if that is not actually a big thing, my apologies, not 
meant as an insult). 

The Mentalettes “Fine, Fine, Fine” b/w “Do You Love Me” 
(CopasDisques) Ridiculously great, super tough, organ driven, 
organ-stimulating, punked out girl group magic that is so good 
I'm not sure how to describe it without just singing the awesome 
hooks to you. So give me a call. Especially if you're in the 
Mentalettes (in which case you would already know the hooks, of 
course, but you could give me tips, if you know what a mean). 
The Mentally Ill "Gacy’s Place,” “Strike the Bottom Red” (Last 
Laugh/Autisitic) For Chicago punk fans these are two of the most 
exciting releases since the days when both Bozo and Pogo were 
making local clown history. The “Gacy’s Place” EP is a faithful 
reproduction of Chicago's most notorious and mysterious punk 
record...and is a gift to the world. As former Chicago Reader 
editor Allison True has recently devoted her skills to re-opening 
the John Wayne Gacy murder case by discovering unidentified 
victims, and as Michelle Bachman lost the 2012 presidential race 
because she didn't know the difference between John Wayne and 
John Wayne Gacy, let's all remember a time when Chicagoland's 
clownish serial killer not only shocked and terrified a nation, but 
also inspired some fine music. OK, the only two songs I can think 
of about him were a terrible Steve Dahl parody record based on 
"Another Brick in the Wall" (which I remember as being "Another 
Fag in the Cement," but that can't be right, can it? Just looked it 
up...it was called "Another Kid in the Crawl," which ain't much 
classier), and this one. Mentally Ill, because of this weird, 
wonderful, eerie, bizarre, mentally ill sounding record, became the 
most revered and infamous punk band in Chicago without anyone 
actually knowing who they were or seeing them play, Around the 
turn of this century they reemerged, releasing archival material on 
Alternative Tentacles and recording new material with Steve 
Albini, which they sort of self-released (good luck finding it). 
Amazingly, they remained just as mysterious even after they 
began playing out. Were they secret millionaires who flew around 


the country playing depraved punk rock (kinda rock n roll 
Batmans), or were they actually mental patients who waited 
decades to reveal their lunacy? Who knows and who cares? I am 
just glad to get a copy of this amazing 3 song Rorschach test for 
under $200! And I'm equally glad to get a vinyl (red vinyl at that) 
version of their 1999 Albini recordings, which only occasionally 
submit to Albini’s heavy thumbprint. For the most part these are 
strange, almost catchy tunes (more accessible, though not less 
demented, than most of the bizarre material that filled out the 
Alternative Tentacles compilation). Though most songs are 
abrasive, deviant odes to alternative sexcapades (involving 
mayonnaise, bondage wear, bugs, pets, and non-money shot 
bodily fluids) it’s pretty amazing how toe-tapping these tunes are. 
In fact, they played two of them on our children’s chow, Chic-A- 
Go-Go, and the backcover includes a photo montage of them 
terrorizing children! There's even a Modern Lovers cover, just to 
add to the confusion. You need these records! 

Men Who Listen “2” (www.menwholisten.com) What has two 
thumbs and regrets? This man who wishes he hadn’t listened! 

The Mess Around "Boner Time" (Drug Front) This is no frills 
party time bar rock played by guys who sound like they spent 
different periods of their lives drinking in honkytonks, banging 
around in hardcore pits, and jacking off in basements watching 
Cinemax flicks. Made me drunk on boners! 

Paul Messis "Case Closed" (State) Messis is no kinda mess at all, 
as the alchemy of his sublime, ornate (with the echo of sparity) 
60s style pop production is the opposite of a mess. It’s neat! In 
both the tastiest martini and happiest pre-teen senses of the word. 
Paul Messis “Case Closed” (State) Messis is no kinda mess at all, 
as the alchemy of his sublime, ornate (with the echo of sparity) 
60s style pop production is the opposite of a mess. It’s neat! In 
both the tastiest martini and happiest pre-teen senses of the word. 
Michael & the Lonesome Playboys “Bottle Cap Sky” 
(Blackwater) Puts the ‘honky’ in ‘honky tonk’ and a tank into the 
“tonk.” 

Midas Fall “Wilderness” (Monotreme) Mid as well fall asleep. 
Milks & Rectangles (MAPL) Milked from cows grazing on John 
Hughes movie soundtracks. Not sure how rectangles fits in. 

Al Miller Chicago Blues Band “,,.In Between Time” (Delmark) 
Miller is a Chicago blues/rock all star because he blew harp in the 
Dirty Wurds in the 1960s (replaced, I believe, by Roctober's own 
Alex Wald) and in 1995 recorded a pretty solid CD for Delmark. 
He then self-released a stellar record a few years later which didn't 
break any new ground but sounded as good as the best thing you'd 
hear in a Chicago blues club that year -- especially because his 
sidemen included such all-stars as John Primer, Dave Specter, 
Willie Smith and Barrelhouse Chuck. Re-released on Delmark, 
this mix of classics and original compositions (some qute keen, 
including the solid "Lake Michigan Waters" and the great "In 
Between Time" ) may prove that a decade-plius late, it is finally 
Miller Time! 

Dan Miraldi “Sugar and Adrenaline, “Devil at Our Heels” ” 
(danmiraldi.com) Meaty (and potato-ey) American rock n roll 
with sweet pop hooks, chunky riffs, and heartland heart (and rust 
belt balls!). 

Miss Chain and the Broken Heels “Dawn” (Bachelor) 1 was 
surprised to find that this sunny, slightly psyche-ish band is not as 
retro as I'd expect from a gagrage label.Maybe these Italians don’t 
know how close they sound to relatively recent Americana, but 
who cares if they know or not -- the warm-as-whisky-voiced Miss 
Chain is singing the International language of happy, as her Heels 
play the intergalactic tongue of "sound fucking great!" 

Miss Chiff “Hooked” (misschiffchicago.tumblr.com) This 
Chicago femcee mixes spare old school hip hop beats with half 
(well) sung and half sing-songy rapped positivity lyrics. Should be 
called Hit Chiff, (because it’s more hit than miss), but to quote 
Ratso I'm glad she’s not called Mrs. Chief, ‘cause Chief Keef 
seems too young to be a good husband (and he might not approve 
of Chicago rap that uses a lot of words and ideas and 
musicality...though it might be a fascinating contemporary 
variation of 7 Love Lucy, with Chiff trying to get into the show 
every week). 

Modern Pet/P.R.O.B.L.E.MS. split (doomtown sound) If this 
spilt single was a Battle of the Bands it would be a bloody battle, 
Modern Pet take their Teutonic take on new wave trash punk to an 
extreme, delivering incredibly catchy, bouncy mayhem. But the 
P.R.OBs rob their German buddies of the trophy by simply 
pummeling them with pure power. What could they be so mad 
about living in Portland...it's lovely there? 

Modra “The Line for the Men’s Room” (Savage Quality) Dark, 
hazy, ether-cloud blues that sounds like the record is melting and 
the needle is getting stuck in tar-like goo of the molten vinyl. This 
record is so slow and murky and weird and awesome that when I 
tried spinning it on 45rpm it got slower! Makes Jandek sound like 
Katy Perry. 

Helen Money “Arriving Angels” (Profound Lore) I’ve met this 
cheerful cellist, and the aptly named artist has a personality that is 
totally money. Yet somehow she has crafted a near-perfect piece 
of eerie contemporary classical ambient goth that scares the 
Bejeezus outta me! Should be called Helen Moody! 





Money in the Banana Stand "Giant Steps II"(Bird 
Law)Beautifully ugly Americana, featuring a singer who won a 
hoarse race. 

Monks of Mellonwah “Neurogenesis” (monksofmellonwah.com) 
Wonks of Mellon-why am I listening to this? If you answer, 
“Becuae I can’t get enough sub-prog prog rock, then you are not 
me! (congratulations on that, actually) 

R. Stevie Moore “I missed july” b/w “traded my heart for your 
parts” (sweatersandpearls.com) I’m not sure why eccentric 
outsider underground oddball music veteran Moore is such a cult- 
cult figure instead of the kind of mega-cult figure he should be. 
The best I can figure is that his music does not indicate mental 
illness, which people seem to want in “outsiders,” and his 
approach doesn’t have any Zappa-esque arrogance, which people 
seem to want in their “geniuses.” Or maybe by releasing a 
thousand or so tapes, CDR-s and what have yous over the last 45 
years Moore flooded himself out of a bigger piece of the little cult 
hero pie. Whatever it is it sure ain't the music, as the 1978 a-side 
(on lovely red vinyl) proves here. A wonderfully weird pop pearl, 
it sounds like a perfect hit 45 that was left out in the Tennessee 
sun til it SEVERELY warped. The early 90s b-side is also 
delightful, and more delightfully lo-fi, and more eerily off as well 
(an audience friendly Jandek to the A-sides audience challenging 
Jan and Dean). 

Moore and Son “Holdouts” (mooresong.com) Bore ‘n some. 
Bernie Mora and Tangent “Dandelion” (Rhombus) Furious fun 
fusion = Furnsion! 

Neal Morse "Momentum" (radiant) Morse prognosticates all over 
the place here, and while I love scrambly excess as much as the 
next prog-hound, sometimes Neal Less-se would be Neal Mor-se. 
M.O.T.O. “Bolt!” “E. Pluribus M.O.T.0.” (Rerun) Paul C's 
masterful M.O.T.O. music making project has been in full effect 
since (at least) the mid-80s, and the recent thick vinyl reissues of 
two legendary cassettes from his first decade explain why he's a 
legend in New Orleans and Chicago and make it baffling that he's 
unknown everywhere else. I didn't discover him til around '92-'93, 
when the "E. Pluribus MOTO" tape came out, and I can tell you 
that tunes like "It Tastes Just Like A Milkshake,” Straighten It 
Out," and "Cancer In My Dick" still give me a warm feeling in my 
(fingers crossed) non-cancerous dick. But every one of these two 
dozen poppy, no-fi, delightfully disturbing monsterpieces is 
classic. The '86 cassette "Bolt!" has lots of tunes he was still 
playing regularly five years later (and may still be), like "Dick 
About It" and "Astronauts," and it was a real pleasure to spin this 
over and over in the 21st Century on pretty black vinyl. Not sure if 
my turntable is fucked or if these have been mastered from aged, 
stretched cassettes, but the imperfect sound made these more 
perfect. Obviously! 

Mouth Breathers "Anxiety" b/w "The Creeper” (In the Red) 
garage weirdness that sounds like a 70 Cleveland punk 45 played 
at, like, 51 rpm on a slightly fucked turntable. All 1 remember 
about visiting Lawrence, Kansas is a good pinball bar, bad tattoos, 
and being offered heroin (for free...it's a generous town, 
apparantly), but this band is making me re-access my 
prejudices...these dudes make the Mortal Micronotz sound 
genuinely mortal! 

The Movements/The Angry Dead Pirates (Pariah) The beautiful 
split EP on a French label features desperate garage trash-meets- 
space psyche-with some spaghetti western sauce on the side by 
Sweden's the Movements. The psyche serving on their side of the 
split comes via a cover they do by split-mates Angry Dead Pirates 
from France who craft some genuinely out of this world 
psychedelic fever dream soundtrack strangeness (and a cover of 
the Movements which they manage they warp and twist psyche- 
cordingly). Don't know how impossible it will be for American 
readers to find this, but try to make it possible..it's worth 
whatever tariffs you have to pay (though as 10" I'm not sure you 
can swallow it in a condom and smuggle it inside your 
body...unless you're very talented). 

Mutts “Object Permanence” (muttsmusic.com) Growly dynamic 
narrative lost soul lounge jazz with vocals so gutteral Tom Waits 
would offer the singer a lozenge, These muttering Mutts make 
magical music matter! 

Muuy Biien “This Is What Your Mind Imagines” (HHBTM) 
Bouncy hardcore that gets brutal yet remains joyful (even when 
declaring [I believe] “sonic fuck yous!, and even duringa ten 
minute ambient mellow feedback suite. Everything from the 
crackling energy to the snotty vocals, to the tonal shifts to the faux 
Pettibon cover art make this seem like you should be hearing this 
in the pit, and if you get kicked in the head, all the better. I don’t 
know what their name means in English, but I do know ne 
thing....this is very good! 

My Dad Is Dinosaur “Friendly Ghosts” (mydadisadinosaur. 
bandcamp) Spookily good! Spare, bare, lo-fi haint-a-billy, with 
ecto-yodels! 

Myth of Progress (mythofprogress.com) Should be called "Prog 
of Miss-nyets,". because these huge, dramatic, narrative 
instrumentals are prog rock so important you should say multiple 
“no's” (or nyets, in Russian, the language of dramatic narrative) to 
missing this! 

Naked In Public “No Filter” (nakedinpublicnow.com) Odd quirk- 


rock truthtelling through poppy songs that sound like weirdo 
novelty rock but are really life lessons that are actually funnier 
than real novelty rock. 

Rob Nance “Lost Souls & Locked Doors” (robnance.com) As a 
small-minded patriot, I don’t consider Canada to be America, so 
Nance's North Carolina take on Neil Young finally turns Young- 
isms (with some southern rook injections added) into Americana! 
Nehedar “High Tide” (nehedar.com) Kind of Carole King-ish 
with less hooks. Reminds me of the Really Rosie soundtrack sung 
by Tinkerbells. 

Nervesandgel s/t (Discriminate Audio) Beautifilly disturbing 
ambient dream/ nightmare, primitive/ futuristic experimental 
soundscapes that are packaged so cryptically (no band 
name/words on the fornt or back coiver, with only lovely, strange 
abstract art that deepens the mystery) that the fact that this 2-dise 
set contained two of the same discs is only 90% a manufacturers 
packaging error in my mind...maybe this mystery artist wanted 
me to hear disc 2 (featuring a half-hour long ethereal sleep 
soundtrack) twice, and disc one never! The nerve! My nerves! 
New American Farmers “Brand New Day” (newamerican 
farmers.org) Exquisite Americana that not only makes intimate 
indie music out of 60s country rock concepts (they even have a 
Byrd in hand, Gene Parsons), they also deconstruct an ELO song, 
proving that pure hearted roots music can even turn excess inside 
out, Old McDonald had a hit! 

New Day Dawn "Rise Above This" (facebook.com/newdaydawn) 
If you think indie alt rock means a few grey yawns, then you will 
be knocked out by the true great brawn of New Day Dawn 

Nice Face “Horizon Fires” (Hozac) The Devil’s synth punk, with 
ominous basslines, chilling synth-sounds, and weirdly groovy 
clouds of naughty awesomeness that will make you sinners 
dance. ..for eternity! 





The Ninnies "Why Not?” (Rerun) Suburban 70s/80s nerd wave 
pop as timeless as a skinny tie. Lost local lo fi lovable losers 
frantically fond of Freud and freaky spazzing! Their 1981 single is 
so dumb and great and worthy of reissue, but this is a full length 
CD because they also recorded some demos and a few live tracks, 
and to pad this out there's actually a recording of a deejay talking 
about finding the record on his radio show from a few years ago. 
There's still over a zillion Chicago bands from the 70s and 80s I 
don't know, and if I'm ever going to organize a festival where the 
Ninnies and the Cleaning Ladys cover Phil n the Blanks first LP I 
better get moving! I'd write more but this review is already longer 
than they took the Ninnies to write their single, and it came out 
awesome, so I'll quit here. And spaz dance! 

Nobunny “Secret Songs” (Goner) The masked rodent puts his 
jagged buckteeth to work by chomping down on a gravel- 
encrusted wad of discarded Bazooka he found on the side of the 
road — that’s right — it’s Gritty Bubblegum time! From the brilliant 
Chic-A-Go-Go fave “Do the Stooge” to “True Vulture” which 
sounds like it’s performed by a homeless Partridge Family, to the 
sinisterly sweet new birthday standard “The Birthday Girl,” to an 
urgent cover of “Pretty Girls” (made famous by Kids of Widney 
High), to the straight up hardcore song “Buried in a Bong,” this is 
top to bottom the best song collection the Lone Ranger of Lechery 
has ever released. This makes me feel like | am Somebunny, I am! 
Nod “O Nod O Moon” (nodrock.com) At their best they are like 
an all-Mo Tucker Velvet Underground! 

The Normals “Vacation to Nowhere” (Last Laugh) | hate to 
compliment something this good for not being something it ain't, 
but the fact is that punky power pop in the 90s was terrible for 
1000 reasons but mostly because the rich, weary, genuine, 
powerful singing voice of Joey amaone was universally replaced 
with nasal, soulless awfulness. The late 7Os/early 80s New 
Orleans pop punksters The Normals played ballsy, chip-on-the- 
shoulder rock n roll, with David Normal's manly vocals (which in 
some ways mimic Joey's slurful inflections the way Brits 
mimicked American southern talk and Americans mimicked 
Brits), made more powerful when complimented by fantastic 
harmonies that were sweet sounding despite the edgy rock. Their 
records are near impossible to find but to make this package even 
more valuable it has a 3-D cover (and tiny glasses included) but 
more importantly a DVD of a killer live 1980 show that shows a 
band that looks impossibly young while sounding like polished 





rock vets (though not at the expense of fresh, furious energy). If 
this pure quality was the punk rock Norma then | punk rock would 
would rule the world. 

North Lakes “Grand Prix” (MAPL) If you don’t like the Lakes, 
you're all wet! Garage meets power pop, and it’s a pleasant, well- 
behaved meeting, because Canadians have nice manners. 
Norwood Park All-Stars “Northwest Highway” (Bam Bam) 
Third wave Chicago hardcore vets reconvene to make twangy, 
catchy, driving punk that is, quite frankly, way better than I 
remember any6 of these bands being in the 80s, Maybe good 
bands should stop having all these reunions, leaving room for the 
so-so bands to do it, so they can get it right this time! 

NRBQ "We Travel the Spaceways" (Clang) With the upcoming 
Replacements reunion I'm reminded of one of the most 
memorable concerts I've ever been to. It was a huge 4th of July 
concert in Grant Park, that culminated with the Replacements last 
show. They were sloppy, fed up, and full of disdain for each other, 
and to some degree, the audience, and were ready to call it a day. 
Opening were Material Issue, who likely had never played for tens 
of thousands before and were full of the optimism and energy of a 
band that believed they were on the rise (that optimism, sadly 
would not last), And in the middle were the ultimate winners of 
the Battle of the Bands, NRBQ, who gave a tremendous, thrilling, 
timeless performance that defied their decades of existence with 
youthful exuberance. it was neither about burying the past like the 
headliners nor looking towards the future like the openers. It was 
about the right now, and even as the current Terry-centric 
NNRBQ (doubling the "New" up) they maintain that energy and 
magic, as this CD makes clear. It includes some joyous banter and 
live silliness, a guest appearance by the since departed Tom 
Ardolino, and some playful, swinging, stellar songs. Though the 
covers are killer, including the Sun Ra title track made fresh here, 
and there are some catalogue favorites featured, what's better is 
the new material with input from Chicago import Scott Ligon that 
make the NNRBQ seem like an kickstarted, even newer band (the 
NNNRBQ!). 

The Nubs “I Don’t Need You” b/w “Dogs” (Last Laugh) Reissue 
of ultra-expensive late 70s New England weirdo punk double A- 
side with a fuzzed out New Wave garage workout on the first A- 
side and the seconf A-side showcasing a Dr. Demento meets 
Question Mark’s keyboard player's index fingers meets Captain 
Beefheart’s cousin's cover band meets an actual talking dog meets 
a New Wave “ban” on a 1982 sitcom masterpiece. Killed By 
Deathers prefer “I Don’t Need You,” which is reasonable, but 
“Dogs” is the kind of thing | dream of when I find a weird, 
unknown, small press record. 

Dawn Oberg “rye” (dawnoberg.com) If I had to pick my fave 
thing about this stellar singer-songwritier album I'd consider her 
husky, striking voice and the 70s-style piano pop songwriting, but 
I'd settle on her "rye" sense of humor! 

Olympic “Everybody!” (Munster) Don’t write off Czechs your 
ass can’t cash! That error is proven by this pre-Beatlemania beat 
band that’s still rockin’ in some form a half century later. Over the 
years they did strange 60s psyche, Tin Pan Alley-tinged garage, 
space walk excursions, straight up beat jams, and one or two wild 
and crazy wah wah freakouts from Czecholslavakia! They should 
have called this album “Everything!” because in addition to what I 
mentioned, during their '65-'71 heyday they would also make 
poppy porn soundtrack cuts, drugged out Beatles experiments, 
borderline Byrds country-tinged flytes, fuzzy proto punk turbo 
skiffle...need I go on? It must be the kolaches...it’s hard to 
believe every country has a long-standing band this badass! 
1-800-Band (Slow Gold Zebra) These (primarily) former Crimson 
Sweet-hearts do what they've always done...make glammy, 
rockin’, trashy, hooky, pure punk that all seems to good to be new! 
There's a song on here called "Sex Offender" which I couldn't 
believe wasn't a cover of some rare 70s Killed By Death 45 until it 
occurred to me that "sex offender" wouldn't have been a buzz 
word in the era of Woody Allen rape jokes and trench coat flasher 
punchlines and the "streaker" fad. This record is so good that if it 
was a 1-900 number I'd call it to hear this stuff! 

ONO “Albino” (Moniker) I feel like this record is so good and 
ONO is so important to Roctober, that I should have droves to say, 
but this record’s tremendous success is so simple to describe that I 
can't help but keep this brief. Though they played around with this 
particualar alchemy on their two 80 albums, on “Albino” Travis 
and Co. marry elements of music usually identified as 
experimental noise with music usually identified as Negro 
Sprituals. This is done so seamlessly and brilliantly and magically 
that it creates something new that addresses the issues of art, 
freedom and chaos inherent in noise music, and addresses issues 
of spirituality, trancendnece, folk culture, family history, and 
America’s love/hate relationship with race issues that is embedded 
in African American church music. And it sounds SO GOOD! My 
favorite Chicago record of 2012 without question. 

Thee Open Sex “s/t” (Magnetic South) Is there such a thing as 
toe-tapping drone music? Apparently so! Murky magic! 

Opium Symphony “Blame It On the Radio” (Man or Machine) 
Post-Industrial cock-ish rock so sour it made my sphincter pucker. 
Opposable Thumbs (Gubbey) Trashy punk with keyboards, 
angles, and vocal inflections that No Wave this up just the right 
amount to scare of the garage rockers and punk purists. This 








futuristic caveman music keeps Louisville on the weirdo rock map 
(which it has not had much trouble doing over the last quarter 
century). 
The Orchis “A Thousand Winters” (Infinite Fog) Though 
English, this opens with a mystical horse-themed narration by a 
woman with one of those sexy Bjork/Bardot/Badenov/not exactly 
sure where the hell the woman is from accents, and though | am 
not the top advocate on 90s dark psyche scapes with glimmers of 
rennasaince faire folk, that fifteen second scene setter is worth the 
price of the album! 

Bill O'Sullivan “Phillip’s Head” (Palaver) Bill O’ Geniusvan! 
Stark story songs that sound like they are being recorded by direct 
microphoning the reverberations inside a big thoughtful head. 
Outer Minds “s/t” (Southpaw) I'm outta my mind for Outer 
Minds, the most 60s style style superforce to come out of Illinois 
since Lincoln (though he rocked a different 60s, obviously, though 
he was into psyche and mod stuff, H hear). This album jangles and 
wrangles my tangles! 

Paco “A Second Chance Again” (worldofpaco.com) Paco sings 
scary songs in a disarmingly resonant voice, and it either 
entrancingly creeps you out or creepily entrances you. Or in my 
case, both, which has me in a weird, perpetual state of creep- 
trance... you can’t un-ring the Paco bell! 

Mimi Page “Breathe me In" (Hunter) If you like your songwriter 
pop on the mysterious, chamber music, hypnotic chanteuse tip,t 
hen you'll find this Mimi quite steamy! 

Charlie Parr “Barswallow” (charlieparr.com) Roots folk so 
good he could “parr"ticipate in any folk fest, it’s hip enough to fit 
“particularly well at ant indie club, and it’s on “parr” with most 
of the stuff from Harry Smith’s collection. Parr-fect! 

Party Bat "Do You Wanna Party with the Bat" ep (Tic Tac 
Totally) Party Bat is a 365 day a year Halloween hoedown, a 
freaky féte where you bob for razor blade apples and everyone 
carves jack ‘o lantern patterns into your chest with rusty 
protractors (even chicks!). In other words, garage trash paradise! 
The Party Downers "s/t" (www.thepartydowners.com) Trashy, 
sloppy skate punk that proves that JFA spent too much time in the 
studio and not enough time skating...if they craved vert as much as 
they liked "music" they would have sounded this messy and 
ridiculous, which would prove how serious they were about the 
lifestyle. Skateboarding is not a crime! Nor is it a Battle of the 
Bands. Thus, the Party Downers...win? 

pdx-a-gogo -making waves up north (acme brothers) Portland 
gets a lot of jibs and jibes these days for all the this and that the 
town has to offer, but you rarely hear folks celebrate what the 
place really knows how to deliver: instrumental surf rock! Well 
fret no more, as this compilation cures that ill. In its digital groove 
you can ride the tides with Susan SurfTone, who brings the 
aquatic party to life, Wave Sauce, who explore surf's spooky 
undercurrents, The Outer Space Heaters, who challenge Dick 
Dale's guitar prowess, the Surf Weasels, who get so traditional 
they seem to have recorded their drums in 1963, and Shade 13, 
who mercilessly bring the power of the tsunami down on you. 
This is one super surf comp that's not all wet! 

Peach Kelli Pop (Bachelor/Burger) Miminalist bubblegum/pre- 
Chysalis Blondie/Japanese cartoon pop/zero-grit sandpaper punk 
perfection! This White Wires side project (though this joy bop 
music is more of a mutiny than a side project by comparison to 
WW’s garage purity), PKP is more thrilling than PCP! 

Penny Winblood (Forge) Mathematical post-post hardcore 
scramble noise that puts epileptic drum spasms, butter churning 
guitar work, horrifying lullabye sing song vocals, every 
production Albini has done since 1993, brain damage, and brain 
fixin’ into a unwashed blender and closed eyes while pressing 
buttons. Worth every Penny. And all the Blood. 

The Phantom Scars”Again & Again” (Manglor) When I see a 
big, hairy, masked, leather-clad garage punk singer I expect the 
music to sound like the audio equivalent of drunkenly shitting 
your pants...and being proud of it! No disappointments here! If the 
Mentors sounded this good El Duce could have killed everyone in 
Nirvana and I'd have been OK with it. The second single is 
especially tasty, as "Lo-FI Girl" is the as romantic and audio 
assault can be while still pummeling you bloody. Someone found 
the secret Rip-Off Records stash and smoke/drank/inserted it all! 
The Philosophic Collage “S/T” EP (BDR/Rerun) An ultra-weirdo 
New/No/Neu/New-Wave record from ‘81 St. Louis, in which 
gadfly Tim Tyme decided to celebrate the Cardinals’ centennial 
by destroying his city during a three-hour, no practice, one-take 
recording session (I am guessing the part about the Cards...but 
frustrations with the baseball strike did cause some weird 
feelings...I’m just saying!). What I love about the liner notes (this 
release [I assume] recreates the original release’s artwork and 
label, but also includes an insert with historic notes, archival 
clippings, and Tyme’s recollections, all designed in vintage cut n 
paste style) is that the time signature slaying bassist admits this 
was supposed to be his attempt at pandering to the “safety pin 
people,” with angular, ostensibly recognizable punk sounds. Then 
why the chaotic harmonica solo? Why everything? This would 
make Beefheart scratch his head. Both philosophical and philo- 
sophomoric this is a slice of ridiculous everyone should hear. 





Picture Day “Every Day is...”(facebook.com/pictureday)A 
snapshot of what you want Midwestern bands to sound like ~ 
sorta rootsy, but with the kinda hooks power pop encourage, plus 
a pinch of everyman humility. Should be called Picture Perfect. 
Pinata Protest “El Valiente” (Saustex) The follow-up to their 
twice recorded debut finds the punky conjunto (conpunkto?) 
combo a little less punked-out and a little more focussed. this 
driving accordion rock feels too youthful to be aping Doug Sahm, 
but nonetheless captures the spirit of Texas border rock as 
perfectly as anyone that wasn't in the Texas Tornados. 

Pink Reason “Ache For You” b/w “Darken Daze” (Savage 
Quality) The oldest pink Reson record I have is from five years 
ago, but if told me this was an early 90s lo-fi record or and mid 
70s New York underground record, or an 80s demo of a moody, 
post-Smiths British band I'd have believed it. Haunting, strange, 
powerful and not particularly pink, this record is so good it actual 
hurts. When he mumble sings about walking on broken glass it 
made my feet bleed, 

The Pinsch “Inside Jokes for Outside People” (Ramo) Primo 
stuff — trashy but not trashed garage rock (meaning more New 
Wavey than Rip Off Records-ish) that captures a Ramones + 
organ tones Girls (& Boys) in the Garage groove. It’s a musical 
mini-skirt malfunction! It’s tastier than ice cream! It's cinch, the 
Pinsch will pull you in like a winch! 

Plack Blague “Heavy Leather” (accidentaltherapy.com) A black- 
hooded electro-leatherman making sinister grind music about 
cruising and semen...that's what Nebraska means to me! 

Plant and See (Paradise of Bachelors) This unjustly obscure 1969 
LP was executed by the soulful voiced, social justice yearning, 
swamp rockin’, genre defying, singin’, _ songwritin’, 
psychedelicizin’ Native American musician Willie Lowery. A 
truly remarkable album this sounds, alternately, like the best 
southern rock band you can think of, lost Beatles tracks, the 
groundwork for the post-folk singer-songwriters of the early 70s, a 
surprisingly heavy Hanna-Barbera bubblegum band, and a bunch 
of other stuff that invokes everyone from Jimi Hendrix to Jackson 
Browne, from the Monkees to Miles. And the dude can S-I-N-G! 
Plant yourself down and HEAR! 

Plates “Flashing the Steel/Gang Shower” (Big Neck) The least 
garage/rockabilly/trash rock record ever on Big Neck, this band 
plays bass heavy, abrasive rock that sounds like AmRep, except 
not as awful as AmRep bands, because they seem to have psyche 
drone aspirations. I’m going to go with “industrial stoner rock.” 
Plateaus "Do It For Me" b/w "Jasmine" (Hozac) Hella good haze 
pop A-side and a majestic, creepy love song B-side make for the 
jukebox record of the year! 

Poi Dog Pondering “Live at Metro Chicago Dec 2-3, 2011” 
2xDVD, 4xCD (Platetonic) In 2011 Frank Orral’s longtime, long- 
loved Poi Dog Pondering project did a grand multi-day 25" 
anninversary concert, re-assembling the old time Austin, TX 
lineup to recall the music of those days, and then dynamically 
surveying the band’s better-known Chicago lineup/catalogue. 
Releasing all of it all multi CDs and DVDs may seem excess, but 
this was a project about excess, and even PDP’s biggest critics 
would have a hard time arguing against their pleasantness and 
good personalities — they are simply too endearing to wear out 
their welcome. That said, a lot of folks don’t like jam bands, and 
listening to hours of them, even with the distinct personalities of 
the Texas and Chicago versions (the rootsier Austin lineup and the 
more ambitious, soul orchestra that congealed in Chi-town) brings 
to mind easy listening jam music, which ain’t exactly cutting 
edge. But the band, especially the gigantic Chicago lineup, 
drawing upon soulful Chicago sources and gospel vibes, is so 
skilled and joyful that even if it isn’t your cup of poi (the DVD 
includes some bonus material addressing the band's earliest 
Hawaiian days) it’s hard to hate on even the corniest moments 
(“Sweet Caroline!"). I will make no Orral arguments against this, 
and fans of the band are very lucky to have this extravagant gift. 
The Polkaholics "Blue Haired Lady" b/w "Spaced" 
(thepolkaholics.com) After a decade and half of asking the 
question, "How exactly would Johnny Thunders approach 
Chicago-style polka music?,” and a parallel decade and a half of 
being greeted with the definitive answer of "Huh?," Dandy Don is 
still standing tall, this time with 2 slabs of silliness perfect for Pole 
dancing (meaning, great for dancing with a Pole, or a Slovak, or a 
Ukrainain, for that matter), Whether they are lusting after a 
geriatric dream girl or bringing oompah guitar-bass-and drums to 
the stratosphere, these Old Style chuggers truly are continuing the 
tradition of ridiculous vinyl set forth on all those Jay Jay Records 
polka novelty albums that litter Chicago thrift stores. Polk on! 
Pong “Live at the Continental Club” (Rock Garage) If you are 
expecting Prong or 8-bit video game music relating to the game 
"Pong" you will be gladly disappointed to discover strange 
atmosphere-core weirdo rock that sounds like a hillbilly version of 
Man of Astroman singing and rapping about an intimidating cat, 
cell phone reception, pork chops, and applesauce. If loving you in 
PONG, I don't want to be right! 

Pool Party “Pool Party Party,” "Teenage Weirdo" ep (Mooster) I 
Ist heard this band on their great "Teenage Weirdo" split single, 
which featured a novelty punk act, a pop punk band, a hard rock 
group and an ominous evil act...and they're all the same group! 
Party on! But the full length is the real Pool Rager, with a theme 














song that could be in the opening of any great teen party movie 
any decade, rad Ramones ripoffs, comedy, tragedy, & the scariest 
scissor violence song you'll ever pogo to...while holding scissors. 
Poppets "1+1=2" b/w “Poolside Fun at Michael's" (Windian) 
Sounds like Toy Dolls recording for K Records circa '91. In other 
words...awesome! 

Population "Artifacts" (BLVD) Swirling period darkwave that 
will haunt you like the ghost of a dead goth genius or a neighbor 
who plays every Souixsie, Bauhaus, and early Factory record all 
night 

Population "White Crosses" ep (Hozac) Melodramatic yet perky 
and catchy goth that reminds one of the day when dark didn't 
mean dreary (remember how fun it was to learn that Mr. Lugosi 
was no longer among the living?). Great high drama vocals, good 
lyrics about Christians and war and the radio and love and stuff 
and killer, subdued drumming. Thrilling and chilling! 

Pow Wows "Nightmare Soda," "Shock Corridor" b/w "First 
World Rag"(Get Hip) Should be called "Wow Wows," because 
this off-axle, marble-mouthed 60s garage rave up is wonderfully 
wowing. Wow! 

Prairie Cat “Got Nothin’ (Triple Crown) This recalls the Ligon 
Brothers songwriting and production so much that I feel like I'm 
getting prnked. Is this a new NRBQ-telated project? Is it a Chris 
and Heather animation soundtrack? Whatever it is 1 LOVE it! 
Prefecture “Automatic Labor” ep (Rerun) Should be called 
Prefucknture, because this snarling, savage, ridiculous, rapid-fire, 
punk mess will fucking puncture your ear holes! 

Kevin Presbrey “Dust Unto Dust” (kevinpresbrey.com) Sure, his 
resonant, sterling voice is pure country gold, and the production 
here would impress Nashville royalty, and he can write a 
tune...but I can’t stop thinking every time I see his last name of 
some awful joke about Elvis walking into a Chinese laundry... 
Pretty “Mustache In Your Face” ep (Numero) I'm a Chicagoan 
profoundly proud to share a city with Numero Group, one of the 
premier reissue labels on earth, and with their 90s rock and 70s 
power pop excursions of late, one of the great genre defying music 
houses in the universe. That said, some (not myself) have accused 
the label of putting concepts and artwork over content 
occasionally, releasing stunning packages with music that does 
not reach the artistic heights of the cover/book/baseball card 
seUwhatever it’s wrapped in. 1 was worried some of these haters 
might have something to peep about when the label debuted their 
new ridiculous format --- gorgeous heavy stock full color gatefold 
7” x 7” covers with full color booklets glued into the gatefold, all 
lovingly housing a pair of singles. Could the 4 tunes live up to this 
ornate wrapping paper? In this case, FUCK YEAH! Apparently 
this Kansas City journeyman club band, with some Electric Prunes 
connections, may have been a more regular act every other day 
than when they recorded this, but if you are interested in 
psychedelic music that stays groovy while genuinely getting weird 
and actual flying around the atmosphere, you cannot top the ultra 
rare, incredibly dynamic title track. Not only does it have a 
psychotic label (a red-eyed madman either vomiting out the music 
from the center hole, or offering a vinyl big hole blowjob) but it 
invites you into a world of devils, monkeys and a moustache 
where you'd expect it to be, but discussed in terms that make you 
question such a placement. I suppose if the lyrics were normal and 
the guitar effects were not from Jupiter this might seem like an 
actual sensible record, but that is not the case. The B-side is pretty 
much a “Part 2” (“Goatee on Your Grill” might have been a better 
title than “The Electric Hand”) and the second single offers two 
unreleased psyche workouts that are pretty hot (“Funhouse” is like 
a themesong for a TV show that Manson might have made the 
Monkees had he passed the audition and been granted creative 
control; “Red Spoon Gravy” samples the “All right” from 
“Jumping Jack Flash” and makes it an affirmation for building a 
weirdo workout around handclaps borrowed from “Kassenetz- 
Katz), Basically, if haters gon hate, so be it, but they could have 
wrapped these songs in a gilded Bible-sized book with a live tie- 
dyed pigeon inside and it wouldn't have overwhelmed the music. 
P.R.OB.LEMS. "Make It Through the Night” (Doomtown) 
Punk Rock Oscillating Between Loud Energy/Manic Speed! 
Psychic Baos "nuh-uh: death of bob plant" (Magnetic South) 
Heavy dark garage...as in, "remember that Barnaby Jones episode 
where the girl got attacked in that heavy, dark garage?" Except 
this band sings like it's Halloween. So it's like, "Remember that 
Fat Albert Halloween Special where Mushmouth got attacked in 
that dark, heavy garage?” 

Public Image Ltd “First Issue” (Light in the Attic) I could be 
wrong, but I don’t think PIL’s debut was released in the US, or if 
it was, something went wrong with distro, because I never saw a 
non-import copy, & I saw lotsa “Metal Box”s. Even if it was, this 
version, with a bonus of their first single (a repro of the sleeve & 
all) is certainly new to these shores, & well worth the wait. Forget 
what came to be known as post-punk, this in many ways was 
thekey post-punk release, as Mr. Punk Rock was done with punk, 
made clear with a musical declaration that dubby, noisy, 
atmosheric, ambitious art rock was where it was at. & though 
these forays into dance clubs & anti-religious poetry night at the 
pub contain more pretension than a Silver Jubilee's worth of Sex 
Pistols singles, they also seem more thrilling & challenging. Their 
only “hit” off the album (ahe b&’s theme song...something I 








endorse wholeheartedly for all b&s) may be the most familiar 
thing here, but even that sounds fresh in the context of this nice 
packaging. There’s also a lengthy archivsl interview, but I can 
only take about five minutes of Johnny Lydon talking. 

Puffy Areolas “1982: Dishonorable Discharge” (Hozac) This is 
what “Osmium” would have sounded like if every member of 
Parliament was a serial killer, Jazz music by the Tasmanian Devil 
if he were actually demonic. 

Puppy vs. Dyslexia "...against all todds"(Magnetic South) 
Archival recordings by the American South's answer to the 
Boredoms and to everyone else being bores and dumb. Hearing 
this on cassette makes it feel like the band is your girlfriend 
making you the kind of mixtape that requires in response either a 
marriage proposal or a restraining order. 

Quintron "Sucre Du Sauvage" (Goner/Rhinestone) "Live at third 
Man Records" (Third Man) 9th Ward Marching Band "sneakin 
up the streets" (Rhinestone) I = 

of New Orleans by Ben Sandme! (Historic New Orleans 
Collection) Despite Quintron and Pussycat's now long history of 
music making, party starting and culture curating, the last few 
years have proven that their artistic careers have yet to plateau as 
their magic keeps getting magicker! Recorded during a 3 month 
residency in the New Orleans Museum of Art, "Sucre du Sauvage" 
is simply the greatest thing Mr. Q has ever done. The double LP 
features two sides of pristinely murky dance music that rewrites 
the rules of dance music. "Ring the Alarm" is a cheerleaders-in-a- 
bus-plummeting-downhill-with-no-breaks-but-keeping-up-their- 
spirits-up breakdown! Miss Pussycat gets jungle puppet happy on 
"Banana Beat!" The title track should feature the warning "May 
Cause Uncontrollable Wiggles! "All Night Right of Way" sounds 
better than any radio song out right now! Plus there's a 
heartbreaking tale of a Zolar X experience gone wrong! The 
second LP features experimental, atmospheric field recordings, 
meanderings, and twiddlings that make his prior frog sounds LP 
seem like "Bitches Brew." That said, after the audio aesthetic 
workout of the prior 24 inches of music this is the perfect mental 
palette cleanser and though I may have forgotten I've had this disc 
‘on in the background a few times during the scores of listens of 
enjoyed of the entire double album, I've never considered turning 
these spare explorations off. Complimenting that masterwork is a 
live album recorded last year at Third Man Records’ modest 
concert space in Nashville. Despite the room being dry, the crowd 
is drunk on fantastic sounds a Q & P, along with guest stars King 
Louie and the Oblivians, destroy music city. Opening with a 
C&W tribute ("Rhinestone Cowboy") the set becomes a party 
untethered to any particular time or space, including greatest hits 
("Place Unknown," one of the best dance songs of the Century, so 
far), "Banana Beat,” and the reflective "I'm Not Good Enough,” 
which I don't think I've ever heard before, but I sure love it now. 
Pussycat's presence is particular precious this time out, helping 
people find their sunglasses between songs and making set change 
suggestions. Nothing can replace the experience of seeing this act 
live, but a nice live LP ain't a bad deal. The other relatively recent 
Quintron-related LP which we are very excited about is the audio 
documentation of Quintron and Pussycat’s carnival-season second 
line group, The 9" Ward Marching Band, which we have had the 
thrill of seeing perform on Mardi Gars a couple of times. What 
makes this album such a joy is that the execution of hot hits by 
Blue Oyster Cult, Ozzy, Thin Lizzy, Sam the Sham, and (of 
course) Ernie K-Doe is done with tremendous skill by the army of 
homblowers and drum pounders, yet there’s still a trace element 
of that inimitable beauty one gets when hearing a grade school 
band sublimely construct a recognizable song by getting every 
part in the vague vicinity of right, but not actually right at all. The 
OWMB never sounds off key or out of sync, but there's always a 
youthful, imperfect energy in the air that hints that a glorious 
mistake is possible, which is what awesome amateur orchestras 
are all about. Not to act like sophistication is alien to the krew: the 
transition from the Boxtops “The Letter” (Alex Chilton was a 
New Orleans semi-presence for years) to Mike Oldfield’s creepy 
“Tubular Bells” to “House of the Rising Sun,” to a noise 
breakdown is nothing short of street-walking genius with a soul 
full of napalm. But despite the genuine magic of these fabulous 
LPs, the Q &P appearance that most hit me over the last year was 
a brief cameo in Lee Sandmel's glorious coffee-table book tribute 
to the late, great Emie K-Doe. Covering the R&B eccentric's 
career from 1950s funkiness to 1960s soul, to his 21st Century 
position atop his throne in his Mother-In-Law Lounge castle (to 
beyond, there's a section on his afterlife as a always-on-the-scene 
mannequin carried by his widow Antoinette after he died) the 
book is exquisitely researched, written in a captivating tone, and 
features hundreds of thrilling images, with K-Doe seemingly 
becoming more majestic and powerful every year. Including this 
book here with reviews of Quintron’s LPs surely will not please 
Mr. Q, as his brief quotes in the book clearly (and accurately) state 
that his generation's championing of K-Doe is nowhere near as 
interesting as the captivating personality, joyful music, and well 
earned mythos of the the R&B Emperor himself. That said, the 
photo of a fabulously creepy Q&P/K-Doe & Antoinette pool party 
may be the wildest image in a book of photos of a man whose i.d. 
photo is probably wilder than any image on Facebook. There are a 
thousand things that make this book great, but one of the most 
important is that it shows how older generations of visionaries can 


provide inspiration and blueprints for developing artists who 
refuse to fit into the cookie cutter shapes the music industry 
celebrates. In fifty years I hope my kids dig the book some 
youngster will make about Quintron and Pussycat's lengthy, 
bizarre, ever more exciting career. 


Raag Billy Bop "Stranger Here Myself" (Vivacious) 
Guitarist/vocalist/songwriter Philip Kaplan went to India and 
made an album that mixed the music of that culture with the music 
of his cultures (American blues, rockabilly, new wave, and some 
Jewish stuff -- he does rhyme "boogie" with "meshuugge") then 
threw in some curveballs with Spaghetti Western soundtrack 
sounds, prog, and modern classical elements. Throw in some 
beautiful Indian vocalsits and smidgens of Phil Spector Wall of 
Sound production and your bop will be raagin! 

Radar Eyes (Hozac) A magnificent hazy cloud of 60s psyche 
smoke that seduces as effectively as that wavy smell-steam that 
comes off cartoon hambuigers and makes Wimpy (or Scooby 
Doo, or Fred Flintstone) float off their feet and be lead nose first 
to their object of oderous desire. This sounds as good as that 
smells! And this smells decent, as well. 

Radio Fallout “Vox E. Tenebris” (radiofallout.com) So bouncy 
and good J fell out! The Clash meets No Doubt...and they play 
tetherball! 


Radio Ready: Lost Power Pop Hits: 1978-1983 - Texas: Volume 
One (Cheap Rewards) I am absolutely thrilled to see lost, barely 
released, and unreleased Power Pop get the Killed By Death 
treatment, and though there's a few duiffrences between Power 
Pop and punk (not the least of which is that I would use "76-"84 
for punk parameters, suggesting that the PP-window was 
narrower), the same glorious dedication to research, optimistic 
spirit of discovery, and pride of presentation applies here. And 
with all the hard work put into this Bomp-honoring, gatefold 
cover-housed collection, the least I can do is a brief track by track 
summary: The Pengwins’ inexplicably unreleased slice of Power 
Pop perfection sort of points out that in Power Pop achieving 
perfection isn’t the same as being perfect: you can hit every 
element out of the park and still be hampered by predicitibility and 
corniness. But if you spell “penguin” with a “w” I’m still giving 
you a notch in the W" column! Bruce Moody presents the Texas- 
est track here, as he had a philosophical and actual connection to 
Buddy Holly, making his “This Is It” an instant classic. The Fad’s 
note-perfect Brit Invasion bounce must have seemed downright 
bizarre in 1979, but it’s pretty tasty now. The Haskells might get 
confused with Milwaukee’s better-known, better-spelled, and 
better Haskels, but their tribute to Warhol-era wackiness is so 
joyful all is forgiven. The Lawnwomers’ unreleased harmony pop 
“hit” “Want You Bad,” with its funky solo and punky vocals, 
mowed me over. The Rattlecats have one of the rawest tracks on 
the comp, but in the Power Pop realm that means it's not too 
weird or ragged, and still sounds solid and snazzy, so despite not 
being the mess you hope to find on rarity comps, it’s pretty 
satisftying. Jemmy Leggs was a sibling act from Houston that 
blows away Beyonce and Solange with their ominous, infectious 
hook delivery system of a song (with a genuinely weird guitar 
solo). Amarillo’s Amatones are awesome. And, obviously, as a 
rule I endorse any New Wave cabaret novelty tunes about 
cosmetic surgery. The Spies’ not particularly spy-sounding, and 
sorta Sesame Street-ish, tribute to the radio is super convincing 
(radios are noteworthy!). The Shades’ unreleased urgent New 
Wave cheer/anthem is probably the highest quality cut on here, 
and if this release was a one-sided single of this tune housed in a 
gatefold LP sleeve I'd still recommend buying it. Austin’s The 
Take have kinda spare and dry production but I dig the 
straightforward singing and Beatles’ backups. True Hearts present 
slightly sour PP that captures the underlying melancholy inherent 
in the genre. And finally, US Mods, a boisterous band tastily 
smoked in Mesquite, are the rawest, most caveman sounding (and 
recorded ~in-a-caye sounding) act here, proving that sweet pop 
passages and garage rock teen muck magic can go hook in hook. 
The jumbly handclaps here make this track the overall the winner 
in this field of Texas champs so great they bring to mind the 
decorated Lance Armstrong,..no not him...maybe the 2005 
Astros...wait, forget them...2013 Spurs? No...well remember the 
Alamo! Oh wait, that didn’t work out. OK...don't mess with 
Texas! Or get unintentionally pregnant there. Or think you can 








keep your lost 1981 Power Pop gem hidden away...the true Lone 
Star legacy may be these natty nuggets! 

Radio Moscow “3 and 3 Quarters” (Alive) This inexplicably 
unreleased first album by RM is postmodem 60s trash garage 
blues that sounds like every 90s Goner Records release but with 
better leads and groovier basslines. In other words...Garage 
Grammy material! 

Rainbow Gun Show "Cinderella Sizzle" b/w "Demon U-Wave" 
(Hozac) Futuristic carnival creep pop that sounds like Soft Cell 
turned into organ grinder monkeys by that kid in Twilight Zone 
who wished people into the cornfield, but they somehow had little 
monkey electronic organs to grind, and sample, and do other 
blippy stuff. 

Rainy Day Saints "all these strange ghosts" (Get Hip) It's my 
understanding that to achieve sainthood you need to have done 
one certified miracle. I suppose making 60s-style record collector 
pop sound fresh qualifies! 

Rakehell “Pure Pop Poison" (Three Peas) Russ Forster gets 
poppy and philosophical, putting more into his music than he has 
since 8-tracks distracted him in the 90s. That said, he does still 
sing (ostensibly, metaphorically, and group-sex-ixcally) about 8- 
tracks (and Jesus, and fire, and hypocrisy, and "Love is 
Confusion," which is not "Love or Confusion"), This has more 
hooks than a tackle box and more brains than cervel de veau. 
“Pure Pop Poison” (Three Peas) Russ Forster gets poppy and 
philosophical, putting more into his music than he has since 8- 
tracks distracted him in the 90s. That said, he does still sing 
(ostensibly, metaphorically, and group-sex-ixcally) about 8-tracks 
(and Jesus, and fire, and hypocrisy, and "Love is Confusion," 
which is not "Love or Confusion"), This has more hooks than a 
tackle box and more brains than cervel de veau. 

Ramma Lamma “Gang” b/w “We All Know” 
(www .dustymedical.com) Ramma Lamma dinged my dong! 
Amazingly awesome, extra chewy bubblegum glam that will have 
you dancing in your bedroom in your pink panties and peekaboo 
camisole and having pillow fights...and girls will like it too! 

R&B Hipshakers Vol. 3, Sensacional Soul Vol. 3 (Vampisoul) 
Last year two of VampiSoul's most thrilling series hit Junior year, 
and these upperclassman comps will get you up, without being too 
classy. Hipshakers continues to be a thrilling romp into the vaults 
of King/Federal,, and unlike the previous two volumes, despite big 
names here (including Hank Ballard, Ike Turner, Joe Tex, and 
Little Willie John) I don't think I knew any of these tracks. The 
playful, invigorating playlist, compiled by WFMU's Mr, Fine 
‘Wine, opens with a crazed manic mambo from Cozy Cole and 
about an hour later pretty much tears down the house with the 
Mystics doowop demolition job, "The Jumpin’ Bean," a pseudo 
Latin via the Islands via the Twilight Zone masterpiece (there is 
one more track after it, Red Prysock's slinky "Harem Girl," but 
that's there for your protection...it’s not safe to drive until at least 
two minutes and twenty nine seconds after getting hopped up on 
"The Jumping Bean"). In between Linda Hopkins wails over a 
hypnotizing horn loop, Bill Doggett parodies "cool" while 
inventing it, and Jimmy Peterson challenges the El Dorados' "At 
My Front Door" for crazy little doo wopping classic with his "One 
Buffalo" rocker, This is just F-U-N, and if you can't get behind 
that F-word, I have some Morrissey solo CDs to sell you. 
Available as a CD or as ten 45s! The Sensacional Soul series is a 
different beast -- I haven't heard any of these sides either, but how 
could I? I have never been to Spain, and that never includes 1966 
through 1976 when these scorchers were released. Los Goya 
delivers porno funk, Los Albas brings the go go club rock n roll, 
Larry Wald, in a thick-accented English, sings a creepy groove- 
rocker about being Superman ("Give you all the super loving that 
I can...hop inside my phone booth...my little X-ray eyes will see 
right into you...), Julio Montes brings some soulful detective jazz, 
Los Bravos cover "It's not Unusual" in front of a Beatles- 
screaming crowd, The Pipe give the Afro-Laton treatment to 
"Wade in the Water,"and Johnny Valentino sings a genuinely 
terrifying groovy love song that sexually assaulted my ears. In 
other words, "soul" is a pretty lose term here, and these 
mesmerizing tracks are often as amazing for their strange powers 
as for their grooves. It's a great double album, that could have 
been the best single album ever, but | wouldn't know what to cut. 
The worst tracks on here, like Valentino's violation, are also the 
ones I played fifty times in a row just so I could believe they 
existed. Spanish nuts were always my favorite snack, and here 
they are a whole meal! 

Rat at Rat R “AmerS$ide, Rock and Roll is Dead, Long Live Rat 
at Rat R” (ektrorecords.com) I like Ratt, L-O-V-E Good Rats, and 
probably listen to the Chipmunks every week, but if you ask me 
the greatest rodent rock record of all time I'd probably say Rat at 
Rat R’s 1985 debut. It’s visceral stabbings of anguished noisy 
experimental groovy rhythmic radical strangeness make their 
predecessors, including Suicide, Sonic Youth, and the No Wave 
bands, seem primitive, and no one has since made a post-punk 
record fundamentally better than this. Maybe that’s hyperbole, but 
I challenge you this: find another band making radical noise this 
important and solid from that era that was also fun to listen to! 
Reissuing this treasure is god's work...thank you Ektro! 
Razorhouse “Codex Jun” (intherazorhouse.com) What's goin’ on 
here? Is Marilyn Manson fronting a roots-rock band? Is someone 

















composing an Industrial/soul music hybrid Jesus Christ Superstar 
sequal? Is Tom Waits writing material for the lounge act at 
Satan’s mid-priced hotel? Did the Mole People just get into 
Country and Western? Did someone set me ex-stalker’s e-mails to 
music? | know not the answer to any of these questions, causing 
profound confusion, but as someone once posited, confusuonj is 
sex. While I’m not exactly sure about that statement, after a few 
listens to this album, my addled brain is certainly trasmitting 
similar stimulation. 

Rayon Beach “This Looks Serious” (Hozac) Sounds like listening 
to a teenage cave party in Mole People land being listened to 
through a tin can with the taut string leading to the subterranean 
other can. 

Red Box Money Cult “9-6-12” (RBMC) Ridiculous evil hardcore 
that made me want to break my house and kill opossums 
Incredible, manic, desperate, raw throated vocals, perfect sloppy 
high octane h/c "musicianship," and songs about being angry and 
criminal. Better than any movie in the actual Redbox. And most of 
the video games. 

Redbush “Milkmaid” (Whoa! Boat) Nasty melodic punk mixed 
with big heavy rock — the kind that seems to have gone out of 
vogue after “grunge” became a punchline — makes this ginger-core 
band as pummeling and perfect as anything that’s ever come out 
of Wyoming since...OK, I don’t know anything that’s ever come 
out of Wyoming. Milked me dry! 

Red Jacket Mine “Someone Else’s Cake” (Fin) Seventies FM 
radio production pop that's slick, smooth and soul-ish (though as 
far from R&B-ish as possible). If you ever wanted to hear Steely 
Dan songs sung by Bob Dylan, with Bernie Taupin script 
doctoring the lyrics, this is your band, 

Red Mass/Cindy Lee split 7” (Mongrel Zine Records) 
Considering the trashy chaos that is Mongrel Zine I’msurprised 
how elegant their premiere 45 is. Red Mass deliver a pretty 13" 
Floor Elevator-esque burner and Cindy Lee conducts some kind of 
scary hynotism/exorcism/séance. I am blissfully disturbed! 

Mike Rep and the Quotas “Rocket to Nowhere” b/w “Quasar” 
(Mighty Mouth) This is a pretty legendary single being reissued: 
DIY superhero Rep’s 1975 (though. supposedly it was not 
distributed til 1978 when Bomp got their hands on some copies) 
debut was a garage trash meets stoner metal meets bedroom pop 
meets outsider weirdo meets Detroit gutter rock HIT on one side, 
with a flipside that’s just ambient stereo-headphone phasing space 
noises...in mono! Though the record (with original sleeve, insert 
and label reproduced faithfully) says 33 1/3 rpm, it’s supposed to 
be played at 45, but if you play the ambient side at 33 1/3 you get 
extra minutes of confusion! 

Red Rippers “Over There...and Over Here” (Paradise of 
Bachelors) We hope to have a full feature on this amazing artist 
and release next issue, but in the meantime, you need to grab this 
LP (and cassette on Burger!) of one Vietnam dude's rock n roll 
chronicle of what it meant to come back home after the war. With 
some fine fuzz sounds, near psyche guitar weirdness, country 
roots, and some great lyrics we learn how bamboo prisons and 
local papers calling you out as a baby killer bring about some 
profound Vietnam Blues. Edwin Bankston was a pilot in the Navy 
and wrote these songs by '73, released them in '83, and is finally 
getting the attention he deserves in 2013. If you ever talked to a 
‘Viet Nam vet who had that "thing" -- that look in his eye, that just- 
ain't-right vibe when he discussed his experiences - this is the 
sonic equivalent of that very serious, very distinct “thing.” 

Red Temple Spirits (Independent Projects) I never even heard of 
this band, yet listening to this deluxe 3-dise (plus beautiful 
packaging) reissue of their two late 80s albums, “Dancing to 
Restore An Eclipsed Moon” and “If Tomorrow I Were Leaving 
For Lhasa, 1 Wouldn't Stay A Minute More...,” I feel like | grew 
up with them. This psychedlic goth that makes Bauhaus-style 
gloom more richly beautiful than you'd expect has graceful, 
tastefully jangle guitar work and understated drumming and 
foreboding vocals seems like a classic, important crucial sound, a 
key building block in modern dark pop, even if not enough people 
knew to play with the blocks. A cloak of midnight darkness (and 
midnight monster movies) eclipses, and embraces, the sunshine- 
drenched psyche flights of the 60s. A soaring, yet punky, heavy 
cover of “The Nile Song” made me wish I was Moses in the reeds 
checking this out for the first time. I got the Spirits! 

Research Turtles “Mankiller Part 2 of 2” (researchturtles.com) 
Whatever turtle research was involved, it was not by the same 
firm doing market research for the new Teenage Mutant Ninja 
Turtles computer animation cartoon. This appealing, slightly 
askew alt-rock power pop, with a soft side, EP would not play 
well on Cartoon Network. But there’s a lotta other channels in the 
turtle swamp! 

The Reverend Payton’s Big Damn Band “Between the Ditches” 
(SideOne Dummy) Resonant, slinky bluescore honkytonk punk 
that somehow takes that exaggerated Southern draw! thing that I 
usually hate and makes it seem sincere. If this was the bar band it 
would be worth getting in a bar fight to hear them. 

Rhythm Chicken "Live at National Liquor Bar!" b/w "Live at 
Koz’s Mini Bowl!" (RC) What could be better than filthy solo 
drumming by a grungy chicken in a dirty rabbit head mask? 
Listening to no fi recordings of said solo drumming recorded in 
modest Cheesehead lounges! Until you've heard a rabbit/chicken- 


executed drums only version of "Happy Birthday," you've never 
heard "Happy Bithday.” Can you fucking believe you've never 
heard "Happy Birthday?" 

The Riots “Trunceons, Shields and Size 10 Boots” b/w 
“Trunceons, Shields and Size 10 Boots” rebelsteppa dub mix 
(CopaseDisques) This German release of British-obsessed Russian 
mods is so Clash-y it might as well have been pressed on plaid 
and striped vinyl, and so good it might as well have just been 
released as a lost 1977 single and we should just pay $100 for it 
off the bat. My only critique is that they are a little laid back for 
rioting bobby fighters, and, thus, the regular version is pretty 
dubby even before they dub remix it, But you know what my man 
Yakov Smirnof always says...In Russia 7” 45 spin you! 

The Ripe “Into Your Ears" (Get Hip) If the Ripe were a ripe fruit 
they would be a Jefferson PEARplane, or Dave and Ray 
GRAPEvies, or, if you'll indulge me, The PAPAYing 
BuPEACHto PLUMthers. I'm just saying, this is delicious! 

Sarah J. Ritch "String Theory (Pan Y Rosas) String of 
Consciousness! Un-silly string! String Queer-tet! —_Stringe 
Attractor! String Being! 

River City Tanlines “Coast to Coast" (Fat Possum/Big Legal 
Mess) Slinky, heavy-ish bubblegum rock n roll that made me 
throw away my spray tan and set up camp with my face-tanning 
reflector and Coppertone by the river's edge. In January. I wish 
I'd spun this last Summer when it came out, I'm freezing my balls 
off! Alicja, by the way, is the best singer in the world after Joan 
Jett, Jerry Butler, and my Aunt Goobie. 

The Rockers "Don't Leave Me Tonight" ep, The Finders 
"Finders Keepers" (Cheap Rewards) | have never heard the 1980 
Rockers release, lovingly reissued by Cheap Rewards, but if you 
were to tell me that discerning Power Poppers consider this the 
purest, most uncut, example of the artform, so potent that a Power 
Pop junkies risk O.D. by mainlining it, | wouldn't argue. This is so 
perfect that if you told me it was a fake, and that Nick Lowe in a 
white lab coat had been in a secret studio with 1,000 L.P.O. band 
members for the last ten years scientifically concocting these four 
sugar soaked masterpieces I'd believe that, too, But evidence to 
the contrary comes in the form of the real but imaginary Finders 
LP. The Rockers became the Finders (after using a lit cigarette to 
find a record in the dark, then shortening their new band name, the 
Record Finders, to the more succinct F-word), and they continued 
to make some P.P. purities, including the slinky, amazing "Don't 
Let It," a previously lost demo. The LP is real in that it exists now 
and you can, and really must, get it. It's fake in that despite the 
design indicating this is a reissue of a 1983 obscurity, this is a new 
creation culled from mostly unreleased material recorded from 
1980-83. The exception is their not unknown, not-Iggy related 
Stooges tribute "Calling Dr. Howard" which even as a Chicagoan 
T can admit puts "The Curly Shuffle" to shame. While fate may 
have been cruelly correct in accessing that that all 14 of these 
tracks may not have demanded a full length LP be released at the 
time, most of these tracks are really good, a few of these are 
genuinely great, and Shemp is mentioned by name on this 
LP...which is something the Beatles, Beegees, Stones, and ABBA 
cannot claim of their catalogues. 

Rockin’ Johnny Band “Grim Reaper” (Delmark) Though his 
awesome guitar chops, crack band, and personal travails certainly 
qualify Johnny Burgin for genuine bluesman-ship, his imperfect, 
sometimes mild vocals and wordy lyrics don't quite cut it as 
throaty, raw, resonant Chicago Blues 101. Which often makes him 
more compelling than the cookie-cutter veterans he likely 
wouldn't mind mimicking, but can't. Rockin’ Johnny's triumph is 
that he sounds different, his voice adding vulnerability and 
fragility to a genre that's about facing woe with bold ruggedness. 
As a bonus for us, Roctober friends and family help out on this 
album as well, with Aaron Cohen providing liner notes and James 
Porter penning a ditty that rhymes “drinking wine,” “turpentine,” 
and "Bride of Frankenstein!" 

Rock ‘N’ Roll Monkey & the Robots “Rocket Trash"/"String & 
Traps"(rocknrollmonkey.com) This 12” is actually 2 45rpm EPs, 
each giving an impressive rock ‘n’ roll history lesson. Craig 
Campbell’s songwriting and singing (Lou Reed-ish at times ) have 
improved by leaps and bounds, and if he doesn’t watch out, 
despite his band’s name, folks might start to take him 
seriously...no novelty act here! The slinky “Strings and Traps” is 
sort of a garage punk version of detective jazz, full of intrigue, 
attitude, and a touch of Euro class (most specifically, a carafe of 
French 60s pop). You'd think something called “Rocket Trash:” 
would be ridiculous, but it instead features pretty urgent pop punk, 
with some excursions into Merseybeat, folk pop, and lo-fi Wall of 
Sound, if that’s a thing. I'll never ask for less monkey and robot in 
my salad, but I'll fervently endorse the non-monkeying around 
Tommy Roe “Devil's Soul Pie” (Airebelle) The "Sheila"-singing 
60s pop star still has a boyish voice, but now sports a mature sense 
of songwriting that he's obviously proud of, as this new album 
shows off his chops, especially as a lyricist. The slick Nashville 
production ain't bad either, if you're into slick (and with an 
opening track that echoes the Beach Boys' "Kokomo" a lot of 
folks probably would be into it). 

Al Rose "Sad Go Lucky"(alrosemusic.com)Sounds like Pete 
Seeger at his most affable parodying Dylan. Clever, pleasant, 
thoughtful singersongwriter material that's hard to take totally 


seriously, but I don’t think we're s'posed to take it rotally 
seriously, 

Arrica Rose & the ...’s “Lucky” (arricarose.com) Spooky pop 
that sounds like a beautiful ghost singing karaoke over AM radio- 
broadcasted 60s pop instrumentals. Also, if her backup band 
branches out on their own like War, the Pips, and the JBs did, 
good luck googling them! 

Haroula Rose “So Easy” (haroularose.com) All her songs sound 
like X-mas songs even though none of them are...but they sound 
like really good X-mas songs, and the 24 Hour All-X-mas song 
stations make big bucks, so I think she's on the road the riches! 
Tokyo Rosenthal “Tokyo's Fifth” (Rock & Sock) Snark free 
singing and Nashville studio-quality craftsmanship belie the fact 
that there is an underlying Randy Newman-esque wicked 
inclination to undermine and & decimate expectations of 
seriousness and non-whimsy, even when he is being serious. Thus, 
Mr. Rosenthal keeps the listener on his or her toes, or Toes-kyos, 
if you will. 

Rosetta West "Underground Volume 1" (no label) Should be 
called "Edward Slide Guitar-hands!" Damn, it's boogie-bluesy in 
here! With a chance of experimental haze!) 

The Royal Philharmonic Orchestra “Playing Fleetwood Mac 
Rumours” (Cleopatra) Obviously no argument needs to be made 
that the compositions on “Rumours” are distinct and strong 
enough to withstand the challenge of _ orchestral 
arrangement/execution. What I did find eye-opening about this 
album is that the RHO was not particularly compelled to 
“classical” this up. There are some passages that recall the less 
compelling populist compositions of Aaron Copeland and his ilk, 
but most of it just sounds like a grand, if divergent take on easy- 
going rock n roll, Which makes sense...the idea that an orchestra 
features old foggies who were not raised on rock and pop is an 
extinct stereotype, So despite a reimagining of Fleetwood Mac as 
straightforward classical music being perhaps a more compelling 
concept, what you get here is more organic and sensible. Guest 
orchestra-member Peter Frampton coming alive on “Gold Dust 
Woman” brings that point home. 

Royal Trux "3-Song EP" (Drag City) Reissue of Royal Trux’ post 
major label return to the fringes. And they celebrated by becoming 
a righteous blues jam band, and touring Phish parking lots. Or 
maybe something else, | can't really remember the 90s. 

Roy and the Devil’s Motoreycle “tell it to the people” “Forgotten 
Million Sellers” (Voodoo Rhythm) Roy and Ol Scratch's Scooter 
are back, bringing psychedelic blues blasts so potent they gave me 
rock spasms. Whether they get rural, garage-ey, experimental, 
folksy, shoegazish, or make guitars (or something) sound like 
witches having orgasms (listen to "I'm Alright" with that in mind 
and try to hear anything else), these Swiss never miss. Also on 
the shelves (or digital equivalent thereof, if you're a young'n) is a 
re-release of their 90s classic "Forgotten Million Sellers," which is 
the rural psychobilly equivalent of Satanic incantations that make 
demons dance. So play it in church! 

Royal Headache (What's Your Rupture) Manic jangle rock so 
pleasantly intense it gave me a royal head-gasm! 

Max Ryd “Ryd ‘Em Cowboy” (mattryd.com) Pleasant music that 
sounds like something in between the kiddie music artist that the 
parents also dig, sitcom theme songs, and the least macho cowboy 
getting up at a Nashville open mic. Ryd on! 

The Safes “Cantury of Saturdays” (thesafes.com) They are 
playing it afe by making their music sound like weird 
dreams...because everyone has weird dreams, so universality is 
safe, right? 

Sample This: Saustex 2012 Sampler (Saustex) You know what 
this compilation sounds like? America! Highlights include human 
hurricane T. Tex Edwards, brilliant no-fi superheroes Copper 
Gamins, absurdist blues glamsters Glambilly, and a new band (to 
me) Gay Sportscasters, who play slightly goofy Americana, and I 
beleive they are the only Americana band to ever mention Grace 
Jones, You know with this label is all about? America! 

Santah “You're Still A Lover” (Saki) No jingle bells for this 
Santah, just mature pop elegance and dignified sexiness. And 
some percussion that borders on jingle-bell-ism, which we all 
know can be dignified and sexy with the right jingler. 

The Satin Chaps “Might I Suggest” (thesatinchaps.com) Organ 
driven R&B party rockers that are a lot more reminiscent of Dave 
"Baby" Cortez than to the king of organ-driven R&B, Booker T. 
But think about it, who would you rather party with? Dave 
"Baby," baby! These slick chaps made my organ happy. 

Garrett Sawyer “Chronicles and Vanity” (garrettsawyer.net) 
Sawyer’s dramatic Middle Earth singing and melodramatic music 
make for An Unexpected Musical Journey. And he’s not singing 
about magic elf stuff, it’s all about economic woes and real people 
problems, but executed with the flair of a middle ages troubador. 
Scarcity of Tanks “Fear is Not Conscience,” “No Endwoment,” 
“Sensational Grade,” “Vulgar Defender” (Total Life Society) 
Progressive scramblecore that will get you angry at something, 
even if you're not sure at what. Poetic manifestos that never 
tank...thus the band name! 

The Scenics “Dead Man Walks Down Bayview” 
(dreamtowerrecords.com) Should be called The St.nics because 
this gritty (North) Americana is as awesome as Christmas! 








Schonwald "Mercurial" b/w "Gemini® (Hozac) SchonWILD! But 
‘wild’ in an eerie, subdued, chill your vertebrae way. 

Scream Mask "War Robe" (screammask.bandcamp.com) This 
could be moody high end art rock for your sound sculpture thesis 
or lowbrow background music for your neighborhood haunted 
house this Halloween -- either way, I'm screaming with approval! 
The See “Pretending and Ending” (wearethesee.com) Should be 
called “The Ayyy” because they are at least two letter grades 
better than a “See.” And because Fonzie would love this Arkansas 
Indie assault. 

Self Evident “we built a fortress of short notice” (Double Plus 
Good) The drummer has hiccups and the singer seems to have a 
sore throat, but other than that, this mesmerizing math core combo 
seems to be in impressively good health, music-wise. 

Bing Selfish “Selfish Works" ep (Messthetics) So...pretty much 
all that the dude from Messthetics/Hyped”2Death must ever do is 
uncover/luxuriate in/contemplate the most amazing, rarest, 
strangest, most mindbending British 45s and cassettes from the 
70s and early 80s, many of which end up on his comps. So what 
would it take to inspire him to reissue one of the hundreds of 
magic gems he's found as a stand-alone vinyl single? Is this the 
absolute best weirdo record ever made? Is this so strange it will 
tum brains and ears inside out? Is this such the definitive 
statement of the Messthetic aesthetic that it had to re-appear in its 
original form for the sake of humanity's good? Upon a bunch of 
pleasant, slightly confusing listenings, I'll say no to all of the 
above. In fact, the latter is completely moot, as this was originally 
a 12” in 1983. It was its existence in that format that may have 
paved the way for this reissue...when it was discovered Selfish 
had leftover 12" records without covers Messthetics made new 
covers to distribute that vintage vinyl, and that led to this 
remastering, repackaging, and reissuing. While the original issue, 
fitting into no genre or scene, was originally ultra-rare based 
simply on no one knowing how to distribute or market this oddity, 
I would venture to guess that the main reason this is being 
championed now is that Bing Slefish's decades of outsider 
creativity, recording countless songs over the years, writing, 
drawing, filmmaking, and creating a loopy website for all of it, is 
too impressive to ignore. This is a genuinely strange collection of 
tunes, recorded in Barcelona over old tapes of Spanish traditional 
music, some of which was incorporated into these disturbingly 
mellow, always slightly askew songs about places, people, 
emotions, and adventure. Ultra-dry British humor, avant-garde 
genre-disregard, catchy pop tendencies, and a voice like a children 
show's host talking to puppets make Bing a great thing. Still not 
sure why this exists, but perhaps that's the point. 

Shades Below “s/t,” “protominimalism” (CDbaby) Did you know 
that lo-fi, spare, organ-driven instrumental progrock was the same 
thing as laid back Surf Garage? Well I do now, I'm a better man 
for it! And that’s one to grow on! 

Shocked Minds “s/t” (Hozac) Ten solid face-punches of slime 
pop that bruised and caressed me with some 2 wave Max’s-era 
Bowery trash punk that would have made Johnny Thunders 
jealous if he was in any state to actually hear it. Nobody tell Josh 
Martin (formally of the awesome Carbonas) that it's 2013...thank 
the gods and Ramones in heaven he seems to think it’s late 1977 
and punk still matters. 

The Shook-Ups “Bad Reception” (facebook.com/shookups) 60s- 
style contemporary organ garage rock that really reminds me of 
Mike Stax’ great Loons band, in that the wordy, groovy music 
shows clear scholarship of awesome records, and knows what 
makes up the vintage sound, but isn’t trying to pretend they aren't 
contemporary. The lyrics, vibe, and composition shows that they 
are 21" Century rock n rollers, not garage music Renaissance Faire 
dress uppers. 

Shotgun Jimmie "Everything Everything" (You've Changed) 
Impressive, richly ragged lo-fo story fragment songs that | 
imagine would make a lotta ladies (and quite a few gents) think 
bout riding Shotgun. 

Rie Sinclair “Bee Sides” (www imissyourecords.com) These bees 
sting...with stingers full of soul-bearing, spare elegance pop! 
Sindie 4 “Inside! Inside! Inside!” “Look But Don’t Touch 
(soundcloud.com/sindie4) Weirdly wonderful ambitious pop 
(from Russia! And not imprisoned for music making!) that 
combines Max’s Kansas City 70s oddness, Ringo b-side quirks, 
and bizarre narratives (if the illustration and Track 2 of “Look But 
Don't Touch” are not things I hallucinated, it’s about stealing the 
Meg White statue from a rock n roll sculpture museum), and some 
kind of alchemy where grand production somehow results in 
intimate, almost claustrophobic, music. The tunes here reference 
everything without ripping anything off. Era-less and errorless. 
Sirsy “Coming Into Frame” (Funzalore) 2 person co-ed rock n roll 
is usually minimalistic and raw (with the Dresden Dolls exception, 
but that was just ridiculous), but drummer/vocalist Mel from Sirsy 
is so polished and dramatic and big sounding that Sirsy, even on a 
bluesy spare tracks like “Cannonball” or a “sing-along-with-the- 
pre-programmed Casio-setting” tune like “Gold” seems like 
mega-rock superstars. On this, their latest, best CD (and I have 
releases by them going back to around 2008 — these are vets!) the 
theatrical, emotional vocals, often with matching guitar sounds, 
raise the Sirsy bar! 





Sitar Outreach Ministry “Don’t Ask for the Future, you'll either 
GET IT or YOU won't” (Magnetic South) I know what you are 


thinking...combining psychedelia and Indian music seems 
redundant, right? What Indian music isn't trip-inducing? If you 
were not thinking that, please ignore the first six words of this 
review, and everything after the last question mark, and get rid of 
the ellipses and capitalize the first "c." Sorry the review ends up 
being so short. 

Skafish “Bootleg 21-35” (skafishbootleg.com) While there have 
been a number of Chicago punk revelations unearthed over the 
last few years, I will declare this my favorite. Jim Skafish was 
both a quirky weirdo and a exquisite perfectionist, so despite the 
off kilter nature of his depraved New Wave music, his band was 
always crisp, well rehearsed, and in line with his vision. This 
lengthy live set from 1977, on Jim's birthday, and at the 
beautifully named Ratso’s, is amazing. The angular, controlled 
chaos, is recorded at far better than bootleg quality, but with a lo- 
fi rawness that gives Skafish some extra edge not found on all his 
records (at times they become more an organ-driven garage band 
than a keyboard driven New Wave act). This is a full show, with 
dozens of songs, banter (about bullies, psychiatrists, throwing up 
at the Cubs games, La Mere Vipeire), a cover of “Splish Splash,” 
an early version of the classic “Knuckle Sandwich,” tons of songs 
that don’t appear on albums, and a lively “Sign of the Cross.” This 
digital-only album is something your 21" Century Walkman 
cannot live without! 










Skurkarna ipade" (Heptown) 

surfing detective triumphantly battles arch villains after gaining 
superpowers by spilling radioactive spaghetti (prepared by Chef 
Boy-R-Morricone) on his Ventures LPs! 

The Sleaze “Tektonic Girlz” (Total Punk) Nasty, catchy, futuristic 
caveman rock from the Sonny Vincent/Oblivans/Crime/ 
Homosexuals School of Pure Punk Power Studies. The whole 
twelve-inch is probably thirteen-minutes long, so the fact that I 
just listedn to it for 24-hours straight means I must have flipped 
this record 93 times (excuse me if my math is off... just Isitend to 
the Sleaze for a whole day!). 

The Slit Plasterers “Chasing the Black Muffs” (Chorizoloco) 
Italian trash rock as heavy as the Italian food 1 shoveled into my 
gullet last night and as bloody as the Italian film Tarantino ripped 
off a last week and as evil as Mussolini. Where are these guys 
from again? 

Slow Poisoner "Macabre" b/w "The Green Chair" (Vagrant) 
Gothic folk songs that involve flying glass eyes, cigarette burns, 
swinging sanitarium gates, elegant impaling, chain dragging, and 
gas sniffing. Or maybe it doesn't..are these metaphors for love 
gone wrong? Is is love itself a metaphor for ghost stories and chair 
torture? Or are corpses and spooks a meta metaphor for life? All 
these questions and less will be spookily unanswered by the 
handsome haint with the mournful guitar, who this time ain't 
selling snake oil! 

Smoke Fairies "Blood Speak" (yearsevenrecords.com) Fairly 
ghostly for fairies, this haunting helping of spooky phreak pholk 
can get groovy or magical or mad, as it gives you ecto-chills. 
SMP “Death of the Format” (WTII) Industrial music, with an 
emphasis on music, in which dramatic, cinematic compositions 
lays a foundation for rapped, sung, and spoken pieces that harken 
back to the days when the Midwest became the leaders in in a new 
kind of industrial. 

Soft Targets “The Rise and Fall of the Soft Targets” 
(roostercow.com) Considering they have a mascot named 
Cassettey (one of the least beloved recurring Roctober comics) 
I'm surprised this band waited til they broke up to start releasing 
tapes. Despite the “Soft” in their name, as their song “Tromboner” 
impies, these very poppy sorta punks are synonymous with 
virility. Audio Viagra is what I call this cassette 

Sons of Hippies "Griffons at the Gates of Heaven" (Cleopatra) 
Optimistic, grounded, yet space soaring, semi-psychedelia pop 
that mixes a strangely soothing vibe with massive hard rock 
impact. Vocalist Katherine Kelly is like a tour guide/camp 
counselor at an interstellar museum/inter-dimensional camp out. 
But she's a sexy authority figure! 

The Soul of John Black “A Sunshine State of Mind” (Yellow 
Dog) This is totally decent “sunshine soul,” or whatever it's 
supposed to be, but the hitch is that it feels like what it’s supposed 





to be is a vision of a visionary; this is presented like we are 
supposed to recognize some pop/soul/blues/performance genius, a 
new Al Green/John Legend/D'angelo (he even mentions Voodoo 
at one point), and it feels more like a pleasantly adequate talented 
cat than a genius. Hooks seem more like jingles, melodies seem 
recycled, and whenever the singing elevates past pretty good it 
sounds like he’s doing impersonations. | feel mean saying this, 
because the cat seems talented and the record is definitely OK, but 
it really left me wanting. 

Eddie Spaghetti "The Value of Nothing" (Bloodshot) A fine 
follow-up to "Sundowneer," and a stellar sidebar to decades of 
Supersucking, Mr. Spaghetti will have you ravenously carbo- 
loading on hooky, hellspawn Honkytonk rock, with some metallic 
aftertastes, but mostly a rich barbecue-flavored sauce. 

The Space Agency “Bombay Potatos” b/w “Hang Ten and Leave 
Orbit” (marketsquarerecordings.bandcamp.com) Surfing the stars 
ona sitar-shaped surfboard, Simon Jones’ curry-psyche version of 
NASA is sure to expand youe mind, ears, and chakra. 

Spencey Dude & the Doodles “Night Problems” (California 
Clap) I guess any record will become your favorite if you listen to 
it 200 times, but few records make you want to play it 200 times 
to favoritize it. Nasty vomit party pop punk meets cuddly cute 
indie friend punk meets rock n roll history school. Reminds me of 
seeing your girlfriend vomit and going “Awwwww!” like you just 
saw a kitten open her cute eyes wide. 

Spider Bags "Shake My Head" (Odessa) 10 pounds of spider in 
an 8 pound bag! This mushed-media mashup veers from Hozac- 
style garage rock to bar fight with the New York Dolls music to 
phreak pholk to something akin to Violent Femmes lo-fi demos to 
ghost music to funk-free James Brown cover song-land. Better 
than the new Spider-Man movie! 

Spirit of Danger “Spirit of Danger” EP (Narrow Vision) First 
sign of greatness: they used the band name as title and chorus for 
the first song ever released by band! 2” sign of greatness: sound 
so evil and ugly and I had to check for monsters under my bed for 
three nights after hearing this trash-sterpiece! 3” sign of greatness: 
have a song about rats. 4" sigh of greatness: have a punk balld 
about a trgic kid named Jhonny...that should count for two signs 
of greatness! I give this a five out of two, five out of two, we got 
Spirit, how bout you? 

Thee Spivs "It's True" b/w "Taped Up" (Almost Ready) Ye Olde 
Punk Rock, complete with Brit accents, snotty attitude, and a 
sprinkle of rage. Plus, they're cuter than the Adverts or the 
Lurkers! 

Spock’s Beard “Brief Nocturnes and Dreamless Sleep” 
(Century/InsideOut) There are many, many people who love 
contemporary, florid prog rock. Good for them! 

Spy Device “Miniaturized” (spydevice.biz) Spy Device's catchy 
kookiness seems to be a friendly tug of war between driving, 
early, poppy British punk, a la Buzzcocks/SLF, and the kind of 
nerdy, regional New Wave from the early 80s that every city had, 
even though none of the bands broke through. I'd say the latter 
wins the contest, but it seems like every one of those bands had an 
actual song about inflatable sex dolls, or some such jokey taboo 
subject, and I think the inflatable doll song here is a metaphor for 
females with shallow, "plastic" personalities, not about an actual 
rubber fuck toy. Then again, they have a rat song, that I'd say is 
obviously a metaphor for “the rat race,” but my rat friend Ratso 
insists it's really about athletic rodents, so what do I know. 

STAG “s/t” (finrecords.com) Sounds like a Cheap Trick cover 
band decided to write originals and a magic alien helped them by 
enchanting their instruments and they hired a good producer and 
workshopped some killer lyrics. And they chose a name with 
dangerous rhyming possibilities (see The Stags review). 

The Stags "Told You So" EP (Drug Front) When I was a kid I 
played on a baseball team called the Staggs (we played at Stage 
Field) and we played a team from Lab School. When I went out to 
2nd base after the third inning my Labbie equivalent had etched 
"Staggs are Fags" into the infield dirt. | changed it to "Labs are 
Fags.” I wish i had been sensitive to gay rights and clever enough 
to have changed it to "Labs are Scabs,” because it rhymes better, 
and in Chicago being anti-Union always got you beatdown 
quicker than being gay. Anyhow, I wouldn't call these Stags 
names because they sound like they could kick my ass and 
because their song about butter is tastier than actual butter. 
Christopher Paul Stelling “false cities” 
(christopherpaulstelling.com) Tom Waits meets Woody 
Guthrie...and not surprisingly, they like each oother. 

Star and Micey "I Can't Wait (starandmiceybandcamp.com) 
The two upbeat tracks that end this EP remind me of that feeling 
you get when you hear the part of that one song that goes "I would 
walk five hundred miles and | would walk five hundred more...,” 
where, even if you're not super into the song, you can't help but 
get swept up by it and be impressed by its crafty, joyful 
craftsmanship and awesomeness. This is sorta like that. 

Staring Problem s/t ep (BLVD) Grown up goth that seems 
maturely morbid, and surprisingly calm about the vampire 
takeover or blood plague or whatever it is that’s darkening up the 
sonic landscape. The vocals hypnotize like Dracula's daughter 
getting what she wants. 























Static Eyes “Trouble” b/w “Waves” (Windian) Fuzz-tastic trash 
rock aneurisms so deliciously raw I got salmonella, shigellla and 
E. Coli from this record! This is s-o-0-0 good!!! 

Stay “Mersey Dream” EP (Regal Crabmophone) This Spanish 
psychedlic (classic 60s style) combo knows it's got it going on in 
the other dimension when their original tune is dreamier, catchier, 
and more cosmic then the cover songs...which includes a George 


Harrison composition! When you're outwriting the 
Beatles....that's what I call a trip! 
The Steak House Mints “love songs for prostitutes” 


(thesteakhousemints.com) Should be called The Steak Knife 
Slits...your throat! Cuz this masterfully melodramatic mega- 
production music kills!!! 

Steel Cranes “Ourboros” (S/R) Theatrical story songs, just short 
of cabaret, performed by a spare, nasty guitar/drums duo. Which 
are elements that don’t make sense together — nasty noise and 
narrative nuance shouldn't work , yet some of these songs recall 
Rocky Horror (my highwater mark for rock musicals) and some of 
the weird rock these grungey gals get at recalls some of the most 
potent twosomes this side of Flat Duo Jets, Well named,..as they 
are all up in my Crane-ium, 

J.L. Stiles “presents House of murmurs” (jlstiles.com) J. L. stands 
fro "Jenius Level!" This laid buck but deep tale telling is more 
substance than Stile. 

Stolen Rhodes “Falling Off the Edge” (stolenrhodes.com) Like 
Kings of Leon, this Philly phoursome has produced a debut that 
masterfully channels classic rock sounds, specifically the Southern 
strain of such, Unlike Kings of Leon, they don't suck. Channelling 
your Skynyrds and your Allmans ain't a small achievement, and 
these rockin’ Rhodes are on the edge of awesome! 

Stop Worrying and Love the Bomb "I'm Haunted" ep (Big 
Neck) Imagine your fave punk song ever played faster and sung 
slurrier! Stop fucking around and buy this record! 

Strange Fish sampler (Fruits de Mer) Comprised of six LPs and a 
CD, Fruit de Mer’s new Strange Fish series showcases 
contemporary atmospheric, mostly-electronic prog artists, but 
prog in the Tangerine Dream/NewGoblin sense, not the guitar 
wankery American prog nuts revere. Not that this is all the same. 
Of the dozens of bands here there is plenty of variety (Sendelica’s 
ambient spaghetti western music is all about guitars; Golden Cake 
Company makes rich, beautiful, melodic noise, if noise and 
melody can coexist conceptually; Beau make ambitious psyche- 
ish pop). Certainly there is a point where one reaches one’s prog 
limit... probably listening to all 6 hours or so of this in a row 
would be a Tangerine Nightmare. But in moderation anyone can 
find their keyboard-driven bliss floating in this strange fish tank! 
Strawberry Heritage “The Demo Tapes” (Lafayette) Emo folk 
that tastes more like slightly bitter side of the road mysterious 
wild berries than store bought strawberries. 

Sugarman “After the Blackout" (sugarmanmusic.net) Melodic 
indie rock sprinkled with Americana and a pinch of Beatles-esque 
power pop. Which is enough flavors that this should be called 
Sugar-and-spice-Man. 

Summer Girlfriends “Shockwaves” (addenda) Full disclosure: 
Even if I hated this record I would say I loved it, because without 
a doubt this LP has the 11 best song titles EVER! "Dirt Under My 
Nails,” "PG-13 Sex Scene," "Balloon Rooms," "Lost Boys," "Milo 
and Danzig," "Shake and Bake"...and there's five more! Universal 
or whatever the name is of the last big record label should just hire 
these women as song title consultants and put them on a huge 
retainer, | was just reading an interview with that Cheap Time guy 
and he said that when he was in high school he would just come 
up with song titles, not songs, all day in school, and then go home 
and improvise a new album every week based on the titles...and 
that guy's awesome, so don't sleep on the titling! Fortunately, 
though I would lie in deference to the song titles, | don't have to 
(or do I?) because these slightly weird, sunshiny, reverby, middle- 
fi, moody pop girl group gems are a delight...like delicious candy 
with a weird aftertaste! 

Susan SurfTone “Too Far” (susansurftone.com) Contemporary 
Surf music too often comes in two flavors...Linked-out nasty 
fuzzed out lunacy, which is awesome, but misses some of the 
elegance of the old school surf rock masters, and overly florid 
stuff that would have no place at at a 60s high school hoedown, 
Surftone splits the difference, never going overboard on the 
fretwork while never getting too cave person-ish. There's a place 
for excess and there's a place for regress, but I'm happy to be 
riding the wave in the middle with my girl Susan. 

Dan Susnara “Prison Sanctuary Open Field...Prison" (mumble 
mumble) More haunted house sounding than prison sounding, but 
nonetheless impressive with futuristic keyboards & atmospheric 
audio shenanigans. Once a pretty relatively straightforward singer 
songwriter, Susnara has pushed himself with the experimentation, 
high concept, and strangenss here, and it pays off. 

SWANS "The Seer" (Young God) | know this album has been 
receiveing raves for months and my apologies for getting to it so 
slowly, but I blame the packaging. For some reason my copy of 
this 2 disc set came with disc 2 packaged on top when you open 
the jewel case, and it opens with a regular sounding song, a pretty 
piece of almost-Americana, which sounded good, but I just wasn't 
up to figuring out how it fit in with the SWANS thang, and I put it 








aside for months, rather than wrangle witht Gira-gone-No 
Depression. So anyhow, when I stopped being a coward I quickly 
heard that even the rest of disc 2 disputes this, with it, and most of 
the album, sounding hypnotic, dangerous, and genuinely weird 
(with purpose). One track opens with what sounds like two 
minutes of bacon frying. And another just sounds like a haunting, 
slow air raid siren. And when I finally ended with what I should 
have started with, dise one declares everything to come with 
conviction by opening with a minimalist unit of mayhem that 
sounds like the Who portraying Ore marauders. Much of the 
album is eerie instrumental cacophony, with one of the only vocal 
tracks sounding like a serial killer serenading a bound victim 
before dismemberment. SWAN ON! 

Sweet “New York Connection” (www.thesweet.com) Although 
Andy Scott, guitarist from the classic lineup, is the last glam 
standing, the new Sweet still sounds Sweet-recognizable. But you 
will have to have an open mind to dig this collection of New 
York-themed covers, I'm sure the current Sweet has been accused 
of being a Sweet cover band, but here they are more like a 
muscular, slick regular cover band, glamming up “Because the 
litzkrieg Bop,” and “Sweet Jane.” But | like it! Hearing 
a guitar wailing through “On Broadway” is abso-fucking- 
ridiculous, and in my mind the joy of classic glam was the abso- 
fucking-ridiculusness of it all -- ugly Slade-sters wearing gay 
dress up clothes; grown men donning glitter and spandex 
superhero suits; 50s rock being repurposed for 70s drugs! The fact 
that their Dead or Alive cover and their Black Keys cover sound 
more like the Sweet than their Sweet cover (the title track) 
demonstrates the nuttiness of this album. I'll be honest, opening 
with a great cover of “New York Groove,” that veers off the 
reasonable track by mashing up with that awful Jay-Z/Alicia 
Keys’ New York song was not to my tastes. But if I want to 
celebrate absurdity I should celebrate even when it makes my ears 
hurt. Bottom Line: I like this better than the Metallica covers 
albums, and these Sweetsers prove themselves still sweet! 

Sweet Felony “Split Ends Meet” (facebook.com/sweetfelony) 
This dual femme-fronted SF combi sweetens Byrds-esque C&W 
with Everly Brothers-style harmonies making it sweeter than 
felonious, genuinely enchanting. 

The Swimming Pool Q’s “The A&M Years Collection” (Cipher 
Bureau/Bar-None) I was in Target this week and they had a shelf 
full of $30 vinyl LPs, all ubiquitous hits albums by U2 and Tom 
Petty and Pink Floyd that you could get used for $5 or less, or 
sealed on eBay for $10. That is stupid and those things should not 
be reissued like that. I’m saying that to say this: Anything else, 
anything that’s rare, hard to find, gone for any reason, deserves a 
reissue and it can be as lush and deluxe as the label and band and 
archvists and Kickstarter backers and trust funds and drug money 
allows. | am happy that there is an ultra posh reissue of two of this 
Athens-adjacent 80s New Wave band's mid-80s' albums, with a 
bonus disc of rarities and a DVD and bells and whistles. Did I like 
the band? Do I think these are compelling to listen to? Are these 
their two best albums? I cannot answer in the enthusiastic 
affirmative for any of those questions, but this stuff sounds OK 
still, and I'm happy that they are being treated right by history 
with this collection, and I'd sure as shit rather see this in Target 
than “Rattle and Hum.” 

Syntax Error “s/t” (Rerun) Lost lo-fi synth-wave madness from 
way back in the early 21st Century, dusted off with dirt intact. 
This past music represents the future as dystopia that is fun to 
dance around in. 

Tail Dragger “Stop Lyin” (Delmark) Holy fuck! I've been 
seeing Taildragger gig in clubs & bars & fests & whatever since 
the 80s, & he’s been a great performer (his sets’ climaxing in a 
novelty song about his bald head, captured live on CD & DVD by 
Delmark years ago, & reprised here). But hearing his lost 1982 
first recordings argues for his greatness in ways his great live 
performances only hint at, which is usually the other way around. 
That his voice was so wizened & evocative & magical thrity years 
ago is a wonder, that the production by Jimmy Dawkins was done 
before any 80s tomfoolery ruined blues production is a blessing, 
& that Johnny B. Moore's guiter work is so sublime is a treat, & 
that this sounds more like a dream Maxwell Street performance 
than almost any studio recording I've ever heard would make this 
a must have...if something else didn’t! The songs were too short 
for a CD so they also had Tail Dragger just tell stories for fifteen 
of the colorful, fascinating, dangerous world of West Side blues in 
the 70s & 80s, his tales featuring stars, journeymen, murder, 
cross-dressing, & the Lord telling someone to sell drugs. His 
racantour skills prove as impressive as his singing. As highly 
recommended as I can get to recommedin’. 

Tam Lin "Garden In Flames" (tamlin.bandcamp) Should be called 
‘Tame Din' (get it...because this noise because its quiet and 
mellow and likes to compare itself to little drifting balloons). 
Christian Taylor & Homeschool “Sometimes Creation” EP 
cassette (GloryHole) Usually when you get the words “Christian” 
and “Homeschool” together you're about to hear somebody say 
something you don't wanna hear...but this sounds great, it’s 
totally pleasant string-laden folk pop! Onward Christian! 

Melvin Taylor “Beyond the Burning Guitar,” “Taylor Made” 
(melyintaylormusic,com) There's smooth and there's smooth, and 
the smooth jazz and blues of Taylor is smooth as freshly ironed 








satin sheets; smooth as Silk brand soy milk; smooth as soft serve 
ice cream; smooth as a black velvet painting of a baby's bottom. 
And his smooth Beethoven's Sth on “Beyond the Burning Guitar" 
makes Walter Murphy's disco version seem positively jagged! His 
more recent "Taylor Made” camouflages the smooth-osity by 
opening with a "Damn it's bluesy in here" number that roughs up 
the smooth, but by the time his blissful "Beneath the Sunset" kicks 
in, and his silkikication of a formally funked-up Isaac Hayes tune 
wrap you in satin, you'll be declaring, "Damn, it's smoothie in 
here,” while drinking this sonic smoothie. 

Teenage Strange “Eerie Enrgy” b/w “Zeitgeist” (Gloryhole) 
Recorded inside a giant bong buried 600 fathoms below the lair of 
the Mole People, this is subsonic bass-y savage stoner psyche and 
either the vinyl glows in the dark or I have a contact high. 

Teen Anal Terorist “Warm Blatz For Teenage Runaways” 
(Savage Quality) Ominous glitch ambient sneak attacks that sound 
like a mix between what one might actually hear when working 
covert surveillance at an evil robot factory and the weird sounds 
generated internally from the surveiller’s brain after days of 
boredom and sleep deprivation. They also appear to be masked, so 
50 bonus Roctober points! 

Thee Tee Pees "Bitchin' Titties" ep (Manglor)The obvious thing 
to say about a speed garage punk mess 7” about bitchin’ titties is 
"It's the tits!" But when the record also has a robot song and a 
song with the band's name in the title and song that sounds so 
much like the Mummies that I thought they might have 
bootlegged a Mummies track, then calling it "the tits" isn't a cop- 
out...it's the rock and roll law! It ain't easy being that 
stupid...brava Tit Rockers! 

Teething Veils “Velorio” (Exte) Epic collection of melancholy, 
nasal-sung, off kilter pop bee stings. An by pop I mean metal, 60s 
organ weirdness, whatever it is Jad Fair does, chamber music, 
nightmare soundtracks, church dirges, contemporary classical, and 
Brian Wilson on downers music. Whew! 

Teledrone "Double Visions" EP (Hozac) Sounds like the future! 
Circa 1978! But better than what actually happened. BTW, this 
genuinely awesome EP is not only perhaps Hozac's best 7" ever, 
it's better than Foreigner's record of the almost-same name! And 
that record kinda rules. 

10¢ Fuck Flicks “Eight Songs About Drugs and Sex!” (Drug 
Front) A % dozen (plus 2...plus more on the download) high 
speed rock n roll car crashes caused by the driver receiving a 
sloppy, inebriated blowjob while negotiating a tricky turn. The car 
crash, and in my mind this record, is followed by a gloriously 
satisfying sad trombone (which is a sound effect, not a sex act...or 
is it?). The record also contains some trash rock that qualifies as 
primo dryland surf, which also should be the name of a sex act, 
Ten Foot Polecats “Undertow” (Hillbilly Bluebilly) If there's 
such a thing as a honkytonk swing/gutbucket blues jam band, this 
is it...they could be to cowboy blues what Galactic is to New 
Orleans music. But jam as they may it’s all boogie and no 
noodling! I would touch this with whatever length pole is 
available and recommend you do as well. 

Terrible Spaceship “Invaders 1938” (terriblespaceship.com) This 
electronic dance/lounge/groove/scrambly funk exploration of 
Orson Welles' "War of the Worlds" broadcast may not cause the 
same sensation as its subject matter did, but it should! When i first 
listened to it I actually thought this Orson-sampling weirdo dance 
music was really happening! 

Jesse Terry “Empty Seat on a Plane” (michalejmedia.com) Jesse 
has kind of a girlie voice (not to mention an either/or first name), 
which makes his James Taylorisms much more interesting than if 
he didn’t. And he’s super handsome. I realize this is more a dating 
site profile than a record review, but it is what it is. 

These Curious Thoughts “Building Mountains From the 
Ground” (thesecuriousthoughts.com) Strangely pleasant alternate 
dimension pop compositions that are getting curiouser and 
curiouser, if you ask Alice (though this dies not sound like 
Jefferson Airplane, that was an unintententional quote/reference). 
Irma Thomas “In Between Tears” (Alive) Wow! I have a British 
reish of this from the 80s with a really boring photo cover, but the 
original artwork on this ‘73 LP is so weird, wonderful, and 
mesmerising it makes this Swamp Dogg production sound much 
better than I remmeber it, and | remember diggin it. Thomas’ 
Imperial LPs were from the mid-60s and her return to studio 
recording on Rounder wasn’t until the mid 80s, so other than those 
great live albums on Island this the sole document of a brilliant 
singer at perhaps the peak of her vocal power. The singing on this 
album is breathtaking, as Dogg’s great arrangements and weird 
and wonderful songs allow everything to be both laid back and 
intense at the same time, showcasing a uniquely powerful set of 
pipes. And she can emote! And pull off a powerful talking intro as 
well. Apparantly Duane Allman is on “You're the Dog (I Do the 
Barking Myself)” but it’s the horn arrangements that sell that song 
(not to mention the kind of lyric that Swamp Dogg could really 
work some magic with). Spectacular! 

Thorcraft Cobra “Count It In” (Plaza Bowl) Yacht Rock on 
Quaaludes! And an inexplicable band name. In other words: 
winning formula! 

3 Man Band/Apache Dropout split 7” (Gloryhole) I love 1-man. 
bands, and I hate 2 4 Men, so I wasn’t sure how I'd feel about this 











particular Tennessee Three. Well these heavy-hauling hellraisers 
are way more Hasil than Sheen, with some stoner boulder heft 
thrown in, so I was super pleased. Flipping this pancake over & 
hearing AD’s subterranean bass boogie rock breakdown 
groovester track made me just as happy. A platter that matters! 
Through the Sparks “Alamalibu” (Skybucket) Glammy roots 
rock! Bolan meets Guthrie! Nostalgia for the future! 

Timmy’s Organism “Raw Sewage Roq” (In The Red) This might 
sound like raw sewage but it smells like pure genius! Not sure if 
Timmy makes cacophony sound catchy or if he makes catchy 
music sound cacophonous, but | am sure he’s got some 
profoundly powerful musical mojo! 

Todays Hits (todayshits.tumblr.com) James writes, sings, and 
records a new song every day. While this would be a fine digital 
project, he makes it "real" by recording some of the songs on 
cassette, then courteously leaving enough tape blank for you to 
record some of your own as well! The best song on the tape he 
handed me was about eating pizza every day. 1 would have made 
that a driving hardcore song, but that's why I'm not a musical 
genius...he made it totally pleasant, perfectly attuned to one who 
had the dream life of daily pizza consumption. 

Pat Todd and the Rankoutsiders “14" & Nowhere...” 
(RankOutsiderRecords.com) Todd's best material yet, and when 
Pat Todd is at his best he becomes the real deal of that which 
makes rock's royalty become Great Pretenders, He's the world- 
weary scene veteran young Springsteen bluffed through as he 
channeled such figures in early lyrics; he’s the bar band warrior 
CCR emulated; he's the Americana roots rocker the Stones 
mimicked on “Honky Tonk Woman.” Rank? This sells awesome! 
Trauma “10 Song " (Bulkhead) Contemporary but ultra- 
classic hardcore so fast, furious and fucked I'm too pummeled to 
be able to focus my eyes on the lyrics sheet to tell you what 
they"re angry about...but I wouldn't want to be it (wait, is this 
song called “Critics with Eye Problems”...aaarrggh!) [Just 
kidding, they only killed me with chant-happy speed punk). 

The ‘Trophy Mules “Sorry Motel” 
(reverbnation.com/thetrophymules) Like actual mules these 
Midwestern Americana storytellers aren't afraid of hard work and 
make some distinct sounds. Unlike actual mules they are not 
impotent! Musically, | mean, I have no knowledge of band 
member sperm count or anything like that. But I have my 
suspicians (and they lean towards virility) 
Paul Trubachik “All Animals Are 
(Trubachikmusic.com) The only animal 
dreariness matches that of this music 
Transgendered Wombat 

Thee Tsunamis "A Goodbad Man Is Hard to Find (Magnetic 
South) Sometimes | think some of the submissions we get here at 
Roctober are just fake bands made up to clown me. I mean, could 
a masked, trash rock, Sonics-esque, sexy singing, Kinks 
referencing, beautiful girl band who actually sing a theme song 
with their name it exist? That's, like, 11 things from my dream 
band top ten features checklist! This is so good it makes me want 
to get married, have a bris, have a quincianera and retire, just so I 
can keep hiring them to play my parties! 

The Tunnel “Sultry Daggers” (Glorious Alchemical) Sinister 
carney rock with swirling danger and “the creeps” steadily 
delivered like catlogues at Christmastime. Like Nick Cave if he 
actually lived in a cave. Like Gun Club if they actually lived in a 
gun. Like Bauhaus if they actially lived in a bat house. 

‘Twas The Night Before Hannukah: The Musical Battle 
Between Christmas and the ‘Festival of Lights 
(idelsohnsociety.com) While I'm sure the Idelsohn Society (who 
I'm pretty sure are not working on an Off-Broadway musical 
adaptation of the Protocols of Zion) would prefer this was 
reviewed before Hannukah, if you're anything like my Jewish 
uncles, you'd probably want to buy this after the season when the 
price is cut. And perhaps this two disc box is more appropriate for 
Yuletide than Dreidel Days, because if there's any thesis offered 
here it’s that everyone, especially Jews, knows Christmas is more 
fun than Hannukah. Not to put down disc one, Hannukah songs 
sung by both super jews (carly 20th Century celebrity cantors, a 
temple children's choir) and left-leaning non-jews (Ella Jenkins, 
Woody Guthrie), but it's not exactly a bam burning musical 
shindig (despite Mickey Katz delivering the funny and the 
Klezmatics turning up the heat). But disc two, in which Jewish 
performers perform Christmas songs, is a wild party, with Joey 
Ramone, Bob Dylan, Herb Alpert, and Benny Goodman bringing 
the cheer, While the best cut on here (if you put aside Lou Reed's 
spoken holiday greeting -- the word "happiness" has never 
sounded so maudlin) is a killer ethnic comedy routine about Jews 
celebrating Christmas, for the most part the Hebrews play it 
straight, with Dinah Shore giving it her all while receiving a tree- 
bound partridge, and Eddie Fisher seeming sincerely nostalgic for 
the Christmases he pretends to have grown up with. There's 
nothing on here as "c'mon, man, Jew up!" as that Neil Diamond 
"Silent Night" where he sings "C-h-r-i-s-t the savior was b-o- 
n-n-n" with as much agony and ecstasy as if he was being 
crucified himself. And obvious stuff like Adam Sandler is also 
nixed -- this is an exquisitely curated collection, with a beautiful 
booklet featuring essays by Greil Marcus, historian Jenna 
Weissman Joselit, and the Society themselves. Plus, there's 
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somethong on here no one could fail to love: Sammy Davis 
wishing his international audience a musical merry christmas! 
Mazel tov Santa, you did it again! 

Twitch and Gloam comp (flat field) This collection of Pacific 
Northwest dark “n’ retro dance goth bands isn’t really retro at 
all...vampires are eternal, yo! Lotsa good stuff here, Vice Device 
gave me electro punk V.D.; Mode Madeline rented a room in the 
Bau House; Grey Gardens song woulda been bright and perky 
song if it didn’t feature 1000 dying worms screaming in agony in 
the backgroud; Haunted Horses had the best name! | could go on, 
but you get the point...but hopefully not the point on the end of 
the wooden stake! 

Uh Bones “Only You” EP (Randy) This Chicago 60s-style killer 
combo pays tribute to our city’s fine history of organized labor. 
As in, this record sounds like someone giving birth to a Farfisa 
soundtrack, ., get it organ-ized labor?!? The best 7 inches to come 
out of Chicago since Rahm was circumcised down to 6.75”. 

‘The Unpop Sound "Candy Anne" b/w "Three Eyed Gemini" 
(discriminate audio) Spare bubblegum drone psyche ("Brother, 
can you spare a bubblegum drone psyche") that's just warped 
enough that if you left this record on your car seat in the sun for 
an hour and then played it, it would probably sound normal 

The Unwed Teenage Mothers "If You Think You're Lonely 
Now" ep (Speakertree) Dirty, gritty pop that was as tough, as sad, 
and as willing to pull a knife and use the damn thing as most of 
the teen moms I know, 
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Unknown Component Electricity” 
(unknowncomponent.com) Should be called == Unwarm 
comBONEet because this weird, cryptic, darkwave chilled me to 
the bones! 

The Unpop Sound “Candy Anne” b/w “Three Eyed Gemini" 
(discriminateaudio) Spare bubblegum drone psyche ("Brother, can 
you spare a bubblegum drone psyche?") that's just warped enough 
that if you left this record on your car seat in the sun for an hour 
and then played it, it would probably sound normal 

Vacation Club "Daydream" b/w "Forest Babe" (Randy Records) 
Dreamy, tough girl rock from Indianapolis that honors their 
hometown by combining the spirit of Madame C. J Walker, the 
drive of Eric Dickerson, and the trippiness of that weed I bought 
from that carny at the State Fair behind the pig races. Too tough 
and spare to be actual psyche, too soaring and sexy to be straight 
up punk, this is just its own awesome thing. 

Vampire Lezbos (Flat Field) Trashy late early hardcore (circa 
'87) with Motorhead sensibilities and banging on trash cans 
drumming. Goths and skins must have co-mingled in Spokane 
because darkwave and Oi elements are foolin' around together. 
There's a lot of other interesting messing around as well, with Van 
Halen references, novelty breaks, lounge cabaret elements, and as 
much Dexy's Midnight Runners as TSOL energy. So basically, 
this is way more interesting than a h/c band retrospective should 
be. Some super reverb-y demosfrom '86 make a nice bonus. 

Van Halen, Kool & the Gang (live 4/1/12 Allstate Arena, 
Rosemont, IL)Thank god for David Lee Roth! & the Devil, of 
course. First of all, I completely dig the concept of DLR wanting 
Kool & the Gang to open...it's a fun idea, it's not boring, & it 
actually opens the possibility that perhaps the vetran act will 
shelve their Vegas schmaltz & do a 70s-style funk show, since the 
guitar-happy VH audience might dig that. No such luck. They 
open with 20 minutes of 80s awfulness, not just "Fresh" & "Too 
Hot" but even scraping as low as "Emergency." JT's replacement 
has a mediocre voice & the p&ering b& (doing summersaults & 
h&st&s & desperate banter) was just discomforting. The do a mini 








funk set in the middle ("Hollywood Swinging" & "Jungle 
Boogie") but it’s kinda punchy & off-sounding, not in the pocket 
at all. Then they stretch out "Ladies' Night" & "Celebration" for 
the last 15 minutes, & that was actually better than you'd expect, 
with one acrobatic sax battle straight out of Louis Jordan-era 
clubs. Considering how many original members are still in the b& 
T expected better, but I will say that the crowd was into it, which 
says something good about VH fans...Maiden fans wouldn't have 
dug this...even KISS fans mighta showed their ugly side at this. 
As far as Van Halen, if anyone tells you David Lee Roth can't sing 
anymore, they may be technically accurate, but they are fucking 
crazy! As the show opened it was obvious the DLR does some 
croaking where he once did singing, & compensates with weird 
phrasing & despite being able to occasionally demonstrate some 
smooth notes, high notes, & vocal power, he rarely can draw upon 
these skills exactly when he desires, & certainly can't simulate his 
70s/80s prowess (which is extra apparent when contrasted with 
Eddie Van Halen, who can shred exactly like he did at any point, 
& at times improved on recordings). That said, fuck you if you 
don't realize how magical Roth is! Five minutes of ridiculous 
banter, roundhouse kicking, splits, mime, prop comedy, & stick 
fighting into the show & any vocal imperfections became 
obscured by a cloud of pure awesomeness. On their first trip 
through Chicago in February, one of the first shows this tour, Roth 
was reportedly not interacting with the crowd & not in the best 
mood, Here, other than at one point cursing at the building (not 
the staff) for turning on the air-conditioning, thus causing his 
froggy vocals (he called structural facility a "fucking moron"), he 
was delightful & seemingly delighted. He did lots of well 
constructed banter (a ridiculous, extensive L.A. cholo culture 
dance lesson; a joke about meaning to take an Advil with a glass 
of water but downing a h&ful of sleeping pills & four shots of 
Tequila by mistake; a treatise on competitive dog breeding, 
complete with Jumbotron PowerPoint) & he even went off the 
cuff a few times, reflecting on his Jewish immigrant mother 
settling in Chicago in the early 20th Century. & his glittery outfits, 
newsie cap, & perpetual runway strut would have made the cut on 
America's Top Model. Roth was the kind of beautiful as a young 
man that can go south.,.like Cameron Diaz & Nick Lachay he had 
that type of stunning look that because of oversized featured & 
cheekbone angles could take a turn for the grotesque with just a 
minor tweak. While it would not be inaccurate to say Roth 2012 
looks a bit like Wayl& Flowers' Madame puppet, the fact that 
every deep line in his face works towards framing his perpetual 
ear-to-ear smile makes Father Time his partying buddy. & his 
kicks, splits, slides & jumps were genuinely impressive (so much 
so that on the mammoth screen behind the stage that was mostly 
showing close-ups of the live footage, they would do slow motion 
replays after every 7.5-or-higher athletic move he I&ed), Alex 
sounded pretty amazing, & I lost count of how many drum solos 
there were, but none were excessive. & even though you'd like to 
see a complete original lineup, husky, happy-looking Wolfgang on 
bass was pretty great in that he looks like a six year old compared 
to his b&mates, & more importantly, as is the case with most 
family vocal acts, the Van Halens voices sounded great together 
on the (now more important than ever) support vocals, & Eddie 
was pretty killer. | had pretty good seats & spent the first part of 
the concert trying to figure out if there was something weird about 
his face. Did he get work done? Was he bloated? Was that a 
slightly-off EVH lookalike? But I finally concluded that what 
made him look different may just have been that he never stopped 
smiling the entire 1:57 set, which is a good look for him...& for all 
of us in the arena. 

Ray Vaughn "Way Down Low"(rayosomusic.com) Emanating 
from Chris Isaak's echo chamber, Ray's rays of sometimes slow 
and occasionally low high drama grooves (with increments of 
Violent Femmes bounce) is all Vaughn/no yawn! 

Verma "Ragnaraak" b/w "Chrome"(Hozac) The audio equivalent 
of dropping acid...into a bottle of cough syrup! Heavy sludge 
psyche that takes you into a dark tunneland makes you do things 
in there that stay in the tunnel, if you know what I mean. 
Vermouth “Retrofuture pop Exotica” (vermouthlounge) While 
much of the Denny/Esquivel music here is alright, the lovely 
lady's vocals are not right for the genre/period, as flat indie rock 
singing is not exotic or lounge-friendly or mysterious or fruity 
cocktail inducing. Thus, the problem with Vermouth is Hermouth, 
Vernal Pike "Good Morning Cruel World" (No I in Punk) Angry 
hardcore (there really shouldn't be any other kind) with youthful 
energy and genuine bile. The no fi cassette format serves the raw 
music well. 

The Vibrators “On the Guest List” (Cleopatra) A solid set of 
songs by the Vibrators with guest vibrations from new & old 
friends, many of which shine like a...glow in the dark vibrator? 
Some guitar heroes deliver their signature sound, elevating the 
always catchy Vibrator catalogue (listen to Ross the Boss, Walter 
Lure, & old collaborator Chris Spedding), some are surprising 
(Wayne Kramer’s sound going somewhere new), some are better 
than you'd expect (Vibrators + Die Toten Hosen = awesome! 
Who knew?) & some are less than the sum of their parts (I'd have 
expected Dickies meet Vibrators to rule, but 1 guess Dickies are 
naturally jealous of Vibrators when you thing about it), Definitely 
one of the more interesting ways to present your greatest hits! 




















Village Pistols “Big Money” b/w “Strawberry Fields Forever” 
Having never seen a bootleg or original of this actual record 
(though I've seen the front cover, as it was used as the LP cover 
for Killed By Death Vol. 7, where many first heard this), | had no 
idea Mitch Easter recorded this pummeling, violent, proto- 
hardcore caveman punker from 1981. I still don't believe it, he 
must have had an inbred cousin working at the studio that day 
(Ruprecht Easter?). Certainly one of the best 90 seconds or so in 
punk history. I'm not surprised Last Laugh put this out, as the 
vocals sound alot like the Mentally Ill 90s LP they recently 
reissued, The flip is a goofy molestation (can one goofilly 
molest?) of the Beatles, which is pretty psycho, I imagine this is 
what all Beatles records sounded like to Mark David Chapman, 
Holly Beth Vincent “Hey Boy” b/w “Smash” (Ramo!) It's been a 
lot of years since Holly and the Italians made one of the best 
American/British New Wave records of the skinny tie-era, and the 
Chicago born/London discovered/L.A-based/Minnesota _label- 
having power popper may have dropped a little lower in the vocal 
register, but has not lost an ounce of attitude, impact, or skill, as 
these two finally honed pieces of pop candy have more 
personality, depth, and magic than 98.6 percent of the bands 
playing the International Pop Overthrow fest. Now with 66% less 
Italians! (last statement not factchecked) 

Sonny Vincent and the Bad Reactions “Replica” EP 
(trendisdead) What the fuck? How could this dude have been in 
the Testors 36 years ago & still rock this ridiculously hard? I got 
exhausted just listening to the two A-side high-octane bumers, 
how could Vincent actually record them? Ridiculously good 
record in every way (B-side’s a darker slow burner). Craziest 
thing about this 45 is that they wrote “Roctober” on the label in 
marker to keep me from selling it...like 1 would sell this! I'm 
having a hard time resisting going out and spending rent money 
on buying 16 more! (I have 6 roommates, so rent’s cheap). 
VVLTVRE "Hang Me" (Corleone) This mysterious, ominous, 
bountiful double LP features 48 inches of covert destructive 
powers, with four tantalizing servings of gourmet soundfood that 
slowly build to their devastating doom noise crescendos, so that 
the listener, like the blissfully unaware gradually boiling frog, 
barely realizes that audio Armageddon is upon him or her. 
Packaged with artworks (both the gatefold and the screenprinted 
insert book) that function as narcotic-free psychedelic enablers, 
this is also a good deal for the budget-minded escapist! 

Waker Glass “Neighborhood Party"b/w “Widow's Walk” 
(Mersea) Vocalist Robert Earl Stewart channels Tom Waits and 
David Thomas on the a-side, on a song that borrows the portrait 
painting, narrative power of those artists. But I was more 
impressed by the b-side, which flirts with regular indie rock, then 
gets super moody, and features crunching, nasty guitar flights 
from John Pilat. Not sure if this is Alt Country, Indie Rock, 
Crampsabilly or Chamber story-core, but I do know I’m looking 
forward to hearing the next record. 

War Poets "Dulce et Decorum est” (warpoets.net) Heartland rock 
no roll with a touch of 80s (pre-Alt Rock) college rock, Made me 
want to wage poetic peace! 

Waves of Fury “Thirst” (Alive) Weird, soulful rock n roll with 
intriguingly _half-swallowed vocals and _ claustrophobic 
arrangements that give the impression that you're listening to the 
soundtrack playing inside a disturbed genius’ head. 

Wax Idols “No Future” (Hozac) If there was a show called 
American Wax Idols and the judging panel was Hunx, Joan Jett, 
Ty Seagall, Wendy O° Williams, and, of course, Randy Jackson 
(but the white one, from Zebra), this band would be on the Kelly 
Clarkson stairway to stardom! 

Klarka Weinwurm “Continental Drag"(Saved By Vinyl) These 
quiet, ghostly, slow simmering torch songs (or the minimalist 
equivalent.,,matchstick songs?) will sooth your brain like fine 
“wein and “wurm” their way into your soul. 

Wes Hollywood “Fantasy Arcade” (Sweet Science) Veteran 
power popper Wes Hollywood makes the great state of Illinois ( 
the unofficial Official Home of Power Pop) proud with a stingy 
baker's dozen (or as you call it, 11) perfectly crafted pop pastries 
that will make you think you are pogo-ing at a packed IPO 
Festival. Better yet, it is released on the classic, yet not actually 
real or ever done before to my knowledge, deluxe gatefold one LP 
in mono and then another LP of the same songs in stereo format. 
As Joakim Noah would say, this "Hollywood as Hell!" Or, as 
Heaven, if you prefer. 

Wet Dirt “Self Sabotage: The early year” (inyrdisk.com) Robert 
Dayton has been obsessed with novelty and oddity audio for 
years, creating some of the strangest anti-pop and twisted musical 
comedy to ever make it across the border from the Great Weird 
North to USAmerican ears. But on this (still far from normal) 
offering he is making straight up great rock 'n’ roll with an 
ominous edge and genuinely groovy grooves. Be it poppy or hard 
or hard poppy, even at its strangest this is solid rock that is solid 
as a rock, If anyone has ever heard Jerry Lewis' pop singing LP 
(which was a huge hit, outselling Dean Martin's records at the 
time of release) you'll recall that for falsetto emphasis Lewis 
would use his signature idiot voice, not trying to be funny, just 
thinking that it was regular high singing. Dayton is far more aware 
(I think) that his comic voice can be applied to non-comic music 


without actually changing it. He may even outsell Dean Martin! In 
Toronto punk rock anarchist collective record/cotfee shops. 

Wet Friend "Wet Pet" (Corleone) Sloppy, slightly mean drunk- 
core that makes you simultaneously bob your head and look over 
your shoulder. 

Lance Whalen “sweet sugar pie” (lancewhalen.com) More like 
Sweet Arsenic Pie, because this is the darkest sounding Nashville- 
style roots music since Porter released those drunk murder LPs 
way back when. 

Brian Whelan “Decider” (TMEAF) It seems that halfway 
between Nick Lowe and Bryan Adams ain't a bad place to be! 
Whispering Pines (inthewhisperingpines.com) Americana, minus 
all the boring stuff! These are rootsy honky tonk anthems that 
sound like the Byrds mighta sounded if they had no association 
with California whatsoever. 

White Faces (Windian) Creepy power pop garage punk from 
Milwaukee that is bratwurst for my ears! My definition of creepy 
power pop is that all the songs are about girls, but you're worried 
about the girls. Some White Faces songs aren't about girls, btw; 
the best song is about being lazy. 

White Fang "Steady Truckin’ For Summer" (Burger/Gnar) 
Truckin" cassette: 

Me: Hey Fonzie, what's the difference between a partee and 
a partay? 

Fonzie: Ayyyyyy! 

White Fang: Exactly! 

Bobby Whitlock “Where There's A Will There's A Way: The 
ABC Dunhill Recordings” (Light in the Attic) This handsome 
package remasters and reissues two early 70s solo records that if 
people know them at all they know them because the cats 
Whitlock backed up in the past (Clapton and George Harrison) 
retumed some favors, But these deserve to be more than asterisks 
on someone else’s discography. The first album, self titled, sees 
the Memphisian at his best, soul shouting over country rock (or, 
more accurately, country gospel rock), Whitlock’s throaty robust 
vocals match the 70s studio bombast note for note, when they 
don’t conquer and overpower it. The 2" LP, “Raw Velvet,” rocks 
harder (bringing some actual Southern Rock to the West Coast 
country rock sound) with some off-roading into swamp rock. 
These boundry-blurring excursions are a pretty perfect solution to 
the anomaly that is and always will be “white boy soul,” and this 
addresses many of that concept’s inherent problems in ways Justin 
and Thicke could still learn from, 

White Murder "Safety in Numbers" b/w "Real Tough Chicks" 
(whitemurder-bandcamp.com) Post-post punk that's come around 
to punk again with such raging velocity that it makes your punk 
parts ache, Amazing snotty/aggressive vocals and dangerous 
guitar are driven to madness by a drummer tapping into inner- 
teenage awesomeness! (Sorry, bassist, you are really good too, 
just couldn't work you into that sentence). Their latest single has a 
slightly more civilized A-side, which is still pretty savage, but the 
b-side, "Shutter Speed" has some nasty bounce, and there's that 
bass player getting slinky and tough! 

White Orange “Ehyeh” ep (Made in China) An army of sonic 
rock vampires constructing an eerie wall of sound! 

White Pages "Please Kill Them" ep (Cant Stand YA!) This four 
song, one-sided, two-weinered, three-headed, four-shoed, slop- 
speeded, punkaffeinated, ultra awesome 7" is a rusty needle 
injection of simple, slurrilly-sung, no bullshit trash rock flu shots, 
that somehow got me sicker than before the I took it, which I was 
grateful for. 

White Sails “Laguna Sunrise” ep (Regal Crabmophone) Black 
Sabbath as lovely, blissful, pastoral meditations? I think we've all 
been there at some point, but this time it’s not just magnificent 
stoned perceptions, someone actually made it real! 

Barrence Whitfield and the Savages “Dig They Savage Soul” 
(Bloodshot) Of course if Barrence Whitfield still has a functioning 
Savages making the scene Bloodshot is releasing a record! 
“Americana” might imply country sounds, but what is more 
American than the house rockin’, half in the bag, raucous, 
borderline psychobilly that Whitfield brought to Boston in the 80s, 
defying that towns racial politics and starting a new Revolution 
where the first one had so much traction. More importantly, the 
decades have only made the monster blues blasts of Barrence’s 
vocal cords scratchier, nastier and deeper. If you are soul 
searching, your search ends here! 

Wild Assumptions "Run Like You" b/w Roots" (Plan-It-X) 
Falling somewhere between 90s Olympia Riot Grrrl and a 
shoegaze LP played at 45rpm, this is...wild! I assume. 

Andre Williams “Life” (Alive) Of Williams’ dozen comeback 
albums he’s made over the last two decades this is genuinely one 
of the best The swampy, slink ghost blues rock thst Matthew 
Smith and Jim Diamond eke out (celebrating the Detroit side of 
Andre, without erasing the Chicago side) perfectly matches his 
now hoarse, mellow, haunting voice. Highlights include a heavy, 
gaspy take on the closest thing he ever had to a hit (for someone 
else) “Shake A Tail Feather,” a tasty toast about a naughty fly, and 
some Tom Paine-esque sature on an anti-anti Obama song. But the 
highest highlight may be the snippets of candid audio from the 
sessions in which Andre takes no shit and makes it clear that he’s 
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running the show, not some puppet masters. It reminded me of the 
surprisingly in control Michael Jackson directing the dancers and 
musicians in This /s /t. But with a happier ending, 

Winter Bear "Jump In the Fire" b/w "Should I Leave" (Hozac) If 
the Beach Boys actually went outside to write their summertime 
romp soundtracks they might have sounded this fun and sunny. 
Not that there's anything wrong with the Beach Boys’ music, it 
just wasn't functional outdoors romp music. Erin Dorbin should be 
called Erin Morethan,..because she's More than AWESOME! 
Wishgift “Folk Twain” (Sophomore Lounge) Fuzzed out punky, 
proggy, jazz metal feakout happy nightmare soundtrack music that 
is closer to a backstabbing monkey's paw wish than an always- 
works-out talking fish wish. 

The World's Lousy with Ideas Vol I (Almost Ready) The best 
song on this three track comp is Boys Club's snotty off-fi 
impudence punker. But Home Blitz delivers some fine speedy 
trash rock (thrash trash?), and Nothing People do their best to 
hypnotize with bizarro drones. 

The World's Lousy with Ideas Vol NEIN (Almost Ready) The A- 
Side has Cheater Slicks sounding kinda maudlin, so lets consider 
the B-side the A-side and celebrate the bombastic blasts of thee 
Spivs and Ohio outcasts Psandwich singing like they just ate a 
psnot psandwich.,.which redundantly had mayo on it. 

The Young Sinclairs “Engineer Man” b/w “Problems” (Market 
Square) “You Know Where to Find Me” ep (Planting Seeds) If the 
70s perfect power pop bands actually existed in the 60s they might 
hope to sound like these mad mod modulators! Young is the new 
good old-sounding, the the harmonies, Stones-worthy riffs, and 
neo-psyche superpowers combine for fine originals, and on the 
Pinting Seeds EP, a worthy tribute to Roky. 

Zig Zags “Scavenger” b/w “Monster Wizard” (Who Can You 
Trust) I like aggressive stoner rock, and not aggressive because 
it's a slow moving behemoth and you can’t get out of its way, but 
aggressive because there is some actual musical menace (despite 
the dulled senses). The A-side here is actually an attack, and the b- 
side is a huge smoke screen, which I guess is defensive...but it’s a 
h-u-g-e- smoke screen! With a monster in the middle! 


MOVIES/TV/DVDS/VHS/BETA 


Phil Collins “Live at Montreux (Eagle Rock) This 2-dise DVD 
opens with a set from Jazz Fest in 2004 where Collins enters the 
stage pretty much wordlessly and just starts playing a wild drum 
solo. Then another dude joins in and there's a thundering drum 
duo, Then a third cat comes out playing congas and percussion 
and we get a drum trio. This is THE BEGINNING OF THE 
SHOW! And it goes on for like ten minutes, no music except 
apeshit percussion, and they are not doing some mellow drum 
circle unity thing, this is like a jazz war where cats are showing 
off their best stuff, trying to cut the other dude. Maybe Collins 
always opens like this, maybe he just wanted to show that he 
knows he's a drummer and not a pop star so he prefaces an hour 
of schmaltzy vocals with a muscular set of mayhem, or maybe he 
just felt like jazzing it up jazz fest, 1 don’t know, but it was 
awesome. The rest of the set is genuinely godawful, nearly two 
dozen cornball Collins’ songs and covers (“Groovy Kind of 
Love,” Cyndi Lauper's “True Clors") accompanied by a smooth 
jazz/new age-ish band. Yecch. But disc two, a Jazz Fest set from 
1996 is much more interesting. Collins decided to do a full on 
Benny Goodman Big Band deal, with no vocals, just big band 
arrangements of Genesis and Collins’ solo songs, with him 
playing drums. Quincy Jones conducts, and this is fun, if not super 
good.The problem is that despite Phil swinging pretty hard on the 
drums, using brishes when appropriate, and trying to jazz it up, it 
never sounds swingin’, it sounds more like a slick orchestra 
recording a movie score. The songs themselves ay be hard to jazz 
up, but also the very talented band is just not made up of guys 
who can get into big band mode, David Sanborn and Gerald 
Albright soloing is going to sound like a smooth jazz Christmas 
no matter what they try to play. At one point Tony Bennett comes 
out and sings a Tony Bennett song with his own pianist and 
bassist (and Collins and Co.) and he's remarkable. Obviously 
Bennett can sing, but how muscular his voice was in "96 is 
astonishing, According to Collins’ liner notes Bennett did a full 30 
mionutes, but we only get one song. I feel good for Phil getting to 
do this, it looks fun, but other than backing Bennett it’s more a 
curiosity than essential. Still, between this and the drum collision I 
think this is a worthwhile release. 

Corleone - 10 Years - Everything I Own is Broken or Bent 
DVD (Corleone) This DVD retrospective of a decade of damaged 
music demonstrates why Providence and RISD is better than New 
York and Pratt or Chicago and Art Institute. Every urban art 
school has some visionaries that branch off into avant garde 
multimedia messes, but for the last two decades (half of which 
Corleone has been keeping score) it has been Providence that has 
been making the most delicious noise, performance art, and 
ridiculously progressive animation (please forget the Family Guy 
has RISD roots and note that half the Cartoon Network lineup is 
just toning down the nutso animation and bizarre narratives of the 
Fort Thunder Providence era). And no noise band from anywhere 
else has rocked as hard as Lightning Bolt, or its heirs, which 
include Mindflayer (who kill on this collection). Highlights of this 
DVD _ include Jacob Berendes defying gravity, Black Pus 





performing a muscular audio exorcism, Lorna Doom giving a 











pleasant tour of the city, Snake Apartment giving a stomach 
churning animated anatomy lesson, Fang Island playing for 
jumping pre-adolescents, The Body blurring out with their fury 
out, a cartoon of a chipmunk frolicking with a behemoth. There's 
also bonus live footage and a spectacular poster gallery of 
stunning Corleone-related work by some incredible artists. 

The Dean Martin Variety Show Uncut (TimeLife) This box set 
collects six complete episodes of Martin’s variety show, with 
examples from “67-71, & the first thing a rock n roller might say 
seeing that range of years is ‘Whoah! ‘The prime years for flower 
power/Woodstock & experimental rock going into the dawn of the 
greatest era of soul music...1 wonder who is on these shows!’ 
Stupid question: it’s the Lettermen, Tommy Tune, Joey 
Heatherton, Pat Boone, Dom DeLuise & Professor Backwards, of 
course! & do you know why Dean’s variety show featured bawdy 
sex & drinking jokes, goofy skits, dance numbers, st&ards sung 
by the host & guest stars, & slurred monologues? Because it was 
perfect, & it didn’t change during its run because it was sublimely 
entertaining — singing dancing & jokes never go out of style! 
There are some hep numbers, (The Dingaling Sisters in go go 
boots & bikinis sing & do the Funky Chicken”) but for the most 
part the key to this show is that charming Dino is charming, 
Hollywood's go to talent is talented, & there were only 6 channels 
at the time. It’s notable that thos is notparticualrly conservative — 
his sex jokes are pretty unambiguous, & there's lot of jiggle to 
those funky chickens. It’s also notable that a compilation of 
thrilling guest stars & ‘best of” would not be half as interesting as 
these “uncut” epsidoes that show you how the jiggle, the Zero 
Mostel angel skit, Sid Caeser's professor's r&om cmments, an 
opera song here, an Orson Welles Shakespeare sample there, & a 
Dino, Dom & Bob Newhart in a telephone booth bit on the other 
side all fit together to create something that blurrily exceeds the 
sum of its parts. 

The Ernie Kovacs Collection Vol. 2 DVD; The Edie Adams 
Christmas Album featuring Ernie Kovacs; Percy Dovetonsis 
Thpeaks (Shout Factory/ Omnivore) Last years release of the 
massive Ernie Kovacs DVD collection helped reestablish the TV 
comedy pioneer's zany legacy. Although the hefty set featured 
recently unearthed episodes of Kovacs’ 1950s morning show and 
some of his other programs, the main draw was Kovacs’ 
experimental TV specials he did mostly in the early 60s that have 
been showing on TV and on VHS and DVD since being revived in 
the 70s. These establish Kovacs as a legitimate genius, who 
realized that both TV and comedy were art forms, and in art 
surrealism, unanswered questions, and formal beauty have a 
happy home. The second Kovacs set is more modest, nine hours 
‘on two discs, and mainly features episodes of his morning show. 
That David Letterman has denied Kovacs as a primary influence 
seems dubious, because watching these you see a dude messing 
around with the (then new) medium in ways very similar to 
Letterman. But watching Kovacs kill time, do nothing, amuse 
himself, and ignore the audience also brings to mind that Craig 
Ferguson talk show, but with one major difference. Ferguson's 
necessary (for TV hosting) cockiness is mixed with vulnerability, 
self-doubt, and a disbelief that he has a TV show. Kovacs is so 
confident, comfortable, and commanding that when the show 
drags it is interesting to see his relaxed manner, but not 
particularly entertaining. He starts one show joking about keeping 
his seat warm at an off-camera card game, and you imagine he's 
saving his best material for his friends at that game, That said, the 
shows do have some skits featuring Kovacs' absurd characters and 
even when they don't make you LOL they will make you SASYH 
(smile and scratch your head). But the true value of this set is the 
dusting off of episodes of Kovacs’ brilliant game show Take A 
Good Look, A variation on What's My Line? , the show had a panel 
of Ernie's celebrity friends (including his lovely, charming bride 
Edie...or “my wife and yours,” as Ernie says) trying to guess the 
identity of the mystery guest. But the rub is that the clues are 
given in the form of surreal, nonsensical, unhelpful skits that hint 
at Kovacs’ bizarre TV specials that were still on the horizon, 
Watching the likes of Cesar Romero and Tony Randall be 
confounded by a clip of a caveman showing home movies of stop 
motion dinosaurs (representing "old movies," a clue to identify 
Mack Sennett) is pure joy. Ernie is great with his friends on the 
panel, and it makes me think his morning show might have been 
more engaging if he'd just invited the poker buddies in to kill time 
with him on air. Also included is a TV pilot for show starring 
Kovacs and Buster Keaton, and a great interview. The Kovacs 
archives have also recently yielded two interesting audio 
recordings (released on deluxe vinyl if that's your preferred 
format). Kovacs' effete poet Percy Dovetonsils recorded an album 
of recitation (eight years after Dylan Thomas' hit record), but it 
was never released until now. Though some of the poems are 
amusing (especially one about falling off the Empire State 
Building), the real magic here are some bonus recordings of the 
character reciting on TV, and pretty much ignoring the audience, 
instead concentrating on making his crew and wife laugh with 
inside jokes and asides. Kovacs was amusing on TV but you 
imagine he was mesmerizing in real life. Far more solid is Adams’ 
Christmas album, culled from old Kovacs TV shows where she 
would sing holiday tunes in her beautiful, classically trained 
voice. Though far from a jazz singer, Adams is still able to imbue 
songs with her personality and charm, even when doing them 





straight. And it's nice when she breaks up a bit (like on 
"Marshmallow World," where she seems to be eating and singing, 
and in duets with Ernie where his straight singing voice is still 
goofy). Spin this by the fire and Santa will be extra generous. 


Grip Weeds “Live Vibes” DVD "Speed of Live" CD 
(gripweeds.com) The Grip Weeds were formed off of the Jersey 
Turnpike exit 9 and quickly arrived at the Psyche pop HIGHway 
Cloud 9. But rather than visit the 60s on their DVD they have hit 
the 90s, when bands had “EPKs” which oddly stood for Electronic 
Press Kits, which were barely electronic, Vas they were VHS 
tapes with relatively low budget video content hyping the band 
This DVD features the group jamming their awesome hits in their 
home studio, augmented by cheap but cheerful in-camera psyche 
effects, Then there is the band in talking head mode (as in Ken 
Burns documentary blather, not David Byme giant suit) 
explaining the band history and songs and personel, And you 
know what —- / love it! They are so sincere and unpretenscious 
and hardworking that I’m happy to watch their home movies! 
Better yet, the bonus videos (cheapo actual music vids) are 
KILLER! Better than the DVD is their latest CD, which features a 
lot of the same songs (their greatest "hits") but rather than the 
DVD's "live" in the studio (which sort of means they are not dead 
when playing it, but by all other definitions, it's a studio 
recording) this has the energy of the audience and feels exciting 
and fun, and shows what their great psyche pop can do to people 
Itcan grip them. And weed out the poseurs. 





Jackson Sive - The Complete Animated Series (Classic Media) | 
love the Jackson Sive cartoon, and I'm not alone (apparently 
Michael and his brothers were thrilled to watch it every week, as 
they didn't know what was going to happen,because they didn't do 
the voices themselves [though one of the Sylvers did!]). There are 
a bunch of reasons it's great, not the least of which is that Rankin. 
Bass (who co-produced it with Motown) was one of the most 
visually interesting animation houses, and even limited animation 
is thrilling if the characters look good. Though the Jacksons were 
not involved in production, the show did feature their fictionalized 
story, with a glamorous Diana Ross, and a Paul Frees (Boris 
Badanov)-voiced Berry Gordy discovering the brothers in Gary in 
the premiere. More importantly, like the Beatles cartoon (and the 
Osmonds, which was a contemporary of this cartoon) their actual 
songs were used, and more significantly, the music videos during 
these montages were killer, at times featuring live action foomge 
of the brothers rocking their young fans. This psychedelic live 
footage, sometimes with scribbly rotoscopes over the young men, 
owas amazing, and the music sequences also drew upon the 
innovative animation seen in Sesame Street, Yellow Submarine, 
and Monty Python. Though it did not have the educational and 
pride-building mission and educators’ input Fat Albert had, there's 
a lot of interesting Black is Beautiful content, even if it's not overt 
(just treating afro hairstyles as normal and cool, even on a robot, 
for one). On the other hand, they make the Mayor of Gary white, 
despite the prominence of Richard Hatcher, and the Jackson's rare 
political content in their songs is toned down (the show illustrates 
the line “we're marching with signs” with a collage of Zodiac 
signs). This program was ultimately a silly cartoon with funny 
pets, a loud laugh track, and repeating footage, but it was 
consistently more ambitious than most Hanna-Barbera shows of 
the time (there's a direct reference to Rashoman in the episode 
where the brothers tell a story from different perspectives) and it 
featured thrilling music, often rare tracks, by one of the best acts 
ever. This DVD is a treat and a treasure and kids of all ages 
should dig this as easy as ABC. 

Memphis Heat ~ The True Story of Memphis Wrasslin’ (Off the 
Top Rope) My first thought watching this spectacular 
documentary about the Memphis-centered pro wrestling scene in 
the 1960s and 1970s is that maybe all that talk about athletes and 
concussions and brain damage is less spot on than | thought, 
because Jerry Lawler, Jackie Fargo, Jimmy Valient, and Sputnik 
Monroe took more blows to the head than anyone, and they are so 
sharp now it’s ridiculous. My second thought involves rushes of 
memories of watching regional, low-budget pre-WWF wrestling 
as a kid and how utterly engaging and organic and spectacular it 
was despite lengthy 2 out of 3 falls matches lack of muscle tone, 
and a production vibe that felt like one of those local weathermen 
in a Dracula cape hosting monster movies shows. Or more 
specifically, like the low budget car dealer ads starring wrestling 


personalities that played during the Sunday morning broadcasts in 
Chicago. I recall one of my eye-openers to adulthood as a kid 
being the day after a huge Nature Boy Buddy Rogers match that 
had been hyped for weeks on All Star Wrestling | checked the 
Tribune and there were no results listed in the sports pages, 
despite this clearly being one of the biggest sporting events in the 
nation. But as we learn in Memphis Hear, those results might have 
been in the Memphis newspaper, because their wonderful 
broadcasts (we see plenty of excerpts of not just wrestling but the 
intervews and shenanigans that made their productions special) 
were some of the highest rated shows in the region. They sold out 
the Colliseum more times then Elvis we are remnded, and time 
after time this engaging film shows why not only the immensely 
talented, incredibly intelligent Lawler earned his “King” title, but 
how all these characters, from the bold Monroe (who refused to 
honor the city’s segregation policies) to the intense Valient (who 
really scared me as a kid) are true wrasslin’ royalty. 

Michael Jackson: the Untold Story of Neverland d. by Larry 
Nimmer (Nimmer.net) Nimmer had what could have been 5 
minutes of Michael Jackson asterisk time during the big last 
(while he was alive, not counting the new ones) Jackson trial 
Nimmer was hired to shoot video at Neverland for the defense. 
Thankfully for Jackson fans he’s the kinda “copyright criminal"! 
free speech advocate that decided to stretch his five minutes into 
an hour-plus of Jackson time by crafting a documentary about his 
experience, the trial, his footage, the victory party, and Jackson's 
supporters high and low. There is no groundbreaking footage here, 
but there is some wonderful ephemera — I love seeing Michael's 
home and furniture and glimpses of his actual life — not the 
weirdness he put on for the media and the media ran with in ways 
that destroyed the pop supethero, Not a slick production, and not 
for those with no investment, but Jackson diehards would be 
foolish to not seek this out 

Ozzy Osbourne “Speak of the Devil - Live from Irvine Meadow 
‘82" (Eagle Vision) I can't believe how long I had this sit 
my desk without playing it. I figured, ‘why would | want to see an 
Ozzy concert from just after Randy Rhoads died?’ Which 
completely ignores Rhoads’ legacy. While I'm sure Rhoads would 
have been a bit more exciting to watch shred than the totally 
acceptable Brad Gillis, the reason Randy was a metal miracle was 
his influence on the songwriting — the Rhoads-assisted Ozzy solo 
records made hard rock poppy and hooky without losing the 
manliness and metallic edge in ways that Def Leppard and Billy 
Squier only hinted at. The on to watch Ozzy live post 
“Blizzard” and “Diary” is because thanks to Randy (and a few 
Sabbath cuts) this is a show that probably features the strongest 
material in the history of the genre. And the fact that Ozzy is 
playing on a stage that looks like a Satatnic temple with flying 
laser demons, full-on pyro, and a keyboardist in a-hooded druid 
robe don’t hurt either, And let's not fail to celebrate that Ozzy, his 
voice a marvel of metal, is meandering around the stage looking 
like Benn Hill in a fright wig, wearing a spandex workout outfit 
that looks like he should be in a Jane Fonda exercize video...and 
he still comes off as the greatest frontman in hard rock history! 
There are a million great details,..the druid pianoman screwing up 
his costume by wearing his wedding ring...Ozzy;s tattooist being 
identified in the end credits...Ozzy drinking water from a 
chalice ery note of “Flying High Again,” “Paranid,” “Suiciede 
Solution Mr. Corwley,” “Over the Mountain,” and ever other 
song. But it’s the big picture that matters...and it’s a big picture of 
Ozzy maniacally smiling. Watch this and you will be too. 

The Raconteurs “Live at Montreux” (Eagle Eye) The good news: 
part one is that Jack White's rock bé& is as pure a rock b& as a 
rock b& can be...not metal, punk, alternative, garage, or 
clectrohouseniimetalpuppetcore...they just rock the hell out & 
play rock so you get rocked! Good news part two is that if you 
want to see that rockin’ documented, this is a well-shot, super-pro 
HD lotsa closeups, tasteful edits great lighting video. The bad 
news is that White's own label & record store & productions are 
so aesthetically ambitious & weird & enchanting & seductive that 
just seeing a regular documentation of his work looking great & 
slick & normal seems weird. Then again, White, Brendon Benson, 
Patrick Keeler & Jack Lawrence playing on vintage gear with 
vintage haircuts & vintage attitude in a Euro-video production at 
times feels like an old clip from Musikladen! 

Simply Red “Live at Montreux 2003” (Eagle Rock) Attendees of 
the Montreux, New Orleans or (to a lesser degree) Newport jazz 
fests probably realize at some point during sets by Doug E. Fresh 
or Skatalites or Allman Brothers that "jazz" is a relative term. 
Which makes this performance by Mick Hucknell's Brit-eyed soul 
band so appealing. This is jazzy in a way that makes "smooth" a 
non dirty word. This act, known mainly in the US for a couple of 
mid-80s hits (including a remake of Harold Melvin/Teddy 
Pendergrass’ "If You Don't Know Me By Now") had a lengthy 
career globally, and the sax-driven, cool vibe of the arrangements, 
and Hucknell's solid song craftsmanship mean that even if you 
haven't paid attention to them since the first Bush administration 
you will enjoy this set. That Hucknell is dressed for golf, is an 
extremely relaxed performer, and that the slick-assed Montreux 
cool colors/warm colors light show is in full effect makes this a 
rousingly mellow viewing experience. if such a thing is possible. 
Also included is a sampling of the band’s 2010 appearance, which 
was the farewell tour before Hucknell went solo, which seems 









































semantic since he was the only original member, But considering 
his questionable fashion decisions of 2010 (near-flesh colored 
goatee, 19th century hanging watch chain, Led Zep cover band 
haircut) means maybe he needed a fresh start. 


MAGAZINES/BOOKS/ZINES 
Alamo Igloo, Leg and Bob DND Gel by Herzig 
(alamoigloo.blogspot) Genius genuinely is not the word to 
describe Keith Herzig...but it is definitely a word and he is 
definitely someone who needs to be described. The right word just 
does not seem to exist. 
Alley Connoisseur (alleyconnoisseur.com) Amazing zine/website 
about the magical, secret, strange, what-happens-in-the-alley-stays 
-in-the-alley world of alleys. Features an interview with the Rat 
Patrol rat bikers, an international tour of alleys, alley reviews from 
around Chicago, and lotsa seedy, drunken alley confessions. I love 
this so much I will name my daughter Allie. If | have one. And if 
she’s conceived in an alley. Which seems pretty likely after 
reading this. 
The Annotated Boris by Rev Norb (bulge.biz) For more years 
than his youthful demeanor would suggest, Rev. Norb has been 
cranking out pop punk records while alternately finding time to 
write absurdly detailed, rambling-yet-focussed, multiple 
parenthesis-within-parenthesis, punk/pop/football/baseball meta- 
referencing, post-pre-postmodern screeds in various zines (from 
his own Midwestern gem Sic-Teen to the Punk Bible, 
Maxuimumrocknroll, to his current home in Razorcake), & all the 
while we were all not so much thinking, or dreading, but let's go 
with ‘subconsciously expecting’ that one day he would release an 
album that was somehow just a 100,000 word single sentence 
effusively describing the music rather than actually recording it, & 
while that is not exactly what this book is, what it is is basically a 
complete discography box set of his longest-lasting b& Boris the 
Sprinkler, but in non musical form, or to be more precise, in the 
musical form of melodious written word, with the right Reverend 
describing every track he ever released with the b& in a way that 
gives personal, professional, artistic, cultural, lyrical, odorous, its- 
place-in-musical-historical, ridiculous details about it, including 
plenty of footnotes, & to preemptively answer your question (be 
the question a straw man construct or a real one, as my head does 
contain a number of unidentifiable voices, or maybe I left the 
radio on, but that sounds like Paul Harvey, & he's dead, or maybe 
that's his new Super Bowl ad, which I would like to point out that, 
although I agree with praising Super Bowl commercial post-game 
critics [which seems to be an actual job now] that Harvey's words 
were some of his best & that the visual ode to the farming industry 
was moving & remarkable, the idea expressed in the tagline, that 
the Ram truck, or whatever the product was, would "bring out the 
farmer" in the purchaser, undermines the entire point of the 
fucking poem/video, which is that ACTUAL FARMERS ARE 
IMPORTANT, not that you can play farmer like you play cowboy 
& Indian & that somehow honors the lifestyle & labor & pain of 
this dying industry...but that has little to do with Norb, other than 
his Packers losing to a team that made it to the Big Game) you do 
not need this book, but it sure is enjoyable, & truth be told, likely 
more enjoyable than hearing all 972 Boris tracks. & the book is 
more than one sentence. 
Another Planet Book I by Sam Schultz (anotherplanetcomics, 
com) Fun, compelling Sci-Fi mutation cosmic intrigue and 
adventure comix that are better than 93% of all the issues of 
Heavy Metal. 
As Boredom Sets In zine (frankenjew@sbeglobal.net) This is 
wicked punk -~ a cut n paste zine that cuts out the text and pastes 
it over Xeroxes — with actual scissors and glue! And he actually 
reads the zines and listens to the tapes he reviews (I have interns 
skim them for me). And he actually cares about the bands he 
interviews. Aweome and punk as fuck! 
Baitline zine (74A Coleridge St SAF, CA 94110) Baitline is a SF 
Xerox zine that prints nothing but whatever handwritten, 
typewritten, prison-allowed classified ads folks sends in. Which 
might be dull if it wasn’t based in SF, which instead means that 
the sex, activism, deviance, and culture being promoted is far 
more fascinating than fiction. Craigslist-style voyeurs wanting to 
watch notices and porn actress requests and harpsichordist seeking 
band notices are way more charming in Xerox ink! 
Bananas Magazine #7 (bananasmag.com) My only complaint 
about this NYC-based garage rock omnibus is that it’s too good! 
How can someone into the earth's best drunken, hazy, vomit- 
drenched, fuzzy, ridiculous rock ‘n’ roll have their shit so together 
as to put out something that does such a good job covering the 
international garage rock scene? A job that includes presenting 
scene reports, band interviews, label retrospectives, record 
reviews and GUITAR TABS!!! Bananas indeed! And if you're 
‘old enough to have been a little kid in the 70s you'll recall the 
original Bananas magazine, a kinda non-naughty Mad knockoff, 
was edited by Jovial Bob Stine, who was apparantly really bad at 
initials because he became R. L. Stine in the 80s and made over a 
billion dollars doing EC/Steven King ripoff books for kids! So 
maybe these Banana Kings will rule the world one day, too. Also, 
this issue interviews the Mentalettes, whose record is so good that 
II was jonesin’ to know more about them, So THANK YOU! 
barefoot in the kitchen; vegan recipes for you by Ashley Rowe 


(Microcosm) Simple, tasty recipes that even a clumsy cook can 








create, & it maintains punk credibility thorugh cursing (“Don't 
Fuck-It-Up Guacamole”) and allusions (the lamb-free shepard's 
pie is illustrated with a Minor Threat sheep looking happy). 

Best Comic Ever (markrhomberg.tumbir) Accurate! 

Big Hands by Aaron Lake Smith (oldwaysways.com) In the 
tradition of Al and the other Aaron (Mr. Cometbus is actually 
profiled in this issue), this A-Team member takes 
storytelling/journal style zine making to a level of quality where 
this might as well be a real live book. Life, career, natural 
disasters, and family are all dealt with here with some sserious 
chops and some seridus love. 

Bill Daniel’s Mostly True, 2" edition (Microcosm) A thicker, 
up-to-date, new version of this fascinating, graphically lovely 
reflection on the history of hobo graffiti, the romanticism of train 
hopping myths and realities, and the nature of art. This volume 
still excels when unearthing archival reprints of articles of yore 
championing hobo heroes, but it's the coverage of new school 
hobo-ing (and their art, slang, and gossip) that makes master 
filmmaker Daniel's Mostly True Mostly Awesome. 

Brain Food special #2 & 3 (brainfood.thecomicseries.com) An 
alcoholic ex-mascot_ beaver picks. up a zombie 
pornographer/purse snatcher and they hit a bar where the beaver 
insults a tranny. And that’s how Mike Toft explains the housing 
crisis and the Occupy Movement’s motivations. Seriously, That's 
really how he does it. Bravo! (p.s, Blame Obama?) As far as #3, 
this crisply drawn comic rant really sticks it to bicyclists, smart 
phone users, and especially the whiners to are keeping the 
reasonable white man down -- religious fundamentalists, hyper 
multiculturalists, and of course, postmodernists. Between 
cartoonist Mike T. and myself, one of us does not know what 
postmodernism is. Not sure which one, but I have a good guess 
Bus Stop Ned is an Entrepeneur, The Vicar mini-comic (Nix) 
Just like a superb 7” can be a connoisseur's perfect format, making 
a full-length seem bloated in contrast,a good mini-comic can be 
extremely satisfying. The Question-Mark-esque vampire hunting 
Vicar is dynamic in this snack sized rock ‘n' roll monster attack, in 
funky full color, and weird Bus Stop Ned seems weirder when 
isolated to mini-ville. You will enjoy these Fun Size Snicker 
comix equivalents. 

Cacophony #3, Cacophony zine #6, Cheap and Raunchy zine (2 
issues), Frostbite zine #1; Mike Cacophony “Volcanos, 
Cacophony, and things of that Nature" CD-R (Steel Toe) Over the 
course of several years and several zines, Mike has established an 
aesthetic that is sincere, chaotic, raw, and so tiber-zine-esque he 
puts his competitors to shame, as his partially hand drawn, ball 
point pen rendered, Xeroxed, cut n pasted, stream of 
consciousness, jarring works of art stand proudly at the cross 
street of classic punk zines and stuff scratched into a school desk 
with a protractor. That much of his subject matter is pop and noise 
music artists he reveres, personal discovery, and gay sex only 
makes everything more awesome, Cacophony earns his name with 
his demo CD, the audio equivalent of a roughshod Xerox zine. 
Making screeching audio messes sort of work as twisted pop 
songs, Mike makes right. Footnote of sorts: While trying to find 
MC's online presence so I could post a link on the blog version of 
this review I found hi certainly inactive myspace page, but more 
importantly, numerous google responses directed me to a re- 
published version of Mike's deleted Wikipedia self-entry (deleted 
because he didn’t “indicate importance or signifigance”). First of 
all, fuck whomever is making efforts to delete artists and figures 
because of obscurity, what would motivate you to do that other 
than assholeness? But also, congrats on getting way more listings 
online (6 different google listings directing to Deletionpedia) then 
he woulda got if he stayed up on Wikipedia. If you want to find 
his stuff try www.quimbys.com (if they ain't listed online, call 
them and ask if they have any of his zines), 

The Canadian Romantic by the Canadian Romantic 
(www. publicationstudio.biz) This inkily-illustrated guide to love, 
lust, Canada, and lovingly lusting for Canada may be the first 
print publication capable of transmitting Chlamydia. It’s like 
Rogaine for a swinger's moustache! 

Cheer the Eff Up. By Jonas (POB 633 Chicago IL 60690) That 
this is a classic a xeroxed, cut 'n' paste, photo collage, typed out 
with handwritten correction punk zine is made more poignant by 
the POV being that of an aged-out-of-punk narrator wallowing in 
the melancholy of finding himself in the square world with a job 
and family and little joy coming from the things that fueled him in 
his youth. Then he makes some friends and gets unexpectedly 
swept up in the Occupy movement and things seem more hopeful, 
he seemingly cheered the eff up a bit. Not sure if this truth or 
fiction or a mix of both but whatever it is it's effing solid. 

‘The Chitlin Circuit and the Road to Rock n Roll by Preston 
Lauderback (Norton) In the introduction Lauderbach explains 
what “chitlin’ circuits" he won't be talking about, and hopelessly 
fumbles his handful of words about the contemporary black 
theater circuit (he makes a misleading statement about the 
relationship between the venues and works of Tyler Perry and 
August Wilson) and the old time black comedy circuit (he 
misspells Redd Foxx), so | was wary...until I read the next 202 
thrilling pages (in pretty much one sitting). In this riveting book 
the first time author pontificates about the R&B southern circuit of 
the early-to-mid-20th century, of which he has done amazing 














research, conducted fascinating oral histories with survivors, and 
profoundly understands. The infamous Natchez Rhythm Club fire, 
in which over 200 clubgoers and musicians lost their lives, has 
been spoken of and written of often, but never with the vi 
incredible detail in this book. The stories of R&B superheroes like 
Johnny Ace, Gatemouth Brown, Little Richard (in drag queen 
glory), Louis Jordon, and Houston's slick Don Robey are told with 
detail and love, and even if some of my heroes only make brief 
cameos (the Treniers are mentioned but never detailed, although 
that may have a lot to do with their successfukl graduation to L.A. 
nightclubs) | can say without hesitation that this is a great, 
informative read. Lesson: Don't judge a book by it's introduction! 
CJ & Hesy (by Ben Frazee) Frazee's graphical autopsy of the 
human body's hairy, drippy, fragile, fluid spewing, mortal, 
violated, twitchy, grotesque, infested, wrinkly, vulnerable, 
doomed form is...well it's something! It's a triumphant visual 
violation of all that's right and good! 

Classic Characters (Providence Comics Consortium) Young 
students and grown up cartoonists combine forces to make funny 
animal comics that are as heartbreaking as they are rib-tickling. 
The emotions of the duck wolf who faces rejection from a 
classmate and the shock the owl who has her eggs eaten by a 
banker gator are not something you'll see in a Richie Rich comic 
(except for the evel banker part, that’s sort of implied in Richie 
Rich), Not sure how all involved parties worked together but they 
did it in a way that made something specual, and makes you wish 
you were a Providence, RI schoolkid making comics at the library. 
Closing Doors by Mark Rudolph (Nix) This comic, with 
expressive lifework, dynamic chiaroscuro ink washes, & an 
emphasis on weary facial expressions in lieu of actual action, 
‘opens with a vibe & a set-up similar to those in Michael Chabon's 
novel Telegraph Avenue. We meet a quixotic jazz record store 
owner dealing with day to day frustrations of running a business 
that doesn’t make sense in the current economy where passion for 
product & affinity for regular customers trumps logic & survival 
instincts. Unlike Chabon's book there are no (spoiler alert) 
pimpmobile chases, blimp thefts & karate fights here, as (less 
dramatic spoilers alert) employee theft, corporate competition & 
overdue bills make up the action here. Thus, one could argue for 
Rudolph's confidence that brick & mortar merchants, jazz fans, & 
independent spirits struggling against the forces of progress & 
capitalism make up enough of a true life thriller to engage an 
audience. If you think the near death experiences of the American 
Dream are enough of a narrative hook for you then you should be 
part of the engaged audience for this. 

Comics for Something, Mindful Eating by Drew Damron 
(http://comicsforsomething.com/) The well-named Drew drew a 
bunch of daily diary comics for his Comics for Something project 
and what's most impressive about them is how it demonstrates his 
skill as a writer, adept in the rhythm of comics, the structure of 
vignettes, and the impact of the last panel. John P. of King Cat 
Comix also had some nice diary comix in his last issue that really 
read well (unlike, say, Ben Snakepit and James Kochalka, who 
often sacrificed good writing in their daily diary comics), and 
Damron also shares John P's interest in Buddhism/ zen/ 
comtemplative comix..of which his eating comic is a good 
example. But unlike some cartoonier cartoonists, he also seems to 
be using the form to figure out how to be a better observational 
renderer, and his December 2011 comix are way better than his 
December 2010s! (http://comicsforsomething.com/) The well- 
named Drew drew a bunch of daily diary comics for his Comics 
for Nothing project and what's most impressive about them is how 
it demonstrates his skill as a writer, adept in the rhythm of comics, 
the structure of vignettes, and the impact of the last panel. John P. 
of King Cat Comix also had some nice diary comix in his last 
issue that really read well (unlike, say, Ben Snakepit and James 
Kochalka, who often sacrificed good writing in their daily diary 
comics), and Damron also shares John P's interest in 
Buddhism/zen/comtemplative comix...of which his eating comic is 
a good example. But unlike some cartoonier cartoonists, he also 
seems to be using the form to figure out how to be a better 
observational renderer, and his December 2011 comix are way 
better than his December 2010s! 

Dagger #45 (daggerzine.com) Tim marks his 25" year in print 
with a fine issue celebrating print (an interview with some dudes 
who helped do Flipside...which only lasted 23 years, but if you 
start a punk zine in ‘77 rather than ’87 you get to cover better 
years). There’s also a great interview with noise makers Rat at Rat 
R. In some personal preface notes Tim ponders the future fate of 
the print version of Dagger, and even though it is not the most 
visually striking zine (and the website actually looks WAY better) 
I refuse to bring an ipad to the toilet, so my Dagger reading 
traditions would die if the paper version recycled itself away. 

A Dash of Jones (#5) Dann and Helen, of Betty Paginated 
infamy, continue to marvel at and document their children. 
Looking forward to the 2022 prom issue! 














‘Do You Wanna Play Some Magic? Emerson Lake and Palmer 
in Concert 1970-1979 by Garry Freeman (Soundcheck) Freeman, 
a world class collector of bootleg concert audio, was at quite an 
advantage as he compiled this minutely detailed guide to every 
concert ELP played in the seventies -- he's actually heard almost 
all of these shows, And though one need not be at that level of 





fandom to appreciate this book, it is not for the uninitiated, it 
pretty much just jumps in without explaining who these prog- 
nosticators are. and why we should care. But if you're a fan you 
are in for a treat: set lists, gear lists, PA tech specs, annotations 
(first ever concert with synch video, a show played in darkness 
except for little red amp lights, etc...). There are also color photos 
of the band's brilliant "Tarkus" prop, a tiger hanging with the 
band, and rare flyers. What do you get when you mix prog rock 
and obsession? Garry Freeman — earth's #1 prog-sessive! 
Eating It Too by Eric Taylor (Southsprings.net) This mini 
features a really well done comic of a hunting story Eric's dad told 
him. So if you want to be as good as Taylor, practice drawing, 
become a master of zipatone-style shading, and talk to your dad 
Echo Location by Krystal Difronzo (krystaldifronzo.wordpress) 
This brain-blast of inky goodness is about a bat dude's primal 
urges coming up against a moth-maiden's dignified reason, & may 
be about gender roles or nature's follies or being funny, but it's 
also about a sublime meeting between a thick-lined cartoony style 
that often is utilized by macho, nasty comix-ists being subverted 
by lovely writing. If you say you dig this, I echo! 
The Fantasmancer #0, Rise Up Friends by Roby Newton 
(Hidden Fortress Press) Roby brings her fantastic puppet show 
energy to the page with drama and comedy. Fantasmancer 
imagines a industrial revolution, that is literally the proletriat 
revolting by redefining industry, and Rise Up is an elegant dick 
joke. But both share a kind of exquisite craftsmanship that 
represents the true beauy of hand crafted zines. Ms, Newton is a 
national treasure and | will follow her charge as soon as she leads 
an uprising 
Galactic Zoo Dossier #9 (Drag City) Plastic Crimewave 
undoubtedly produces his best issue yet, in part by making his 
own portrait illustrations, annotated comic book collages, and 
geeked out interviews (with Rodriguez, Poppy Family and Arthur 
Brown) more special by bringing in a comucopia of other writers 
and illustrators (including Ave Spivak!), to give this psychedlic 
journal of celestial lowbrow-ism the kind of depth and texture that 
got lost when it was more of a one-man band. And Plastic’s 
curatorship of the insert CD this time takes his skills to new 
heights - what a crazy collection of — international 
otherworldliness! Too many highlights in this issue to list, but | 
expecially like the tributes to Curtis Knight, John Byme, Black 
Widow, Henry Darger, and Status Quo groupies 
Gaylord Phoenix by Edie Fake #6 (POB 891231 Chicago IL 
60608) Makes the Fort Thunder guys seem like they are on 
Garfield level,..no, make that Heathcliff level 

by Jaimie Garbacik (Random 
House) With a broad mission and a wide range of topics, 
including feminism, homosexuality, gender roles, transgenderism, 
and basic definitions of sex, gender, and activism, it's hard to 
imagine what kind of "beginner" wouldn't know any of this, but 
east to see that most adults could use a refresher/primer on some 
or all of it. I don't feel qualified to say if there is anything off 
kilter or dangerous about the curatorship and presentation of ideas 
and themes here, it all seems on point to me, but I will say that 
Jeffrey Lewis’ comics and illustrations, which remind me of early, 
inky issues of Jessica Abel's Arthabe, are pretty awesome. They 
include nice renderings of the Stonewall Riot, Alfred Kinsey, 
Foucoult, gay mice, Rebecca Walker, Christine Jorgensen, Bikini 
Kill, and a well-hung Da Vinei Virtruvian dude: 
Glam Bang Pow! (GBP) Way better than regular fan fiction, 
where one just writes detailed sex stories about characters from 
comics or movies or TV, this is submersive fan fiction, where the 
superheroes having Letters to Penthouse carnal adventures are 
clearly supposed to be the authors! You may call it crept, but I call 
it..OK, maybe creepy, but still totally awesome! 








! By Eleanor C. Whitney, MPA 
(Microcosm) The “self” part of a self-help book for D.1Y. makes 
sense, but the guidebook would seem to betray the ‘do it yourself” 
part, especially considering the bogus nature of most self-help 
manuals. But this is a tremendously practical guide to fonancial 
planning, fundraising, grant writing, _self-motivating, 
collaborating, marketing & sustaining enthusiasm after the honey 
moon is over, What this really reminds me of are some of the 
simple “how-to” guides that appeared in Feminsint underground 
press in the late 60s & early 70s explaining the practical ins & 
outs of how to get things done, & the best Microcosm guides have 
always captured this friendly, helpful h& spirit 

Have You Ever Heard of Patrice Lumumba? Of Course You 
Haven't (by Danielle Chenette) Lumumba's horrible tale of 
colonial terror, military insurrection, US meddling, government 
corruption, and brutal violence is presented as an earnest, didactic 
comic with great crayon coloring and a diagram-atic drawing style 
that kind of recalls the African barbershop signs that folks dig so 
much. Should you read this comic? Of course you should! 

Hoody: A Hip Hop Comic (by Joel “Crave” Maxime, Jr.) Hoody 
is a revolutionary hip hop superhero whose form and content and 
style is not so much a tribute to Vaughn Bode but a tribute to the 
nervously confident graffiti artists who appropriated Bode-esque 
figures for the side of New York trains in the 70s and 80s...and 
apparently beyond, because Maxime is still feeling it, Excited to 
see what happens next with this hooded hell raiser 





edited by 
Kristian Williams (Mirocosm) These essays, interviews and 
reflections on torture are timely (or, sadly, timeless) and difficult 
One reason torture, child abuse. and other taboo topics rarely get 
the media coverage they deserve is precisely because it’s hard to 
hear it. But thanks to some straightforward, smart, and 
occasionally beautiful words about deceptive, stupid, ugliness 
(particularly the words of the editor and Angelea Davis) it’s not 
torture to learn about torture. 
The Hypo by Noah Van Sciver (Fantagraphics) Van Sciver's 
young, depressed, striving, brave/cowardly, ambitious, confused 
Abraham Lincoln offers a more three-dimensional, revealing, 
convincing portrait than the one in the recent Lincoln movie (and 
even the one in Young Mr, Lincoln with Henry Ford...and even the 
one in Bill & Ted's Excellent Adventure), The remarkably 
evocative art (cartooney, yet the pain on the faces is visceral and 
real), the storytelling technique (making the 19th Century seem 
vital and contemporary) and the commitment to research and the 
mission (so obvious by the love and commitment and blood and 
sweat put into this) makes this one of the most impressive comics 
I've read in a while. Warning: a few more hooker scenes that you 
may want your ten year-old looking at if you're considering giving 
this to them for their History Fair project research, 





by Andrew 
Goldfarb (eraserhead) This hillbilly-exploitation novella features 
moonshine swilling, two-headed pig farming, outhouse dwelling, 
hicks who have ridiculous adventures where they are soaked in 
rains of death toads & deal with lunacy. It's fun & freaky, & the 
florid language is a hoot, but | must say it's kind of disappointing 
that despite being exquisitely crazy & bizarre it's not really filthy 
or depraved in any way. Goldfarb, despite being a Slow Poisoner, 
seems to be too pure of heart to truly exploit, to truly deliver nasty 
scumminess that a black-hearted public wants from their 
exploitation material, But despite being a poor pornographer, 
Goldfarb may one day be the weirdest children's book author ever, 
& the genius who finds the perfect rhymes for"cannibal," "pig 
poop.” & “naked hillbilly." BTW, please visit the publusher’s 
website to see a booklist you will not believe exists! 

Else (by Dave Roche) A mature (“I’m getting 
to old for this shit") zinester travels the world, meeting penguins, 
monkeys and zinesters in Asia and Oceania, breaking Singapore 
zine laws, potentially creeping out punk teens’ moms as he 
crashes with their kids, giving vinyl to kids in countries with, no 
record players, and carrying around a satchel of zines like an 
international d.iy. Johnny Appleseed (Johnny Applezine?). A 
super satisfying read. 

i - J 

Beast by Neil Daniels (Voyageur) Though the title might indicate 
a more through text, it's not inaccurate to label this hefty 
scrapbook an impressive historical survey. Jam packed with gorily 
full color images and dynamic layouts, this is a visual feast (as in, 
Eddie the demonic mascot feasting upon flesh and souls). Photos 
from every era of the New Wave of Brit Heavy Metal's greatest, 
artwork from every Eddie-graced LP cover and picture sleeve 
single (no Indians on the "Run to the Hills” sleeve, though Eddie 
is about to flay a devil with a tomahawk), every tour date, scores 
of shirts, hundreds of gig posters, backstage passes, and concert 
tickets, and an eleven page annotated discography stuff the pages. 
And while there's an abundance for every Maiden fan, there's 
probably a lot that individual fans could take or leave (if you 
bailed on the band when Bruce joined this will be a short read; if 
you stopped caring in the 80s, then seeing the big poster for 
Maiden/Bizkit may not impress, ete.) But bottom line, one of the 
most visually captivating bands ever deserves a visual document 
like this, and I can’t imagine an “official” release topping this. 
Japan Jaunt by Steve DeRose (snipr.com/sdr001) Steve "Pudgy” 
DeRose has many interests ~ soccer, classic porn, craft beer, pop 
music, dancing -- but zinewise he has mostly focussed on Chicago 
soccer history and international soccer. This time however the 
soccer is a guest star in a thick zine giving travel tips from his nine 
journeys to Japan (to see soccer, amongst other things). Bar 
reviews, train tips, and a Brazil vs. Japan blow by blow soccer 
match report make this Pudgy's best zine yet. 

Jumpsuit comics (therockandroll.com) The reason KISS' comics 
are never good is they are never a rock band in them anymore, 
they're always mystics or spirits or carnys or weirdos,..why not be 
a rock band! At least in Jumpsuit's comic they are a band, even if 




















all they do is buy deviant porn and talk on the phone. 
King Cat Comics & Stories #72 (www king-cat.net) Only John P. 
could make woodpecker bird watching failures as compelling as 
General Hospital! 

King Crow Comics #1 (by Scott Kroll) I love this funny 
minicomic, because I love rats, alien probes and skeleton dogs 
(although | wasn't aware of the latter until reading t 
Late-Era Clash 24, 25 (Pegacorn Mike Taylor's beautifully 
disturbing comics are beautiful & disturbing While his 
collage/sketchbook/jam pages that are scattered in the book (& on 
the cover) take the psychedelic chestnut of the Underground 
Comix era & add grit, pathos, & humanity to that tradition of 
drugged-out doodles, it's the narratives that shine. It's a 
discomforting pleasure to experience Taylor's off-center 
characters communicate in strange, offsetting ways that challenge 
the concept of communication (his inky renderings perfectly 
matching their splotchy inner-workings), & his reflections on art, 
industry, & selling out make your brain twitch in the right ways. 
Leather Pizza Party #2 by Ben Frazee (chudlife.tumbir) If you 
require every panel of a comic to feature every orifice of a body 
being penetrated in every way imaginable while every bodily fluid 
known to modern science drips dramatically, then Ben F. is your 
new favorite artist! And if you want to see images of Jabba taking 
it hard and heavy three ways, I warn you...it can't be unseen! 
Left _of the Dial: Conversations with Punk Icons by David 
Ensinger (pmpress.org) I have to open this review with an 
apology: I have put off writing about this because I like it so much 
L hoped to place a review in a major periodical or take so much 
time on my review that I could fully articulate why I dig it. Alas, 
no luck on the pitches, and now I'm up against Roctober's 
deadline and I just have to give a brief impression of why this 
kicks ass. If Ensinger had merely curated this lineup of 
interviewees for a regular rock n roll anecdote book it would be 
groundbreaking: lan, Jello, Mike Watt, Keith Morris, those are 
obvious choices, often interviewed. but necessary, but throw some 
curve balls (Captain Sensible, El Vez, Peter Case), some crucial 
journeymen (Vic Bondi, Shawn Stern, Jack Grisham) and inspired 
choices (how often do MDC, Strike Anywhere, Dicks, Angry 
Samoans, and Agent Orange make it into the punk history pages 
where they belong?). But what makes this special is Ensinger isn't 
just having them tell the same war stories or funny anecdotes or 
greatest hits, or “how did you write this song”, he is asking people 
involved in a genre that’s about philosophy and ethos with a 
special history questions about ideas, explorations of history that 
reaches back before 1977, and thoughtful questions about aging 
and maturing, about the role of visual art, about intergenrational 
communication, about protest. Maybe I'm biased because these 
are all subjects I really like to hear talk, but what's more important 
is despite my familiarity with them, in these pages I'm getting to 
hear them say things I’ve never heard from them before. 





by Joe Carducci (Redoubt) It’s an intimidating prospect to review 
this collection of Carducci's writing, because it’s almost 
impossible to put the thought, focus, and passion into it that the 
record label running/filmmaking/pop music theory writing veteran 
puts into every essay he undertakes. Though some of the more 
interesting pieces here go back to the seventies, the bulk of this is 
culled from his recently deceased blog The New Vulgate, and like 
that blog this collection comes to vibrant life when Carducei's 
fave subjects pop up, particularly the life, career and art of his 
friend David Lightbourne, and this deconstruction of the way 
American Cinema depicts manly men, espcially in Westerns, Of 
course, for many readers fave moments involve the author 
recalling his days (or drawing upon that which he observed) at 
SST records as a behind the scenes architect of American 
underground music. His championing of St. Vitus may be my 
favorite piece from New Vulgate and this book (I also loved his 
Chicago sports coverage, which he wisely keeps to a minimum 
here), Where the book differs from the Website is in the politics. 
A fearless rabblerouser, Carducci never hesitated to explore 
political ideas that often clashed with the expected lefty values of 
the punk rock fans that followed him. Despite essays on world 
politics (including an anti-Bill Clinton period piece with a pinch 
too much Hillary hatin’), without the curated links and comments 
that complimented the original writing on the site Carducci has 
less opportunity to ruffle feathers, but that doesn't stop him from 
trying his hardest. While the author's two previously published 
classic books the contemplate and chronicle music culture are 
focused, important works that everyone should read, even if they 
disagree with almost everything in them, Life Against Dementia 
may be the best argument for Carducci as a powerful voice in 
American writing. 

Little Me: A Sketch Diary of Sorts by Nina Palomba 
(ninapalomba.com) Rockin’ fun lil’ sketch comics about rockin’, 
havin' fun, eating junk, and diggin’ Chicago. 

Local Comics #72 (Michael Goetz, 1340 Brandywine Dr 
Rockford IL 61108) Cheap Trick, Weasel Walter, Natasha 
Leggero and don't forget Mike Goetz! Rockford always brings the 
fun! Funniest sorta-pun in this issue: one guy is reading Pippi 
Longstockings, and then another guy is reading Poopy 
Anklesocks! It's funny cause only girls read books! 

Lonely Bones by Luke Pelletier (lukepelletier@live.com) I have a 














Love(ly) Jones for this bushel of stickers, images, and potential 
best tattoo designs ever! 

The Lowbrow Reader Reader edited by Jay Ruttenberg (Drag 
City) Since 2001 Ruttenberg and crew have been publishing a 
humor magazine about humor that somehow manages to be 
analytical, cerebral, and damn near academic without ever 
sacrificing its own funniness. This collection wrangles the best 
essays, comics, illustrations, diaries, and original comedy pieces 
from the journal’s first decade. Other than making sure they find 
the right balance between theoretical discourse and poop jokes, 
the magazine has few rules, as their agenda boils down to a 
commitment to publishing essays and articles on comedy that 
wouldn't get printed elsewhere. These can be thoughtful 
reassessments of the well-known comics and comedies (did you 
recall that Adam Sandler's Billy Madison is “anarchic in a 
manner generally eschewed by modern Hollywood...as in Pee- 
wee's Big Adventure and the Marx brothers’ Paramount films, the 
adult world was depicted as a cartoonish joke where dreams go to 
die”). Or they can be celebrations of obscurities, such as a 
nostalgic championing of the long-running, but now-forgotten 
automotive-themed Mad magazine ripoff CARtoons, or the 1971 
Alan Arkin/Jules Feifer black comedy Little Murders. They can 
also go the other way and argue for the tragic unfunniness of well- 
loved mirthmakers, as seen in sad encounters between female 
writers and Jackie Mason and Old Dirty Bastard (sadly, in 
separate incidents) and an elaborate argument against Chevy 
Chase having any comic merit whatsoever. Certainly there’s some 
patina of hipster-ism on this bucket of laughs, but quite frankly, 
it’s a relief to have these Brooklynites turn their ethically-sourced 
coffee-fueled critical attention towards Don Knotts and the sitcom 
Wings rather than indie rock. 

Magnet #86 (magnetmagazine.com) If you're look for indie 
trends. always look to Magnet. This month's revelation: 24 
profiles - 14.5 beards! It would have been higher but they covered 
a coupla ladies, plus I don't think Andrew Bird can grow full 
facial hair, so his stubble should probably count as a full beard 
BTW, though they fail to mention it in this issue, Bird plays the 
lead Muppet in the recent Muppet movie (not his speaking voice, 
rather his whistling voice), Awesome! Sadly, Walter the Muppet 
is not an actual Bird, which would have been mega-awesome! 
Maps to the Other Side by Sascha Altman DuBrul (Microcosm) 
With a long history of writing for (and rocking for) the 
underground, DuBrul has a lot of material to draw from for this 
anthology that covers everything from mental disorders to 
gardening, from alternative fuel to kale connoisseurship, from 
anarchy to spiritualism. He's a solid writer and easy to read, but 
not at this density...1 would recommend this book to anyone, but 
not in one sitting (I dug it, but his anxieties became mine after 
gorging on this). 

Maximumrocknroll #355 (maximumrocknroll.com) So, this issue 
is actually more interesting than usual, because it opens with a 
letters section in which Mykel Board and the editors tussle about 
MRR’s refusal to print one of his columns with some offensive 
content, What's interesting is that no one seems to be totally 
wrong, but Board is being civil and sensible addressing this, and 
the MRR content coordinators are being just as sensible, but kinda 
dick-ish in tone, especially in dismissing Board's older, less punk- 
centric readers. Not that they shouldn't be dismissed (they are just 
writing to rabble rouse because of perceived censorship/injustice 
without knowing much about the situation), but it's surprising how 
nasty and judgmental (and not particularly funny) the insults 
aimed at them are. That said, the current content the content 
coordinatrs are coordinating is pretty good -- this issue has great 
interviews with cartoonist Avi Spivak and Alabama/Chicago punk 
band Breathing Light, a good comic, and all the reviews/scene 
reports/cool ads you always read MRR for (when you were 
sixteen). And it has a Mykel Board column about getting his balls 
sucked. All is right in punk! 

Media Junky zine(POBox 62 Lawrence MA 01842) Who's 
reviewing the reviewers? We are! This zine covers zines and some 
underground music, but does it with the zine-iest, rawest layout 
and straightforward, smart, underground flavored prose. This is 
exactly who I want judging everyone else! 

Mercury: An Intimate Biography of Freddie Mercury by Leslet- 
Ann Jones (Touchstone) Queen: The Complete Illustrated 
Lyrics (Backbeat) British journalist's Lesley-Ann Jones' second 
biography of Queen frontman (and the King of Frontmen) Freddie 
Mercury might certainly be the best book written about him yet, 
but that is, sadly, not saying much. Everything I've ever read about 
the complex, tragically short, but intensely rich life of the 
Zanzibar-ian dynamo has offered some passages that share 
memorable, touching things about him, but never enough to paint 
a convincing portrait of a man who kept a lot inside. This is not a 
perfect book. By focussing on the biography there is a lot about 
the music that goes unexplored, which makes sense, but leaves 
holes, as the music was so important to him. Also, Jones is proud 
of her access to the band and her own journeys and research and 
she becomes a character in a book that already had a main 
character so big that 350 pages couldn't contain him. But that 
access, those hundreds of hours of interviews with everyone you 
could think of, means that the biographical elements, the 
anecdotes, the personal details of Freddie's private life, 


professional life, sex life, and what ever percentage of his inner 
life he was willing to share with others, is as thoroughly covered 
as it ever has been. More an action reporter than a poetic writer, 
Jones gets in there, researches, and reports, and if you don't 
demand your music writing be particularly musical, than this is 
the source that can provide you the most data, much of it 
compelling and some of it heartbreaking, on Freddie available, 
and true fans should read it. More satisfying, though it contains 
pretty much no facts, research, revelations, or prose (other than 
very brief introductions from May and Taylor) is the hefty 
collection of every Queen lyric, arranged alphabetically, each 
song illustrated by a small reproduction of the LP, and picture 
sleeve single if one existed anywhere on earth, plus large stunning 
photos, handwritten first drafts, or production notes (surprisingly 
Freddie's handwriting is slightly messier than Brian's, John's, or 
Roger's), artifacts (including actual promotional robots from the 
"News of the World" LP cover), artwork (especially from the 
"Innuenedo" album), fan art, stills from video shoots, and a 
Freddie doodle or two. Even if it's hard to appreciate the lyrics as 
poetry, because it's impossible to not hear the recordings in your 
head, this visual feast of magnificent excess is perhaps a better 
tribute to the life of Mercury than any biography could be. 
Midwestrn Cuban Comics (by Odin Cabal) At first the raw art 
and crayon-colored cover might imply some kind of shoddiness or 
even an intriguing outsider vision, but the fact is, the writing, 
character development, dialogue, and story construction here is so 
wonderful and compelling that this is simply a top quality comic, 
with no qualifications necessary. The art does its job! | feel a 
little bad comparing this to Love and Rockets because it might 
seem i'm doing so because both books have Latin roots and a big- 
boobed heroines, but Cabal owes surely some aesthetic debt to 
Los Bros. But he also is a true original and an impressive self 
motivator. I hope more people get hip to this gem. 
Mongrel Zine #11 (www.mongrelzine.ca) Weird comics, great 
sleazy art, a mammoth catalogue of contemporary garage 
reviewed, previewed and discussed and features on Roctober 
family members White Mystery, Pork mag, and Gary Pig Gold? 
And they are putting out records now? MonGREAT! 
Monkey Squad One #9, #10 (Etsy.com/shop/MonkeySquadOne) 
Two things I learned from these b&w teen superhero rock n roll 
minicomics: 1. zombies love emo. 2. The condition that causes 
green radioactive anti-heroes to engage in monosyllabic, 3rd 
person, sub-Yoda speech patterns is called "Hulktarded.” 
Mothers News (www.mothersnews.net) This amazing Providence 
monthly broadsheet is eight spectacular pages of absurdist comics, 
bizarre lists, art, jokes, and dozens of tiny, beautiful ads for 
businesses so cool and amazing | am challenged to believe they 
actually exist. If they had this instead of USA Today at hotels 
maybe I'd stop crashing on couches when I travelled. 

by Ke$ha (Touchtone) The reason I 
think KeSha music is far superior Katy Perry music is that KeSha 
seems genuinely funny. Her songs and her act and her glitter 
cannons parody excess and partying and sleaze in a way that 
celebrates the absurdity of debauchery sincerely while recognizing 
the best way to make big dumb party music is to be big and dumb. 
Perry's humor seems contrived and falls flat, while her emphasis 
on non-flatness gets old quick (not to put down big boobs, or 
imply their is a limit to their appeal, just saying Perry seems to 
making boob decisions closer to crass beer advertisements than 
joyous burlesque). Anyhoo, my worries with this book, which is 
mostly photos taken over a period of less than two years, with 
brief snippets of text, is that KeSha would reveal herself, or allow 
a ghost writer to portray herself, as not funny. Bad news is that the 
book isn't particularly yock-filled, and the few pranks and goofy 
antics described within are presented so proudly it's like 
explaining a punchline rather than telling a joke. But the good 
news is KeS$ha proves more interesting than you'd expect, her 
outsider-ish background with her single mom, and her self- 
perception of making it in Max Martin/Dr.Luke million selling 
pop being akin to living the life of a struggling gutter punk rocker 
all are appealing and sincere and more compelling than Gaga 
being pretentious or Perry's scripted biography. That said, it's 
probably 2,000 words total, and the photos (other than a handful 
of growing-up pics) are pretty same-ish. Still, just be breaking the 
trend of a pop starlet becoming more boring the more you know 
makes this book a success of sorts (though keep it away from her 
youngest fans, as "Wall of Dicks and Balls" and "Glitz our Tits" 
are two phrases your six year old need not repeat). 





New Kids on the Block — Five Brothers and A Million Sisters 
by Nikki Van Noy (Touchstone) I do not think the idea of a 
NKOTB book is absurd. As one of the last American boy bands to 
explode in popularity without Disney or Swedish intervention, and 
as a group that had the same management/mentors as New Edition 
(children who notoriously lived lives that would kill most adults), 
there are stories to be told. But perhaps an authorized bio may not 
be the place to tell them. And more significantly, over twenty 
years after a band's heyday may not be the time to write a book 
that feels like it expects a primarily 14-year old readership. This 
book tells of loyal fans, a successful comeback, and loyal fans that 
fueled a successful comeback, but just because people in their late 
thirties still like their relatively youthful looking idols and still 
enjoy their solid pop tunes doesn't mean they still read Tiger Beat. 


I am baffled by why anyone would market a juvenile book to 
middle-aged people, but I guess no one ever went broke acting 
like people were stupid. That said, for a band that this book 
implies respects their fans profusely, this book is pretty insulting 
to their intelligence. 

Nix Comics for Kids: Boy Howdie (Nix) It takes about halfway 
into the book for Lil’ Boy Howdie to start causing chaos, throwing 
insults and breaking stuff__in other words, being funny! But when 
he does he's a reg'lar menace ad my inner child was chucklin'! 

Nix Comics Quarterly #5 (nixcomics.com) More blues-punk- 
R&B/horror-goth-comedy comix, most scripted by Kenn Epstein, 
and illustrated by some underground all-stars. Horror comics have 
always been one of the medium's most reliable genres. with the 
best EC comics standing as arguments for comics as literature, 
and the worst Charlton knock-offs feeling like goofy b-movies. 
On the other fist, Rock n Roll comics have pretty much always 
sucked, with Todd Loren's worthless biography series serving as a 
pathetically low high point. That Nix's needle almost always jitters 
on the EC-side of this gauge is an awesome testament, especially 
when the musical vibe reverberates so loudly through the pages. 
Also of note: Nix's monster hunting priest who looks like 
Question Mark (of the Mysterians) now makes more sense to me, 
since "Q" is not particularly priestlike or philosophical or even 
physical in a monster-fighting way, but after seeing the Rodriguez 
documentary (in which a guy I always dismissed as stealing his 
look from Q and his vibe from Dylan is proven to be a genius, 
monk-like, super strong musical hero) I have a new point of 
reference. Also, the best Merinuk comic Nix has ever published 
dwells in these pages. As well as dick pics. 

Nix Western Comics #1 comic & record; Nix Western #2 (Nix) 
Issue | is a very interesting package made more interesting by the 
mystery of why the publisher would think this western comic 
deserved the multimedia deluxe treatment. On the one hand, Nix 
has carved out a niche (a "nixche?") doing rock n roll horror 
comics, two semi-marketable genres that they put together as good 
as anyone -- the horse opera comix market has been cold since the 
Eisenhower administration! Also, while Nix has had some very 
intriguing visual craftsmen in their horror anthology, Bob Ray 
Starker does not come to mind as the top of their heap. Not to say 
this looks bad. The linework is kind of crude and unsophisticated, 
but it is energetic, and it references scratchboard art in an 
intriguing way. The story doesn't share those shortcomings, as it 
slyly takes cowboy cliches to a mundanely tragic conclusion 
(particularly the one about the gunslinger keeping a promise to a 
loved one). Making the package really special is a vinyl 45 
soundtrack by Starker that mixes spaghetti western and detective 
jazz (sadly no beeps telling you when to tum the page). And 
taking it over the top is a gold sherrif badge 45 adaptor! Issue two 
has less bells and whistles (or records and adaptors to be more 
accurate) but is way better comic, a prequel that tells of the hard, 
morally ambiguous, and genre cliché challenging lives of the two 
gunfighters from issue 1. The art is better, the stories are more 
dramatic, and there's an infinite percent more abortion references 
and f-words than in the entire run of Two-Gun Kid. 

Oh Tiny, i love you by Jaclyn miller (fortfootcomix.tumbler) A 
truly lovely exploration of the life and art of Tiny Tim that sees 
him not as a novelty or joke but as a gifted, visoonary artist, That 
this incredible zine was inspired by Clara Ware's wonderful 
Roctober review/art feature on Tim makes us feel inspired that we 
are publishing work that inspires, so it's an orgy of inspiration! As 
is Tiny Tim's catalogue! 

Old Grand Mal by Eerie Billy Haddock (Popular Reality Press) 
the definitive collection of the finest erection illustrator ever! 

The Oubliette by Kenan Rubenstien (www.underthehaystack.net) 
These four beautifully printed, folded, designed, and drawn 
minicomics feature poignant vignettes telling melancholy-tinged 
tales of beautiful people experiencing sadly romantic relationships 
with life and each other. The ones about putting your stuff in 
storage and meeting girls were great, but I really like the nude 
beach comic the best. ‘Cause of the boobs and wangs. 

Owls Make Lousy People by Carl Antonowicz (cartocomix, 
wordpress) This profoundly amusing collection of gag panels 
featuring information about owls who write novels, give advice, 
play banjo, watch Mr. T on TV, and bowl could be described as 
reveling in absurdist non-sequitors...if every word was not true! 
Oxford American “Southern Music Issue"(oxfordamerican.org) 
Once again the Southern Music issue was brilliant this year, with 
the magazine covering everything from Professor Longhair's 
tenure to Zydeco hip hop to authenticity, the corresponding CD 
providing a thrilling soundtrack. But to be honest, two issues later 
they visited a ventriloquist convention and I have not been able to 
get that crazy piece out of my head. It wasn't even a flawless 
article, the writer had some imbalance of the personal and 
reporting at times, but I'll be goddamned if | was not genuinely 
haunted. I am now convinced that some day I will either become a 
full time ventriloquist or will be murdered by a dummy. 

The People’s Apocalypse edited by Ariel Gore and Jenny 
Forrester (Lit Star) This pocket sized (or bunker space-saving 
sized) manual of mental, spiritual and practical preperation for 
armegeddon is pretty fascinating. Through essays, prose, poetry, 
prayers, pamphlets, interview, stores, and goat raising guides, this 
gives a lefty, punk, di-y., hipster, crusty, outsider take on a 





subject so monumental there are a lot of parallels to right wing, 
cnservative, bible thumping, survivalist, militia folks takes on the 
matter, But as the US Government makes clear...if there's 
zombies involved we'll all be in this together. 

Planet of the Apes and Philosophy edited by John Huss (Open 
Court) This publisher (an offshoot of the company that does 
Cricket — the kids waiting room magazine that doesn't have 
Goofus and Gallant, making it either the Goofus or the Gallant of 
waiting room kids magazines, depending on your point of view) 
has done collections of pop culture themed philosophy essays for 
years. I've ignored their Simpsons, Beatles and Colbert 
collections, but this one is unmissable for a few reasons. The Ist is 
that Chicago rock fans certainly remember Huss as the wordier, 
cleverer Jonathan Richman of his day when he haunted clubs. The 
2nd is that anyone who has ever sat through a cable marathon (or 
self-curated a VHS or DVD marathon) of the orignal Apes series 
has so many ideas of what the films say about life, earth, war, 
evolution, and Ricardo Montalban that it’s a thrill to read what 
others think. 3rd is that we must do all we can to make Heston’s 
revelation not come true! My only gripe is that too many essays 
here expect me to have a working knowledge of the remakes. 

Pork #7, #8, #9 (internetpork.com) The only thing that I can even 
remotely say that's not super amazing awesome incredible praise- 
gushing about this trash lifestyle art culture rag (other than Sean 
being a little too proud of not being uptight about punk "nazi stuff 
is cool" fashion) is that they are hitting so many home runs with 
interviews, features and spotlights that they're gonna run out of 
everybody awesome by lucky issue 13! #7 has Basil Wolverton's 
son Monte giving the skinny on the father of weirdo art, Jeff 
Gaither telling boss Ed Roth stories, Arturo Vega revealing egg 
cream ignorance, and Iron Maiden cover artist Derek Riggs being 
steady heady and he gets us ready for Eddie. #8 was a little light 
on legendary artists, but they made up for it with a White Mystery 
interview, and tons of comix. #9 has a fantastic feature on Gary 
Panter, asking him great, weird questions, and reprinting a 1980 
manifesto, #10 shamelessly scrapes the bottom with Mike Diana 
and Shane Bugbee! #11 has Dr. Demento!!! Breathtaking! As is 
asphyxiating on vomit! 

A privileged look at prisons. by Matt Aull (noiinpunk.storenvy. 
com) Matthew visits a prison and gets scared crooked, His punk 
rock perspectives on cops and rules and the prison industrial 
system go unchanged, but between meeting lifers who are 
dignified, honorable dudes and Aryan Nation assholes making fun 
of his mohawk and calling him fag he's not sure what to think. I 
love that he did this as a short zine rather than a blog post...more 
punk, and more prisoner friendly! 

Psionic Plastic Joy #17 (pob62 Lawrence MA 01842) 
Shamelessly luddite mail art-gasm of visual chaos and intellectual 
proddings and jigglings. This is why Xerox were invented! 

Que Suerte # Desnudo Apoil Naked (APDO 18280 28080Madrid 
Hefty, magnificent international mime comics compilation with 
more wangs and coochies and boobies than you can shake a wang 
or a coochie or a booby at! 

Railroad Semantics #2 (microcosm) Aaron Dactyl’s living hobo 
history periodical/book includes adventures, diaries, clippings, and 
fascinating graphics, but what I'm most interested in is the ten or 
so (out of a hefty hundred) pages that feature hobo graffiti which 
seems to have reached a point where there’s now a mix between 
ancient hobo code writing and New York subway graffiti style. I 
guess trains is trains. And I guess Aaron Keeps it Rail! 

Rav 7, Rav 8, window washer, Pixar's Cars #1, Basketball Comic 
#1, Xmas Comic #1, haunted Forest (Price Tapes) Very Casual 
by Michael DeForge (Koyama) The joyous tidal wave of comix 
goodness Mickey Z/Price Tapes has unleashed invokes the peak 
years of Fort Thunder, due to both the Providence address and the 
mix of high art chaos aesthetics and low art functional comic book 
narrative tools, but (as made especially clear in Z's epic surreal 
subterranean romance/adventure Rav) influences invoked go back 
a lot farther than the 90s. Certainly the comix of Mark Marek, 
Gary Panter, and Mark Beyer are recalled in Z's tales of sexy 
beasts in haunted forests and peeping window washers, but Z and 
pals also draw upon the best drawing you did when you were four 
that you wish you could reproduce, and outsider art, and cave 
paintings. Which isn't to say that these are primitive or simple, just 
that there is a freedom and boundaryless nature to Z's work, and 
even the work of cleaner-line colleagues Patrick Kyle and Michael 
Deforge. Their collaboration Basketball is a wonder --an 
otherworldly, outsider tribute to a game and a culture that feels 
untethered to reality while seeming far more real than any sports 
movie or comic I can think of. If the psychology of hoops is 
perfectly captured by getting surreal, their exploration of XMas 
feels like more like a hyperreal distillation of holiday horrors 
(despite the whimsy of Kyle's fun lifework). And if you thought 
that was chilling, wrap your gears around the dark side of 
anamorphic automobiles in a their exploration of Cars. And 
though Z's exquisite multicolor printing, which makes each zine 
feel like a limited edition print, is posh and awesome, there's 
something to be said for a traditional, square bound, "real" book. I 
have admired DeForge's work before, but until I sat down with his 
recent collection from Koyama I was never rendered numb and 
transported to other worlds by it. This brilliant compilation, which 
features his awesome b-ball comic among many others, sublimely 


grounds the strangest, ickiest, oozingest ideas into narrative forms 
that are both so familiar and so fresh that these feel as real as your 
hand and as strangely unreal as your REM sleep brain's best 
meanderings. And the jokes are funny, too! One of the best comix 
collections of the Millennium (so far). 
Razorcake #67-#75 (razorcake.org) Issues #67 & #68 continue the 
mag's recent mission of documenting early L.A. outsider punk 
with great interviews/oral history stuff on the Stains. Mix in #67's 
Nardwuar archival Monkees interview from the 90s (which first 
revealed his true genius, as his annoyingness revealed the true 
Micky Dolenz...to my heartbreak) and #68's inclusion of Norb's 
geekiest record geek column in his thirty-year zine column career 
and you have a solid periodical! Although it features a good 
Consumers history/interview, #69 is most notable to me for 
featuring a huge ad taken out by MRR...1 don't recall there ever 
being such exchanges between MRR &Flipside! And, by the way, 
#70 has at least one interesting article..ABOUT US! The 
Roctober/Chic-A-Go-Go feature has multiple photos of Miss 
Maiya, our child labor intern! #71 is cool because of a lengthy, 
comprehensive Kid Congo interview. but more importantly, 
because there are now as many full page comics "columns" as 
those old fashioned “words and paragraphs"columns, #72 has a 
genuinely great Eric Fried! (Goner/Oblivians) interview, and a 
Rev. Norb account of the great recent Chicago Rezillos concert, 
which accurately talks about how amazing the band was, 
amusingly recounts a Star Trek anecdote | can verify, and sadly 
but poignantly invokes the terrible attempted suicide car crash that 
took away John, Doug, and Michael, three of Chicago's fave rock 
‘n roll characters. But he leaves out a couple of things. First of all, 
Tutu and the Pirates were amazing opening up. But more 
importantly, my reliable friend Dutchie assures me that during 
"Somebody's Gonna Get Their Head Kicked In Tonight” the 
raucous skinheads in the front were meekly seig heiling, 
apparently not to be seen or to make a point, but seemingly to 
fulfill some inner yearning that welled up in them when they 
actually got to hear their beloved, Oi-ish anthem live for the first 
time ever. As poignant a virulently racist moment as you'll see at a 
punk reunion show ever! 73 is better as it features not only Jeffrey 
Evans and a drawing of Rat Fink with Ramones records, but also a 
blow by blow account of the debut of the new Roctober house 
band, Ratso and the Rabbits! In #74 Nardwuar faces Death, 
Snakepit counts calories, and we lea how Sci Fi is kinda punk. 
And 75 raises the bar with an oral history of Lost Sounds! 
Realm Rider by Roby Newton (hiddenfortresspress.blogspot) 
Beautifully rendered Halloween hijinks from 
puppeteer/rocker/genius/apparently ace comic book maker Roby 
Newton that is genuinely scary (as opposed to merely "spooky"). 
Reset by Peter Bagge (Dark Horse) Bagge is not only one of the 
funniest creators in comix, but also one of the most truthful, His 
impressive narratives have always been populated with complex, 
realistic characters whose anger & defeat in the face of life's 
inanities & mundanity have always seemed honest, real, & 
moving. Thus, why shouldn't he get some of this Avengers money 
like all the shittier comic book guys? That his new mini-series is 
basically a storyboard pitch for a high concept Adam S&ler movie 
is not a bad thing. The fact that this tale of a has-been comedian 
becoming (by way of semi-inept conspiracy) a guinea pig for a 
mysterious virtual reality/mind control program will likely be a 
movie with a cameo by Rob Schneider doesn't take away from this 
comic's greatness. As of this writing the four-issue series is only 
3/4 of the way done, so next month's conclusion may render the 
story twice as good or a complete disappointment, but I'm betting 
on the former: once again, each single page of Bagge's rubber 
armed absurdist drawings tell more truth than all 52 DC comics 
relaunches put together. Now someone FedEx this series to Happy 
Madison Productions ASAP so Bagge can pay off his mortgage! 
Sacred Heart by Liz Suburbia (lizsuburbia.livejournal) Liz 
Suburbia’s graphic novel in progress is promising as her dynamic 
chiarascuro and action packed panels make the pains, partying, 
and personalities of punk teens a lot more exciting than the reality 
of sitting around and texting about how lame Hot topic is. 
Scam #9 (onthelowerfrequencies.com) In this issue Erick Lyle 
steps out of his regular zinish format and creates a little book, or 
monograph to be more accurate, where he compiles personal, 
cultural, and narrative histories of Black Falg’s first full length, 
“Damaged.” Quite frankly, this is the best ever issue of an always 
good zine. Erick does an excellent job combining the roles of 
journalist and diarist, and maintaining an appropriate 
conversational tone. He also balances correspondence and 
interviews with Flag members with 2“ hand available source 
material about them (and he impressively impresses the usually 
tight lipped Gregg Ginn with some good queries). This looks like 
a zine, reads like a book, and captures some of the energy of early 
a pebeaonage inspira 








by Lacy ry Been Gawbine) Considered anes toa Tose Tee 
book classic, this stellar study is only improved by the massive 
revisions in the third edition, which includes such newbies as 
Lady Gaga, Lily Allen, and La Roux (“L” is for ladies!). It’s also 
the most beautiful edition yet, with great design and printing. 

Shotgun Seamstress #2, #6 (shotgunseamstress.blogspot.com) 
This zine, which explores black punk rockers’ experiences and 








artistry, is genuinely fantastic. The two issues | got at Chicago's 
Zine Fest this year were incredibly impressive with interview 
subjects that ranged from regional scenesters to the great (and 
sadly, now late) Poly Styrene (who actually didn't want to talk 
much about race). The absolute punkness of the design (Xerox, 
cut ‘n’ paste, collage), and refreshing open-mindedness (they 
broadly define punk, and let academic style writing coexist with 
unselfconscious amateur scrawls) makes this a thrilling read. | 
may sound hyperbolic in my praise, but you wouldn't think that if 
you read their conversation with an African American female 
tattoo artist from New Orleans whose thirty five years of 
adventures made for a mesmerizing read, There's a brief 
discussion in that interview of an outsider named Laura Lee that 
features more humanity, tragedy, and thoughtfulness in a few 
hundred words than you usually get in 100 pages of 
Maximumrocknroll. Speaking of which, the Shotgun Seamstress 
herself, Osa Atoe, wrote for the "punk rock bible" for a while, and 
in a recent issue I saw an announcement that she's compiled a 
book with all six issues, which I'm looking forward to 
getting. Furthermore, when looking for images for this review 1 
found a recent tribute to Roctober on their blog and it's awesome 
to know our publications mutually agree that we are allies. 

Smoke Signals (www desertislandbrooklyn.com) This Brooklyn- 
based broadsheet can make a good case for being the best comix 
compilation in the Universe, Combining large doses of syndicated 
underground strips like Kaz's Underground and Tony Millionaire's 
Maakies with long and short absurd adventures from the ink pens 
of Michael DeForge, Sam Henderson, Jim Rugg, Michael 
Kupperman Gary Lieb, John Porcelinno, Brian Ralph, and others, 
as well as gems from the archives of Bill Griffith, the late, great 
John Severin, and Alejandro Jodorowsky (!). What's most 
diggable about this righteous rag is that all the contributors 
manage to be underground, subversive, and avant-garde without 
sacrificing the "funny" in the funny pages. These are really 
enjoyable narratives and pseudo-narratives that may be all over 
the art map but all tap the joy vein dutifully. 
Snake Pit Gets Old by Ben Snakepit (Birdcage Bottom) | 
remember hearing that Ben's new collection of his daily diary 
comics would feature strips done after he declared his decision to 
end the comic, perhaps resulting in more candid strips that were 
done without the public's real time reaction. And I knew there 
were some monumental changes in Ben's life during the period 
covered here regarding marital status, employment, and health 
(there was some online fundraising when he got sick). But once 
again, which should not be a surprise, Ben’s day-to-day life as 
described in strip form, involving working, practicing with bands, 
getting drunk and high, watching videos with his lady, is an 
exercise of blissful mundanity. Which is the point of the comic, 
but a point we all got several books ago. THAT SAID, there are 
moments of fresh artistic ambition here, including grand New 
year’s Eve drawings and dramatic renderings of important 
moments involving his relationship (and some genuine intrigue 
where he didn't let the readers in on his plans...an actual narrative 
device!). So I guess I'd say this is the beat Snakepit book ever, but 
I'd add that it ain’t much better than the worst Snakepit book 
ever... which is a consistency few cartoonists can boast of . 

Snake Pit (by Aaron Poliwada) Aaron, a zinefest staple, has 
stapled his most ambitious work together, an epic, graphic novel- 
length account of teenage sports card shop crime and punishment 
that is genuinely riveting and a great read, even if the (computer 
rendered?) linework isn't his most expressive. Morals: stop 
snitching! And don't hand over your cards! 

Stay Cool in the Evil Zone zine, Jobs & Money/Granny Frost 
split cassette (http://grannyfrost.bandcamp.com) Kevin's zines are 
rock n roll collage Xerox random list orgies that are so zine-ish 
they transcend zine-ism, ascending zine heaven as Zine-Deities. 
His bands are lo-fi, hi-fun, strange, genre-defying, non-abrasive 
(usually chop 'n' paste zines and noise rock go together) thinkin’ 
man's music. Thusly, he did, in fact, stay cool, indeed! 

Stitching Together by Annie Mok (edsdeadbody.com) Brilliant 
and beautiful reflections upon, and biography of, Jim Henson. The 
artist proves both a sensitive soul in her personal revelations, 
exquisite renderings, and empathic rendering of a fellow artist's 
life and work. An instant mini comic classic! 

Summer in Pain (?) Jimmy Whispers is a genius or a madman...or 
areally big Bulls fan! 

Super Mutant Academy by Jillian Tameki (mutantmagic.com) 
Just a lovely, heartbreaking, beautifully drawn, engaging, fantastic 
comic about teen scenes at a prep/training/art school for magic 
mutants, where none of the action involves magic, mutations, or 
action. Rather, youthful cruelty, kindness, sensitivities, and 
obsessions provide more sublime drama than than those bizarre 
Xavier's, Hogwarts, or Pratt students ever experience. 

Thomas Versus Monsters by Jp Pollard and Megan Baxter 
(thomasvsmonsters.com) This disturbing, borderline psychedelic 
adventure of an angry little monster hunter harkens back to the 80s 
glory days of black n white semi-altemative comics. By semi- 
alternative I mean comics like Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles that 
were diy. and a little too odd for the mainstream but were 
basically regular commercial comics, just twisted a bit. Since this 
is better than TMNT #1 I predict that in 25 years your grandkids 
will play with Thomas the Monster Hunter Happy Meals toys. 














This Little Sicilian by Jonas (POB 633 Chicago, IL 60690) A 
zinetastic love letter to VHS! 


The Truman Bentley Jr. Newsletter (3219 Carden Drive 
Columbus GA 31907) The last time I reviewed Truman Bentley's 
newsletters was January 2012, so for almost a year I've been 
gathering these densely packed, single-spaced, cult-promoting, 
deadly serious/hilarious parody, deep/deeply disturbing/deep doo 
doo-for-non-believers, masterpieces of maddening missive 
manipulation. And now I am going to open all 22 (!) of these thick 
envelopes and read them in one sitting and see if I can survive. 
Three important early notes: first off, only about half off these 
have the envelope covered in plastic packing tape, so I only risked 
losing fingers utilizing box cutters, Bowie knives and machetes to 
open these ten or so times, In addition, there was at least one 
duplicate newsletter, meaning Truman needs a new secretary, or 
the aliens have overtaken the mail service (a cloned newsletter?). 
And most importantly, one of the packages contained a DVD! So 
while I read, in the background there was the strange buzz of a 
Truman mix-DVD, which featured found footage, U2 songs, 
wacky local commercials, an archival documentary on mental 
illness, and the entire mouse/magic/Mike Ploog gruesomely 
desogned feature file The Witches. More on witches 
later. Processing all this stuff (which makes the Process Church 
seem like Episcopalians) ain't easy, but here are a few random 
concepts | absorbed; Though I can't tell where he stands in the 
Libertarian/Objectivist/Anarchis/Occupier spectrum, I do know 
that as far as work ethic and financial philosophy, Truman 
preaches that Steve Martin's Navin Johnson is a better role model 
than Dudley Moore's Arthur (though Liza Minnelli being a "gut 
bucket" may have as much to do with his dismissal of Arthur than 
the famed sot's money squandering); there's some correlation 
between aliens and vaginae (and fucking an alien body-snatched 
lady is worse than contracting HIV); "Truman Bentley, Jr. is 
BETTER than everyone else"; raisin cake is delicious; GET A 
JOB!; Amongst other reasons, Welcome Back Kotter sucked 
because there is no such name as Horshack; most policemen are 
homosexuals; The true SATANIC WITCH knows of her 
worthlessness and greatness trapped in the monkey body called 
SELF; you must be clean shaven at all times; our men in uniform 
and their military spouses perhaps receive more respect than 
warranted from society; many freaks love reading the 
newsletter. Ultimately what I come away with is confusion, 
particularly confusion about what to do with this pile of 
incendiary information, Do I preserve it archivally for future 
generations? Do I burn them, removing all evidence, and kill all of 
you who read the review? Do I tum them over to Homeland 
Security? Do I send this to the Macarthur Foundation as part of 
Truman's Genius Grant application? Do I read them to my 
children as bedtime stories every night? The fact that | honestly 
can't answer these questions is impressive. Truman is 
confounding! And he uses Scote! Note: the majority of the latest 
batches of newsletters have devolved into repetitive chaos collage 
craziness, so Truman may have ascended to a new level of 
language, perception and kook-itude! 

Two-Fisted Librarians _(twofistedlibrarians. blogspot.com) 
Adventure and mystery-filled tales of brave librarians whose skills 
go far beyond shelving and shooting. Although the most dynamic 
story draws upon the National Treasure/Indiana Jones school of 
artifact-worth-killing-over that one might expect from the the 
previously theoretical genre of Library Action, there's a nice 
variety of bookish barnburners here, covering sic-fi, psychological 
thriller territory, and crime drama. Book it! 

Ugly Things #33,34, 35 (ugly-things.com) I normally wait until I 
finish a mag or book to review it, but if I wait until | read every 
word of a hefty issue of Ugly Things it'll be Malia Obama's 
inaugaration before I put quill to scroll. I wish I actually had a job, 
so someday I could retire and catch up on the mountain of 200- 
page, densely printed, super fascinating UT issues that might as 
well be my coffee table these days! #33 is so good that if it was 
just the book review section it would be worth $9.95. The Johnny 
Echols/Love interview is awesome, the non Brian McMahon 
Electric Eels interview (John Morton speaks!) electrifies, and 
glam god help us, Jobriath finally made it into UT! #34 is 
awesome because it shows that UT can go after the ultimate 
obscurities (the Bees of “Voices Green and Purple” non-fame) and 
the ultimate whats-left-to-say band (The Beatles, reflected upon 
by Cyril Jordan) and keep it all clever. I also love how 60s garage 
and 70s punk (Viletones!) are on the same page in these pages. 
And | LOVE the increased presence of Avi Spivak’s art. Not to 
mention that UT now comes with more Roctober writers! #35 is 
the 30" anniversary issue, and if they just celebrated by profiling 
the Seeds, the Nazz, Crawdaddy, and The Bleu Grass, a Jewish 
garage psyche teen band that won the 1968 Allentown JCC Battle 
of the Bands, well, as the Bleu Grass might say, dayenu! But this 
issue also contains editor Mike Stax’s issue by issue stroll down 
memory lane, and just seeing the covers and reading his memories 
was kind of magical...that he published his landmark monks and 
Misfits issues back to back is mindblowing! Maybe is there's 
anyone still alive from Love in five years they could call their next 
anniversary issue “7 &7&7&7&7 & Tis...” 





Unsinkable: How to Build Plywood Pontoons & Longtail Boat 
Motors Out of Scrap by Robnoxious (Microcosm) This how 
to/travelogue opens with the statement that there is a history of 





punks “building shanty boats and going down rivers in the 
Mississippi basin.” I was a little skeptical of that...most of the 
punks I know are too lazy to shanty down the Mighty Missip, and 
if this was a straight forward construction manual | would remain 
skeptical. But by including a dirty punked out Mark Twain 
adventure narrative I totally believe this is a thing. Also, unlike 
the punk manuals for bike repair, vegan cooking, and survalism, 
this is one that | am thoroughly convinced I couldn't do even with 
this book. Sure, I could make a garbage pontoon, but I wouldn't 
trust my motor in a bathtub, Which makes the diary element all 
the more important, because this book wan't how-to me at all. 
Wattamelon by David Huyck (wattamelon.com) Charles Schulz 
spoke about the design issues that resulted from making Charlie 
Brown's head so big (he can’t lift arms over head, can’t ride bikes, 
for some reason). But David Huyck take it to a whole nother level, 
exploring the tragedies of comic big head-ism. And it’s adorable! 
While being tragic. And designed exquisitely. And tragically. 
Well Poop (by Jim Donaldson) Scatological Satanism 
(Scatanism?) from the genius behind Danziggy! 

Were-pups - Werewolf Comics for Kids werewolanthology.com) 
Cute, non-violent, rocking, rolling, kid-friendly, kid-starring mini- 
comic, with a glow in the dark moon on the cover. I actually read 
this to a child, who after getting creeped-out that a stranger was 
reading a comic to him on the street, really liked it, especially 
Betsey Swardlick's vampires vs werewolves in a soccer match 
comic (which I hear will be the plot of Underworld VI). Ironically 
the kid bit me! 


What Was Missing by Katie Haegle (microcosm) This book 
made me wish that Katie would buy me at a yard sale and bring 
me home! 

XCB (xeroxcandybarzine.blogspot) | guess this is Art Institute’s 
comix compilation zine, and its pretty awesome. Apparantly good 
artists have the ability to make good comix. And a lot are about 
food, so apparantly they are also very hungry. Maybe insteadof 
standing on the sidewalk smoking en masse they could stand on 
the sidewalk eating sandwiches. And making good comix. 

Zisk #22 (facebook.com/ziskthebook) The highlight of the issue 
(if we humbly preclude the four ~ count ‘em — Roctober 
contributors who hit it out the park this time — is Michael T. 
Fournier's tales of being a waiter for the Real Housewives of 
Fenway Park. Red Sock it to me! 


GUEST REVIEWS 
GUEST REVIEWER: GENTLEMAN JOHN BATTLES 
The Bees "Voices Green and Purple" b/w "Trip To New Orleans" 
(UT Records) The definitive Garage Punk/Psych classic. Hilarious 
and horrifying at the same time, the original single is on the Top 
10 most rare (and covetous) Garage 45 list. It's turned up several 
times, most notably on "Pebbles 3: The Acid Gallery" and The 
Nuggets Box Set, but this is the first-ever, authorized reissue of a 
record that barely got out of the starting gate at the time, but has 
done so much damage, ever since. The actual identity of The Bees 
was only discovered fairly recently. The group centered around 
Robbie Wood, lead singer, bassist and even lap steel guitarist 
(making him, along with now-labelmates, The Misunderstood's 
Glen Campbell, one of an elite few). His story is told in the new 
Ugly Things. Of course, guitarist Gary Briggs is the first thing you 
hear, emitting an edgy opening line that builds up into an eddy of 
crunching, fractured rhythm guitar, with drummer Al Singer 
adding to and becoming part of that very same chaos, comparable 
to "The Cruel Sea" by The Ventures, that is, if The Cramps had 
ever chosen to use it as a model for a song. Robbie Wood's 
vocals, to me, always sounded like a transmission from The 
Batcave, like Burt Ward doing a descriptive narrative that goes 
horribly awry, like Batgirl had just kissed him, not knowing her 
lipstick contained traces of LSD. "Well, those voices finally died 
out on me, It's the last of that UFO stuff...Jt KILLS me!!!" Wood 
maintains that he was merely trying to replicate the horrors of a 
bad trip, when he had never experimented with hallucinogens, 
himself. That's the beauty part of it, he REALLY puts himself into 
the song, and the situation it portrays "Voices Green and Purple, 
THEY'LL GET YOU, NO!!! NO!!! 


know all that, But, this UT exclusive was personally remastered 
by Wood himself, for maximum listening pleasure, and pressed on 
heavy vinyl, and...as sure as my name ISN'T Boris Karloff, this is 
going to be A THRILLER!!! "WAAAAAAA-UUUUU-GGG- 
HHHHHH!!!!! NO! THEY'REON THE WALLS!! ON THE 
CEILING!!!" Also, for the first time that I know of, this release 
contains the flip to "Voices," called "Trip To New Orleans," 
which reads like a pretty solid Texas Blues shuffle number, with 
jangly guitar, plenty of tuff vocal bravado and cool harmonica, but 
with no Psych overtones. You won't miss 'em, if you just good 
music. The insane original cover artwork, which looks like a Punk 
flyer from the late 70'sto early 80's, is worth the price of 
admission, alone. The story behind THAT is all revealed in the 
Ugly Things interview...Words fail me. I'm spent. 

Blue Cheer "7" (Shroomhead Records) In 1972, our great friend, 
the late Dickie Peterson, walked out of the studio after announcing 
Blue Cheer was finished, probably feeling pangs of defeat, even 
after punching his drummer in the mouth for trying to make him 
drink carrot juice. What lay in defeat was the band that broke the 





sound barrier, going on to quieter sounds that, admittedly, pick up 
more fan all the time. Despite a glowing review of their sixth LP, 
"Oh! Pleasant Hope!" by Lester Bangs in Rolling Stone, the band's 
demise was swift, and about as loud as one hand clapping. 
Peterson, by his own admission, struggled for years with drug and 
alcohol abuse, but wasn't ready to give up on his band. In 1974, 
an association with Kim Fowley could not get the revamped Blue 
Cheer lineup a recording contract, though the demos they made 
together were quite good. Five years later, Dickie had another go 
at it, briefly enlisting guitarist, singer and songwriter Tony Rainier 
(whose older brother had been a Cheer roadie before dying in 
Vietnam) and drummer Michael Fleck. It's uncertain how many 
gigs they did together. Most people, myself included, didn’t even 
know the band recorded an album's worth of material. I'd read that 
there was talk of a 7th LP, tentatively titled "7,” but that the band 
had split up (Dickie promising Rainier he would bring him back 
into the fold at a later date, guess when? In five years), and 
nothing happenedA in the studio... | BEG TO DIFFER! "7," 
produced by longtime band confidante, Eric Albronda, kicks up 
quite a storm from the word "Go" on, you guessed it, another 
version of their sole hit record,a complete overhaul of Eddie 
Cochran's "Summertime Blues.” It's actually a very good version, 
too. Fast and furious, and even Leigh Stephen's screaming guitar 
leads are not sorely missed. It doesn't beat the original, but it 
doesn't embarrass itself, either, Also, somewhat predictably, the 
"B" side to "Summertime Blues,” "Out Of Focus", gets a 
makeover (both songs, plus "Babylon" and "Parchment Farm" 
were re-recorded on the band's first serious comeback attempt to 
hit the shops, "The Beast is....Back," featuring Peterson, Rainier, 
and the previously MIA original drummer, Paul Whaley. Peterson 
maintained that the re-makes were the label's idea). It, too, is 
better than anyone has a right to expect. A breakneck tempo 
reading of "Route '66" stands right up there with The Count 
Bishops’ version of a few years’ earlier. The later staple in Blue 
Cheer's live set (and bonus track on the "Highlights and Lowlives” 
CD) "Blues Cadillac" is done raucous and raw, as is most of this 
album,even when briefly reaching mid-tempo on fine numbers 
like "Child of The Darkness" (featuring some of Dickie's less- 
shredded vocals for this affair). Tony Rainier's Power Pop 
sensibilities (he even LOOKS like he just stepped out of 
Badfinger!) add a lot, if truth be known, especially on uptempo 
numbers like "Now That I've Found You," "Starlight" (don't be 
put off by the title. It rocks) and “Lies,” a super gurl put-down 
that'd sound right at home on a local punk/New Wave Comp from 
1979, whammy bar solo and all. On all three songs Rainier proves 
a fine singer (maybe that's why the "Beast" LP only credited him 
‘on vocals) as well as guitarist. He's not opting to revive the Heavy 
Psych thunder of Leigh Stephens or Randy Holden (2nd B.C. 
guitarist, and cult hero), but he's not stuck in "e", either -- you 
know, DUNT - DUNT - DUNT - DUNT - DUNT.).....Yes, the 
"Beast" album leans more on a modern Metal sound than this, 
though, it, too, has it's fans, His playing is tasteful. Did I use that 
word in conjunction with THIS band? If I did, you know it's 
because I'm right. Peterson and Rainier straddle that line between 
melodicism and aggression. Dickie's singing, while gravelly as 
ever, shows remarkable strength and resonance. His bass playing 
still puts a lotta hopped up Punk Rock speedfreaks to shame (in 
much the same way Jack Casady did with S.V.T.), and Michael 
Fleck's drumming is appropriately violent. It's interesting to note 
that he was found auditioning at San Francisco punk palace, The 
Mabuhay Gardens. It's highly unlikely that the band played out 
with any of the local punk acts, though instant punk cred should 
have been Dickies just for walking through the door. Even though 
Rainier is seen, reading Trouser Press, their connection to punk, 
at the time, seems to be subtle. The music is anything but! (Note: 
This LP was pressed in a Limited Edition of 500, with a gatefold 
sleeve and blue marble vinyl. The label plans to release a black 
vinyl, non-gatefold version for wider circulation.) 

T. Tex Edwards "Intexicated!" (Saustex) Past and present 
Nervebreakers frontman, Exhumer of Country and Rockabilly 
crazy cool, Exalted Mystic Ruler of the Psychotic and the 
Psychedelic, organic garden and exotic print sportcoats cultivator, 
second to none, T. Tex Edwards has always left a long shadow in 
the past 30 years, whether it be in Dallas, Los Angeles, or Austin 
where he currently resides. It's his ability to get inside a song, as 
well as his mind numbing versatility that earned him a cult 
following (not the kind that drinks Grape Kool - Aid) in The U.S., 
Europe, and probably places that don't have the 
bomb. "Intexicated!" originally saw the light of day as an 
extremely limited edition (50 copies) cassette compilation, 
chronicling T. Tex's post-Nervebreakers work (barring only a 
few, like The Jungle Heirs, Same Old Bastards, and the more 
recent Texwardians). It was released in 1999, with the intention of 
an expanded CD release. Well, it's finally here. Most of the songs 
that appeared on the cassette, and many others, await your perusal 
on this new, improved CD version. The one glaring omission was 
a strong version of The Velvet's classic "What Goes on,” as 
performed by The Loafin’ Hyenas, An L.A. based 
Garage/Roots/Cowpunk supergroup, featuring Click Mort (briefly 
with The Cramps, as their last-ever second Guitarist), the late Rob 
Ritter (bassist, Gun Club), Herman Senac (drummer, Blood on 
The Saddle, and, later, Crowbar Salvation), not to mention, the 
spooky, atmospheric Country fiddle stylings of Tom Blaylock. 














The Loafin Hyenas put out one great LP on New Rose, 
represented here in outtake form. "If Looks Could Kill" evokes T. 
Tex's most blood-curdling, bile-spewing contempt committed to 
vinyl: "If looks could kill, I'd give you a second glance.” The 
ironic twist on an old cliche wasn’t lost on Texas Terri, who, 
when not kissing Ratso, found time to cover it. "Goin' South" is 
represented here in a much more stripped-down Rural Blues send 
up. It is, at once, the most politically incorrect, and the most 
politically CORRECT song you'te likely to hear. Two tracks 
recorded with Dallas Psych legends Lithium Xmas from a session 
that produced a mind-melting 45 on Sympathy (with a VERY 
dirty "Strange Movies,” featuring a phone sex rap with Edwards 
and Lithium Xmas chanteuse, K.Y. Boyce, and "Love Power" 
from the REAL "The Producers,” and, a staple in their early set, 
when The Artist Not Yet Known as MC900 Ft. Jesus, Mark 
Griffin, did the honors), Love Power" appears here in an alternate 
version, but the real standout track is The Alice Cooper Group's 
original Klezmer Rocker (Possibly The First), "Nobody Likes me. 
‘The band included founding members, Griffin and Greg Sinodis 
‘on Guitar, plus, Tom Battles (Si, mi Hermano) on THIRD Guitar 
(Tom was also in Tex's band The Swingin' Cornflake Killers, 
represented here by "Cravin',” a HAINTED ‘Billy Rocker. That 
band also featured Paul Orr, from early Dallas Punk bands, 
Deprogrammer and The Assassins**), and, at the time, drummer 
Chris Merlick (Fireworks, Iron Bong), and Mark Ridlen as The 
Beaver. The Big D Ramblers produced more Roots madness with 
the title track (parts one and two) and "It's Gravity" (one of only 
two drug songs in the entire collection). Danny McCreary, from 
Graceland, handled Guitar and Bass Duties on these tracks. 
Graceland used to be my backing group, when I played out as 
"Elvis From Hell,” albeit with a different lineup than the one that 
did an EP, and still performs, today. Gentleman John Battles does 
NOT have a beef with Graceland, OK? Tex recorded what would 
become his signature tune, "Lee Harvey Was a Friend of Mine,” 
written by Phil Bennison (Teddy and The Tall Tops, Perry Mason 
and The Defendants, Eddie Kirkland, and Homer Henderson, The 
One Man Band), with the (recently reformed) Hickoids, The late 
Stanley Moore, of the legendary Zakary Thaks, played drums on 
this track. In fact, Edwards and my Brother did some studio 
recordings with Alan Schramm of Nobody's Children ("Good 
Times") infamy, engineering, and even writing the yet-unreleased 
"Lesbian Cowboy Girls"(Hey, Horton Heat's "Cowboy Love" 
didn’t seem to piss anyone off, and this song is positive, too). My 
Mom loves "Lee Harvey,” but, when The Cornflake Killers played 
it at my Brother's wedding, one guest literally left the building, 
fuming, and didn't come back. Out on Parole was a real all-star 
collective of Austin's finest, including Mike Buck (Leroi Bros., Sir 
Douglas Quintet, Teddy and The Tall Tops, etc) and Freddie Kre 
(Roky Erickson and/or The Explosives, Jerry Jeff Walker, Freddie 
Steady 5) on drums, and Joe Dickens (Leroi Bros., Teddy and The 
Tall Tops), They recorded a number of the songs further 
associated with Tex's "Murder Country" fixation, which carried 
itself over into The Swingin’ Cornflake Killers, upon his return to 
Dallas. T. Tex Edwards and Out on Parole eventually released 
"Pardon Me, I've Got Someone To Kill" on New Rose, but, an 
earlier recording, "Crazy Date" by The Crazy Teens doesn’t 
involve killing anyone, it just IS a killer. Teddy and The Talltops 
would record it a few years later . Eddie Noack's "Psycho ('84) " is 
the definitive Killer Country classic, also covered by The Beasts 
of Bourbon and Elvis Costello, but, Tex owns this song, lock, 
stock and smokin’ barrel. Remember what I said, before, about 
getting INSIDE a song? This ain't Insurgent Country. This is the 
URGENT Country! "LSD (Made a Wreck Out of Me)" by 
Wendell Austin is certainly at the top of the Drug/Death heap, 
ready made for the Tex treatment, Marty Muse's Steel Guitar 
talking on an almost psychedelic tone in the crazed fadeout, as 
Edwards tastes a moment of madness, and Joe Dickens mimics 
Duane Eddy doing a scary rendition of "Strangers in The Night", 
Going back to the earliest tracks included here, Tex and The 
Saddletramps was the first Nervebreakers offshoot band to leave a 
dent in the Big "D." Mike Haskins from The Nervebreakers 
played Guitar, Linda Shaw (later with Out on Parole) played Bass, 
and Russell Fleming from The Vomit Pigs (later with Teddy and 
The Tall Tops, The Big D Ramblers, and The Swingin’ Cornflake 
Killers) made up the first band in the land to successfully Punk up 
Country and Rockabilly, just in time for the short-lived 80's 
Rockabilly Revival (though Rockabilly gigs had been staged, 
previously, with the likes of Gene Summers, Johnny Carroll, Sid 
and Billy King and Robert Gordon at Nick's Uptown in Dallas). 
Their recorded output was limited to three songs on the Steel Rok 
Presents cassette (with the fine Post-Punk /Psych outfit, Man in 
The Reign, The Assassins and The Hugh Beaumont Experience's 
last * (And, in the case of the latter, best) recordings, The 
Howling Dervishes (Tom Battles, with Chuck Rose of Cringe and 
Johnny Carroll's last band) and The Stinky Shits (a rare case 
of Hardcore with a sense of humor), and a known, but, until 
recently, never released, recording of "Move It!,” where Tex is in 
all his woman-hatin' glory (it's an act, folks. He's been with the 
same woman longer than most guys have been with their dicks), 
Another signature song, he re-recorded it with The Loafin' 
Hyenas. The Evan Johns-era Leroi Bros. covered it, too, The 
original "Move It!" makes it's commercial debut, after 30 years, 
here, as does an alternate version of "Have You Ever Spent The 





Night in Jail” from "Steel Rock" (arguably the better of the two), 
and a spiffy send-up of Bill Haley and The Comets’ "13 Women.” 
A staggering rendition of Dave Davies’ "Death of a Clown,” with 
The Toe Tags (Tex's short-lived Kinks tribute band) is another of 
many standout tracks on this collection, You might find it hard to 
believe that all 19 tracks are by the same person, or that so many 
talented people would, and still do, come to his aid when the 
creative muse is screaming. But, this is no vanity project. This is 
the career retrospective that needed to be made. Tex is an Artist, If 
he doesn’t want to do something, fuck it. He won't. But, in recent 
years, he's really been going to town, reforming several bands 
from his past, and starting new ones all the time. Lately, he's been 
kickin’ out the punkadelic jams with Purple Stickpin (represented, 
here, by a completely atypical sendup of "Baby's Got a Gun" by 
The Only Ones), with Dan Hoekstra, late of The Sons of Hercules, 
and Tom Trusnavic of 27 Devils Joking. If you can't get to Austin 
to see ‘em, friends and neighbors, there's lots of rockin’ live 
footage on YouTube, 
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* L could sit here & spot trains all day, oa thought I'd tell you, 
after leaving Ft, Worth teen punks Hugh Beaumont Experience 
(who had their own zine, Throbbing Cattle), drummer King 
Vitamin (Jeff Coffe) joined Butthole Surfers and remains the only 
constant, besides founders, Paul Leary & Gibby Haynes, 
**Patrick "Taz" Bentley, played drums with The Assassins, who 
morphed into Western Alliance, an outstanding melodic Punk - 
oriented outfit that later leaned on Metal, Heavy. Bentley later 
turned up in Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! with Barry Kooda, then in what 
most people consider the classic Reverend Horton Heat lineup. He 
went on to play in Tenderloin and The Burden Bros 

The Escavels “You Should Know" b/w “Lonely Sea” (Alona’s 
Dream) This landlocked Surf band (unless you count Lake 
Michigan) came up with two tuff, instantly hummable Surf/Rock 
numbers (no instrumentals, here) that seem every bit as indebted 
to Buddy Holly as Dick Dale. They shared members with The 
Ravens, and the Dunwich Records faves Things To Come. "You 
Should Know" sounds, at times, like early Cryan' Shames, who 
had yet to break. “Lonely Sea” is a subtle death disc, mournful yet 
catchy, like "Jezebel" or some of Roy Orbison's more somber 
sides. It's not flipped out, like The Ravens, but it shows another, 
more enjoyable, side to the teen sound of Chicago in the mid-60s, 
Get an earful, you may be pleasantly surprised. 

Griffith Harter Union "A House In The Country” b/w 
"Progress"(Alona's Dream) Since last issue, the exciting new 
reissue label, Alona's Dream (which re-released the cool 
Garage/Frat Rocker by John Belushi's first band, The Ravens), has 
two rarities awaiting your perusal. The short-lived ('67-'69) 
Chicago Garage/Psych act, Griffith Harter Union kicks things off 
with a direct reissue of their only single, Both sides, "A House in 
The Country” and "Progress" are "Emotions"-era Pretty Things 
covers, though the wah-wah attack (which should please PT fans 
who still aren't sold on the horns that dominated the album) 
should bring to mind their freakin! peak "Defecting Grey.” Both 
songs hold up today, but horns have their place, and this wasn’t it. 
Griffith Harter Union let loose with not only a crunchin' wah-wah 
sound, but cool post-surf twang, screamin’ leads, and again, NO 
HORNS, even when many of Chicago's finest were becoming 
horn band. There’s just razor sharp vocal and instrumental attacks 
and plenty of teen swagger, when such things were quickly being 
rendered obsolete. The Griffith Harter Union is best known, today, 
for having played at the first Chicago "Human Be-In” in 1967, 
with The Dirty Wurds and others. They often shared bills with 
Roctoberfriend George Hansen's band, Looking Glass (not the 
"Brandy” hitmakers) as both bands, and the Wurds, to name just a 
few, rode out the classic Teen Club era, Readers of Ugly Things, 
Galactic Zoo Dossier, and Roctober should find much to dig. 
Nervebreakers "Hijack The Radio,” (Get Hip) After re-releasing 
the celebrated Dallas Punk band's one full length studio LP*, and 
three rare singles (reviewed last ish), Get Hip presents a carefully 
curated collection of cool obscurities and favorite songs by the 
feared and revered Nervebreakers. The Nervebreakers rose from 
the ashes of a band called The Idiots, fronted by T. Tex Edwards, 
ca, '73, The Dallas club scene was like a lot of others, at the time 
Cover bands and pedestrian Hard Rock music ruled the roost. But, 
two shows by The New York Dolls shows seemed to indicate 
which way the tide was turning. Besides The Idiots, bands like 
The Toys (who'd survive to share bills with The 'Breakers), and, 
apparently, Maniac (led by an early Iggy wannabe, we're told), 


were feeling the Glam influence and laying down the Proto Punk 
foundation, Nothing could change the shape of things to come. 
By 1975, The Nervebreakers had emerged, fully formed, and 
ready to tear Dallas a new asshole (I lived there in The 80's. There 
were still plenty of ‘em left), Armed with a two guitar attack, a 
pummeling rhythm section, and a not-so-secret_ weapon in 
frontman, T. Tex Edwards (about whom Buddy magazine said 
“He's not the greatest singer, but that didn’t stop Alice Cooper, or 
Jim Dandy, or Helen Reddy”) and inspirations as disparate as, say, 
The Ohio Express, The Troggs, Bo Diddley, George Jones, Kevin 
Ayers, The Chocolate Watchband, The Seeds, The Small Faces, 
The Pretty Things, Johnny Horton, The Kinks, The Doors and The 
13th Floor Elevators, The Raspberries, The Bay City Rollers, and, 
of course, The Velvets, The Stooges, The Dolls and The MCS, 
The Nervebreakers were open for business, and it was their 
business to be Punk Pioneers for The Dallas/Ft. Worth 
Metroplex,and anywhere else that'd have ‘em . Their 
(Mis)adventures would take them as far as San Francisco and even 
New York City, while laying down the foundation for a healthy 
local scene that would go on to include The Skuds, The Infants, 
Plastic Idols, Quad Pi, The Telefones, The Dot Vaeth Group, 
Superman's Girlfriend, The Ft. Worth Cats, The Ejectors, The 
Teenage Queers. The V_D. Generates, and, last, but not least, The 
Vomit Pigs, who had actually started life as a Boogie band, we're 
told, in Dangerfield, Texas, in 1974. The Nervebreakers not only 
had great taste in covers, but, they led the pack as dynamic 
songwriters, carving out such Punk anthems as "My Girlfriend is a 
Rock " (covered by Metal Mike Saunders, Jessy Drastic and The 
Mess Me Ups, The Dirtbags, and Spector 45 as "My Girlfriend's 
in Iraq"), "Why am I So Flipped,” and "Hijack The Radio,” all of 
which appeared on their first two 45s, and kick this package off, 
as well. The early days, before the band discovered, and opened 
for, The Ramones, The Sex Pistols and The Clash, are represented 
by two tracks from 1975, when the band had Pierre Thompson on 
bass and Psychedelic keyboardist, Walter Ray Brock. "Missa 
Moses,” a rare group instrumental, featuring Brock, suggests what 
"Funhouse" could have sounded like with a jeyboard player 
instead of a saxophonist. But, being as how Don Galucci, original 
Kingsmen and Don And The Goodtimes' organist, produced 
“Funhouse,” you don't even have to tax your brain so hard, "Part 
of My Love,” though recorded in 1977, invokes the dreaded 
spectre of Bubblegum, at least, when The Troggs did it ("Hip 
Hip Hooray"), An early version of "Hijack" (two versions appear 
here), and of "I Love Your Neurosis" (which first turned up in 
1979, on the indispensible Dallas Punk comp "Are We Too Late 
For The Trend?,” along with the tuff Power Pop rocker, "So 
Sorry,” sung by Barry Kooda, which also appears here), and "I 
Wanna Kill You,” were also recorded in '77, and prove The 
‘Breakers knew the writing was spraypainted on the wall, before 
Dallas even had a Punk club, namely DJ's, The Hot Klub and the 
nearly forgotten Random Scam (aka "Rancid Scum ™), to 
spraypaint them on, A more melodic, though thoroughly rockin’ 
"Beyond The Borderline" also emerged from that mythic year 
(which, for most of us, too young and too unhip, also meant the 
year of Fleetwood Mac, Kiss, Frampton, Star Wars, and 
skateboarding in it's first’ major comeback, before being 
inexplicably co-opted by punk, years later), Bassist Clarke 
Blacker appears on the earlier "Neurosis" and "Everything Right,” 
but would leave the group, later turning up in Stickmen With 
Rayguns (on guitar), but, the sic, and still-active, lineup is 
(drumroll, please...) - Thom "Tex" (better known, today as T, Tex) 
Edwards - Vocals, Mike Haskins - Lead Guitar, Vocals, Barry 
Kooda - Guitar, Vocals, "Crusher" Carl Giesecke - Drums/ 
Percussion, and "Barbecue" Bob Childress - Bass. This is the 
lineup that welded Rockabilly, Garage, and the emerging Punk 
sounds like The Dead Boys, Heartbreakers, and Dictators, as well 
as The Ramones and The Pistols, into something uniquely theirs, 
uniquely Texan, something that'll appeal to record collectors and 
fans of what Truck Driver and former Nervebreakers Roadie, 
Pope Coleman, calls " NO NONSENSE, BALLS OUT, FOUR 
ON THE FLOOR ROCKn"'ROLL!!!" The ‘Breakers are for you 
Eliminate the middleman. But, this collection of originals (and 
one cover song, The Troggs’ "Strange Movies,” leaning heavily, 
though not entirely, on the "clean version" The Troggs performed 
on David Bowie's Midnight Special 1980 Floor Show) is just the 
beginning. There are more volumes on the way, we're told. 

Plus, there's a whole album's worth of newly recorded versions of 
Nervebreakers classics that were never recorded at the time, such 
as "I'd Rather Die" and "Face Up To Reality" (The title track), 
and, while I can't act as middleman I suggested we eliminate, if 
anyone has any ideas, as to where to direct those highly toxic 
tracks, I can get the message to the right parties. 

* The Nervebreakers ' studio album "We Want Everything" was 
recorded in 1981, and released on Existential Vacuum, about a 
dozen years later, on vinyl. Get Hip picked it up, later, on CD, and 
released it, recently, on 180 Gram vinyl, the plural of which is still 
vinyl, as in " Ryan Richardson and Greg Kostelich each released 
The Nervebreakers' album on vinyl, but, the vinyl was released at 
two different times." . Vinyls, it's not a word. Sorta like "Yo !" 
The Pretty Things "S.F.Sorrow Live In London" EP, ""Honey, I 
Need’-Live at The 100 Club, December, 2010” b/w "'I Can Never 
Say’ (demo)” (Fruits De Mer) "Everybody's Talkin’ Bout Those 
Pretty Things. I say it's still Kosher, when Dickie plays and Philip 
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sings!" The Pretty Things suffered a devastating blow, several 
years ago, when John Povey and Wally Waller's wives both fell 
severely ill (as did opener, Arthur Brown's, multi-Instrumentalist) 
and what would have been the U.S. tour of the year had to be 
cancelled, at great expense to all involved. This was not the end, 
however. There will always be England, and there will damn sure 
always be a Pretty Things to go with it. As James Porter put it, if a 
nuclear holocaust ever happened, the only things left would be 
cockroaches and English bands. On this new EP, the band, once 
again, revisits their celebrated Psych masterpiece "S.F. Sorrow" 
but, in a manner not too far removed from their stripped-down 
R&B roots, in the intimate confines of the 100 Club. Without the 
entire lineup from their pre-"Tommy" rock opera intact (though I 
wouldn't rule out anyone but Twink), key members, lead 
guitarist Dick Taylor, singer Phil May, and longtime guitarist 
Frank Holland, are more than ably joined by young guns, Jack 
Greenwood (not to be mistaken with Jack Green, one-time Pretties 
guitarist) on drums and George Perez on bass. Skeptics didn’t 
think this lineup could cut the mustard, but they cut through it, and 
anything else that gets in their way, like a fucking chainsaw. "S.F. 
Sorrow is Born" burns brightly, like the deceptive winter sunshine 
of Chicago, Musically tight, but not at the cost of losing their 
rough edge, “Sorrow,” and the follow-up "She Says Good 
Morning," display Phil May's tightrope act between the demure 
and the deranged, Taylor and Holland display the same twin guitar 
attack that the Pretties had perfected before Thin Lizzy could ever 
attempt such alchemy. Greenwood and Perez remain the same 
standard bearers of savage rhythm as Vivian Prince, when he beat 
the shit out of that tool box on "Unknown Blues" all those beers 
ago. The gorgeous, layered group vox the "S.F. Sorrow" lineup is 
known for is largely replaced by more immediat, two-part 
harmonies. Every color in the prism of human emotion is reaching 
for, and attaining, ultra-violent light. "She Says Good Morning” is 
accentuated by a long, nearly Eastern-flavored psychedelic guitar 
break. Dick Taylor ("Oh, he's so sweet! He's just like some 
CAKE!"- Miriam Linna) proves, once again, that Steam Punk 
never happened with his rare Jules Verne-as-Acid Chemist vocal 
on "Baron Saturday.” His aggressive Psych riffing (couldn't we 
get them to do "Defecting Grey,” live, once, if it were for charity) 
is matched a pummeling percussion that permeates the 
proceedings. As an added bonus, there's a live version of 
“Renaissance Faire" (no Steeleye Span action, here) from 1969, 
set to discordant keyboards and a swirling, broken radio bass 
leading the Descent into the Maelstrom. | could see the latter day 
band doing something interesting with this, Te second single was 
taken from the same show as above (which was billed as a 
performance of The Pretty Things’ debut album in full, plus 
extras), which almost didn’t happen at all, as opening act, Sir Paul 
McCartney was taking forever to pack up his gear and leave the 
venue (read all about it in Mark St. John's liner notes to "SF 
Sorrow Live"). What can I tell you about "Honey, | Need"? 
Served up with all the vitriol and pure punkeroo of the original, 
it's a spiffy, splendid re-introduction to their fans, of The Pretty 
‘Things, live, raw and unrepentant. It's a treat, as is the flipside, a 
1965 acetate demo of "I Can Never Say" from the eponymous first 
album. Taking on just a bit of a Country feel, this version brings 
Phil May's Blues Harp up to the fore, and, believe it or not, Viv 
Prince's drums rendered almost..subtle, But with a signature 
boom and crash. | doubt that there's more where IT came from, 
but a live album from the 100 Club show is in the works. 

Doug Sahm "The Return of Wayne Douglas" (SteadyBoy) 
Whenever the subject of pioneering Country Rockers comes up, 
names like Gram Parsons, Mike Nesmith and Rick Nelson are 
usually among the first to be dropped, and rightfully so, but what 
of Doug Sahm? Anyone remotely familiar with the cat knows he 
had more different styles than Carnaby Street in it's ascension, but 
he began his remarkable musical career as a small, small boy, a 
pre-teen steel guitar prodigy, His dad took him to the Honky 
‘Tonks, where he was photographed sitting on Hank Williams’ 
boney knee. Even when he staked his claim in Rock n Roll with 
The Sir Douglas Quintet, his was probably the only album of 1965 
to contain a version of "He's In The Jailhouse Now" not sung by a 
guy in a rhinestone Nudie suit. In the Late 60s The SDQ were 
already incorporating C & W- based originals, anchored by 
Doug's Country-as-chicken fiddle playing. Doug never got his just 
due for being hip to Country and making Country hip, but he 
would always return to his first love, and, in what would sadly 
amount to his last sessions, he ain't just "Huggin' Thin Air,” as he 
would lament in one of the dozen heartfelt selections on tap here 
for you, Doug Sahm’s swan song release, unjustly, met with poor 
distribution when it was originally released on CD. It's possible 
that many of his fans never knew it existed. Doug's friend in this 
life, and fan for ALL life, Freddie "Steady" Kre, saw that this was 
a situation that needed to be rectified, PRONTO! This time 
around, the album gets the full treatment it, and the fans, deserve 
Deluxe 150 Gram Vinyl (Ppus a Free Download Card), full color 
artwork by Kerry Awn (who did the SWEET poster for Doug's 
memorial show), liner notes by Rush Evans and one color photo 
by Bob Zink (Doug in all his glory, playing at a used car lot with 
an older couple waltzin' across Texas behind him). Even if you 
actually have the elusive CD, you need this on vinyl. Why? 


the Hardcore Honky Tonk, the kind of stuff you could be forgiven 


for thinking had left this world before Doug actually did, It 
hearkens to the fun, Big Fiddle sound of Mercury-era Sir 
Douglas Quintet (e.g. "Dynamite Woman.” "Magic Illusion,” 
"Texas Me,” which is re-made in glorious fashion here), but it's 
music that isn’t pissing around, like these new "Country" acts that 
make Garth Brooks sound like George Jones with six sets of balls 
Sahm doesn’t mince words putting those phonies down, either 
"Oh, No! Not Another One,” is probably Doug's best Down Home 
Humorist fare since "You Can't Hide a Redneck (Underneath That 
Hippie Hair), but Sahm is serious as he was about the sanctity of 
baseball when he sings "He skips across the stage like a 
gazelle... bet he’s never heard of Lefty Frizzell...Oh, no, not 
another one." He's going up to bat (with lead, not cork, in his 
Louisville Slugger) as a Country Music fan, as if there could be 
any doubt about his passion. Aided by a starting lineup. which 
includes Augie Meyers, Bill Kirchen, steel guitar maestro Tommy 
Delamore, and monster fiddle player Bobby Flores, San Antonio's 
Number One Son brings it all back home, not knowing he'd soon 
be going home himself. His spirited vocals cut a trail through 
songs of sin ("Cowboy Peyton Place,” "I Can't Go Back To 
Austin," and the SDQ staple, "Dallas Alice”) and redemption 
(“Beautiful Texas Sunshine ," the opener). Listen close to his 
reflective take on the classic, “Texas Me.” Like this fine album as 
a bookend to Sahm’s long career, there's a nice surprise at the end 
Telstar DVD (Aspiration Films) Telstar is one of the greatest 
recent Rock films you could be forgiven for saying you've never 
heard of. It didn’t even appear to have made the Film Festival 
circuit in the U.S. upon it’s release a few years ago. I saw the 
soundtrack, once, & foolishly passed on it, Hopefully, this release 
will rectify the situation, as America (& all her little satellites) 
needs to know...The Joe Meek Story (which should be listed, 
below the main title, on the DVD). Meck, played brilliantly here, 
by Con O' Neill, took the UK pop music scene into the future, a 
future that would sift through his h&s before his horrific, though 
inevitable, demise, O'ncill's mad scientist. conviction, with 
untested, ultra-low budget recording techniques, gives one a 
personal view of the psychodrama inside Joe Meek's head, as well 
as the events that would transpire in the ensuing years to follow 
“Telstar,” by the Tornados, the first UK single to reach # | in The 
USS, (a year before Beatles pulled off the same feat), celebrated 
the newly launched satellite that bounced English TV broadcasts 
back to the US (who replied, "Send some "Carry On” films!") 
The song still impresses today, with the Bizarro world sound of 
the Clavioline, a keyboard that emitted, perhaps unintentionally, 
otherworldly sounds, The final sound on the record, the illusion of 
the satellite hitting the ocean, was created with a miked-up toilet 
Don Craine, from Downliners’ Sect, once told me that, though as 
widely believed Meek did use his kitchen as a base of operations, 
he also did much of his recording “in the bog.” Telstar illustrates 
this. Unconventional techniques aside, Meek became one of the 
most powerful men in the British recording industry, producing hit 
records on what it cost Phil Spector to go to the deli, sans a 
tip. His peers, like himself, were largely middle-aged gay men 
(like uber-promoter Larry Pames, &, of course, Brian Epstein, 
who briefly figures into the proceedings, begging Meck to 
sprinkle some "Faerie Dust” on an early Beatles demo, & make it 
a hit. The increasingly arrogant Meck drops the demo in his 
wastebasket). Unlike them, & others known to be gay only by 
industry insiders (homosexuality had yet to be legalized in UK), 
Joe Meek made no effort to "tone it down", He lets a torrid affair 
with his protege, Tornados’ bassist & newly peroxided solo star, 
Heinz (who did cut some good sides, under Meek’s tutelage) 
distract him from his work. Heinz (if this really happened) appears 
willing to do just about anything, until he wakes up, one moming, 
& says, "Hey! I don't arf fancy BIRDS!" taking advantage of the 
new crop of eager females waiting outside his gigs & sessions. 
Meek has found, in Heinz, a man he couldn't control, & rapidly 
begins his plunge into alcohol, pills, & mental instability. But, Joe 
Meek is still on top, and the hits keep coming, Nick Moran's 
outstanding direction captures the manic nature of both Meek's 
creative and business side. Actors representing Screaming Lord 
Sutch and exiled Rock and Roll god Gene Vincent come and go, 
all too quickly (though a hilarious pranking session between Gene, 
his band, and Heinz, offers some much-appreciated comic relief) 
Blink and you'll miss Ritchie Blackmore, then of the Meek- 
produced Outlaws.The second-best known Joe Meek UK and US 
hit, "Have I the Right", by The Honeycombs, is only represented 
in passing. Meek goes from strength to strength, but something is 
terribly wrong. His "Song for Buddy Holly” (recorded by Mike 
Berry) proves to be yet another hit, but his publicly statement, that 
he had predicted the date and the year of Buddy Holly's death, 
doesn’t help his credibility. However, he's so unphased by any 
implications of instability, he convinces Heinz to record the 
excellent Eddie Cochran tribute, "Just Like Eddie", this time, not 
at all convinced that his own purported psychic powers had 
anything to do with Cochran's death of a few years earlier. Still, 
the power hungry egomaniac, whose word is law, even when he’s 
wrong, quickly descends into dementia, depression and an 
addiction to amphetamines. In a desperate bid to snatch victory 
from the jaws of defeat. Meek becomes involved in the Occult, 
while, all around him, music is changing drastically. Gone, or 
dumbed down, are the likes of early rockers Cliff Richard, Billy 
Fury, and Adam Faith (all represented, too briefly, by rare TV 








footage. Amazingly, the purely macho, and remarkably 
homoerotic. Vince Taylor, isn’t even mentioned), Moran's 
direction captures Meek in terrifying decline, just as powerfully 
as it did his almost fun-loving creative ascent. Joe Meek finally 
succumbs to his demons, in the murder/suicide shooting of his 
landlady, as well as himself, on the anniversary of Buddy Holly's 
death. A few short months later, Brian Epstein would follow, but 
whether or not Meek could have found his feet in the newly 
emerged UK Psych scene, brought on, in part, by Sgr. Pepper 
(creating a new hysteria for Epstein's charges that he barely lived 
to witness) is s another one of many “what if's” in Rock and Roll 
The Yardbirds (Space, Evanston, IL) It's been several years since 
we last caught up with The Yardbirds. The previous lineup did 
two shows in Chicago and two in Addison, Illinois, but, the 
band hasn’t been seen here, one of their true spiritual homes, in 
about a decade, Timely visits to YouTube find the lads still going 
at it, full steam ahead, but with significant line-up changes, Since 
the last time they played in Chicago, The Yardbirds’ Singer, bass 
player and Keith Relf-channel-er, John Idan, a native of Detroit, 
has been replaced by Andy Mitchell on vocals and harmonica, 
plus David Smale on bass. Former lead guitarist, Gypie Mayo 
(Late of Dr. Feelgood.) has also stepped down, with Ben King 
now handling lead guitar duties. Original band members, drummer 
Jim McCarty and rhythm guitarist Chris Dreja remain with the 
group, however, Dreja has recently taken ill, and is still in 
recovery . It was not possible for him to join this edition of The 
Yardbirds on their second tour of the states (the band did a brief 
tour of the states a while back, but, were not able to play 
Chicagoland). So when The Yardbirds took the stage at Space in 
Evanston, Illinois fans could have been forgiven for not knowing 
what to expect . | spoke with some of my younger friends who 
weren't able to catch the band on the last go ‘round. We all trusted 
McCarty to bring ace musicians with him, and agreed to go in 
with an open mind .Naturally, 1 couldn't help bragging a bit about 
the previous shows I'd seen, and still considered these gigs a very 
probable indication of what was in store, regardless of the 
radically altered line-up. "Train Kept A-Rollin',” frequently the set 
opener in The 60s, kicked things off. Ben King produced a hard- 
hitting sound from the word “Go,” owing as much to Jeff Beck as 
to those that inspired him, in this case, Paul Burlison from The 
Rock ‘n’ Roll Trio. The band did not waiver from there, pulling 
out what the groovy hipster creeps call "Deep Cuts" (In other 
words, great songs you won't hear on the radio), pulling heavily 
from the band’s Psychedelic peak. "Little Games,” "Lost Woman,” 
"Drinking Muddy Water,” "Rack My Mind,” "Happenings Ten 
Years Time Ago,” "Think About It,” "I'm Confused " aka "Dazed 
and Confused,” the song many consider the gateway drug from 
The Yardbirds to Led Zeppelin, 1 don't buy that, but I walk the 
Jess-travelled path, the one scattered, occasionally, with Yardbirds 
rarities (one is strongly advised to investigate the new 
"Glimpses" CD set), and where Led Zeppelin is tolerated only in 
very small doses. Singer Andy Mitchell was very good at getting 
the crowd worked up. His vocal stylings are of a decidedly more 
“modern” bent than John Idan's, but he sang with conviction, and 
seemed dedicated to the idea that these songs were not "Oldies," 
and could be, arguably, treated differently every time, But, I think 
it's fair to say the whole band felt that way. Even when they did 
play the hits, they all brought something new to the table, 
something not lost on Jim McCarty, a non-argumentative 
bandleader who carried the set like an old school jazz drummer, 
keen to feature new talent. As a matter of fact, "For Your Love" 
came on harder than anyone had a right to expect. David Smale 
handled the bass with fluidity and injected his own personality 
into the mix, not out to replicate Paul Samswell-Smith, but, like 
the others, do something different, while sustaining his influence. 
It is « decidedly different band from previous incarnations, and in 
that, they are a confident and strong ensemble of musicians. As 
noted earlier, Ben King drew from Rockabilly and Country as 
well as the Blues, coming on like a seasoned pro, despite his 
years, but, also a proper student of Beck and Page, not content to 
merely ape their records. It has to be stated, also, that Andy 
Mitchell plays one mean Chicago blues harp. The future of The 
Yardbirds remains secure, if people will only realize that this is a 
hardworking band, dedicated to doing it up proper. When Chris 
Dreja returns they will, inarguably, be coming on that much 
stronger, "Very Hot and Still Alive, Five Live Yardbirds!” 

GUEST REVIEWER: MADELINE BOCARO. 

David Bowie “The Next Day” (ISO) 

We could be Heroes just for one day 
Just one classic Bowie line, besides ‘I am gay" 
For so long he has been away 
So many years with nothing to say 
Then he went to sleep one night 
It took a long time to see the light 
Awakening after 30 years with a beard 
He finds that he is still quite weird 
The same old questions are still on his mind 
Where Are We Now? and Who am I? 
Such beautiful weirdness 
What goes on in his mind? 
Visconti & Slick and some cool bits of sax 
And at last, Queen Bitch is back 
Every great Bowie era is mixed together 











Raw as nerves and plush as leather 
All of his best voices are back in the cast 
Bursts of newness and blasts from the past 
Rock N’ Roll Suicide in Heartbreak Hotel 
Five Years, end of the world and Droogs as well 
Weird tempos and sounds — not sure what he’s saying 
The perils of fame and cities decaying 
The boy keeps swinging 
Our ears keep ringing 
He’s got something to say 
In his own cryptic way 
‘What's he talking about? We don"t know 
Mishima did not have a dog 
And peacocks don’t like snow 
His life has flashed before his eyes 
Not quite dying and no disguise 
Not much has changed 
Bowie is still strange 
And for what it’s all worth 
He is still here on Earth 
Welcome back David 
Hope you're here to stay 
Wishing you the best for the next, and another day! 

GUEST REVIEW: CHRIS BUTLER 
fIREHOSE “Low Flows: The Columbia Anthology 91-93" (Sony 
Legacy) This has been a really difficult review to write because, 
like most of humanity, I love the Minutemen. I loved them the 
instant I heard the song ‘Search’ on the Rodney On The ROQ Vol 
2 compilation. I loved them when I got to see them. | was 
bummed when I heard that D. Boon had died. Anyway, when | 
heard that Mike Watt and George Hurley had started a new trio 
with Ed Crawford, I was curious and mildly psyched to hear it. I 
remember thinking that 'Brave Captain’ from the first fIREHOSE 
record sounded like Argent or something, for some reason. There 
was clearly a movement towards more mainstream / classic rock 
as well as a joining in spirit with a lot of the indy / college radio / 
120 Minutes type bands around at the time. So, by the time they 
rolled around to doing the 2 "major label" records compiled here, 
it seems to me that the Minutemen's anti-establishment-ism had 
mostly been subsumed by a big label contractual album 
fulfillment attitude. You know, a couple of good ideas per album 
with a lot of filler. "Hey guys, how are we going to fill up this 
record? I don't know,a calypso number?" And furthermore, there 
are the bonus and live cuts on here that I'm afraid point to some 
slackening of passion, you might say. ‘Slack Motherfucker’ for 
instance. I always considered it a sort of indy novelty song, and 
even Superchunk quickly grew tired of playing it. And it just 
seems to me that when fIREHOSE did it, it was like "Hey, this is 
what the kids are into these days" or something. Then they 
brought back "The Red And The Black", a B.O.C. cover which the 
Minutemen had done (pretty righteously, I thought) and I can 
imagine Watt and Hurley at practice saying to Ed "Well, we 
already know it, you should figure out the guitar parts.” OK, OK, 
that's pretty mean, but that's what I was thinking when I was 
listening to this reissue. And I know there are tons of fIREHOSE 
fans out there who will take issue with me, Like my brother who 
saw the James Worthy Tour in '87 and wore the hell out of the 
tour shirt as well as digging fIREHOSE. And they had Slovenly 
with them on that tour, so you've gotta give them credit for that 
And you've also gotta give them credit for reforming f{IREHOSE 
earlier this year instead of going on tour with a Tupac-style 
hologram of D. Boon. That would have been a really bad idea. 
The Guns “s/t” (Smog Veil) Cleveland. Something in the water, 
right? The catching-on-fire type Cuyahoga River water, right? I 
guess it ain't news that Cleveland had it going oa rock-wise circa 
74 to '80-something, and you might think that every Golden and 
Silver age ClePunk band’s catalog had already been mined, 
released and re-released (ala Rocket From The 
Tomb/Frankenstein/Dead Boys/Pere Ubu, Pagans, etc). But The 
Guns, initially a drums and guitar 2 piece from Cleveland had 
until now slipped through the cracks. However, thanks to the 
efforts of Smog Veil Records and Tom Eakin (aka Tom Dark of 
The Dark, Knifedance, Step Sister and Red Hour Records and 
brother of Scott Eakin, guitar/singer in the initial Guns’ line up) 
The Guns have gotten the career retrospective. But of course, what 
ultimately matters is the music. The Guns certainly surpassed the 
cookie cutter, derivative, hard core by the numbers served up by 
dozens of forgotten local bands. And although you wouldn't 
mistake one for the other, they put me in the mind of Chicago's 
Life Sentence for some reason. The Guns eventually added bass 
and 2nd guitar, people came and went, they went slightly metal in 
'85 like a lot of other bands. It's all documented in Toms excellent 
liner notes. But I think what you really hear on these records is the 
romanticism and the danger of that period of American music that 
I really don't think has happened again. If you were around for it 
and you lived in Northeastern Ohio, this record will probably be a 
big deal for you. If you weren't there, you might get a whiff of 
what it was like. Either way, it's worth it. 
On and Off Bass by Mike Watt (Three Rooms Press) First off, let 
me start by saying that I have been a fan of The Minutemen and 
Mike Watt, the person / bass player / philosopher ete etc for a long 
time. So if this review sounds a bit, er, negative, then it’s partly 


because Watt has set a pretty high standard for most of his stuff. 
So, here are some things I was thinking while looking at this book. 
Number one: | thought this is sort of a punk rock ‘Jonathan 
Livingston Seagull’ or something, mostly because there a lot of 
photos of pelicans and sea birds and the snippets of text seem to 
hint at some transformative events. Number 2: This book could 
have just been a series of FaceBook posts. And some of the text 
extracts (especially those conceming playing with The Stooges) I 
recognize from having read them before on Mike's web site. 
Number 3: People LOVE Mike Watt. The folks that make up the 
blurbosphere on the back cover (Robert Pollard, Iggy Pop, Jack 
Black, Richard Meltzer, Lee Ranaldo and more) would be 
impressive on any author's dust jacket. So, anyway, good on ya, 
Mike Watt. You can add another book to your extensive list of 
cool accomplishments. 
GUEST REVIEWER ROBERT DAYTON 

Slim Twig “A Hound At The Hem,” “Sof  Sike” 
(www pleasencerecords.com) Two Slim Twig albums were 
released this year. "A Hound at the Helm” is the one that got 
rejected by a label apparently for being ‘too weird’ -..ub...okay (has 
anyone ever heard of a label rejecting an album for being ‘too 
bland’, why doesn't that ever happen?) "Sof' Sike," the other one, 
is good. But this, this is magnificent. "A Hound At The Hem" is a 
kinda sorta concept album rescued from near-oblivion and made 
real. Reality: what a concept. A rumour was passed that this 
album took ten months to make. It shows. All with great care. 
They sure know how to nuance the layers. Most immediately 
striking are the strings, arrangements by Owen Pallett. Members 
of under-acknowledged Toronto instrumental act Zacht Automaat 
step into the platter. Organ and harspichord delicately swoon and 
swarm. Bass and drums forging molten, Slim Twig is coming into 
his own plunging dynamic depths of glory. Articulating that which 
is just out of reach, the thickly veiled taboo sexual proclivities and 
desires in alternating voices soft and throaty rhyming ‘It's my 
condition’ with ‘It's like a prison.’ Wrinkled plum velveteen, 
falling down neo-baroque. Up-too-late psych that is far to 
preoccupied to get wanky as it careens the marble-mouthed 
corridors of glam. Self-described Jean-Claude Vannier hat-tip 
reference pointer, but more moder sparkling murk and more 
Psychomodo, your Mother is in your DNA, it's inescapable. 





GUEST REVIEWER: GARY PIG GOLD 
Deep Purple CD/DVD reissues (Purple Records/Eagle Rock) 
JON LORD: REST, IN ROCK: “Just what the world needs: 
Another record company." And with those typically snide words, 
‘on the Seventh day of February, 1968, Bizarre Productions was 
duly incorporated, and two hundred shares of no par value 
common stock issued in the State of New York, thereby creating 
the first of several record companies Frank Zappa would oversee 
during his most colorful life and career. At this very same point in 
time, 3500 miles and one ocean to the east, the world's biggest pop 
group launched their very own Apple Corps, whose singles and 
albums were manufactured and distributed in North America by 
that granddaddy of all (once-) indie labels, Capitol Records. Of 
course, as they usually were, Capitol's resident Beach Boys were 
already over a year ahead of the Fabs in creating their own 
personal Brother Records imprint, ostensibly conducting business 
right out of that iconic Capitol Tower on the comer of Hollywood 
and Vine (though, truth be told, most Brother board meetings were 
held in Brian Wilson's swimming pool or, if the vibes so dictated, 
under a tent in Brian's living room). Stranger still, right there in 
the shadow of the Capitol Tower, 1968 saw the formation of yet 
another custom record label — this one the brainchild of comedian 
Bill Cosby alongside his manager Roy Silver, and most 
righteously christened with the ineffable Hebrew name of God, 
Tetragrammaton. Not surprisingly then, one of its first signings 
(besides Mr. Cosby of course) was Pat Boone and his strangely 
countrified, recorded-in-a-single-day, produced-by-Zal-Yanovsky- 
even Departure album. Simultaneously, on the far, far other side 
of the socio-musical spectrum, Tetragrammaton also somehow 
found itself the American distributor of none other than John and 
Yoko's fully-frontal Two Virgins album. Huh! How's THAT for 
diversity in establishing a talent roster for an up-and-coming new 
label, even by late-Sixties’ standards? Nevertheless, despite the 
presence of one of the nation’s biggest comedians, slickest Fifties 
teen idols, and a naked Beatle to boot, Tetragrammaton is best 
remembered today as the label that launched the career of 
Hertfordshire, England's very own Nick Simper, Rod Evans, Jan 





Paice, Ritchie Blackmore and Jon Lord. More or less better known 
to this very day as, yes, Deep Purple. Now, to say that in 1968 
Messrs. Cosby and Silver had no real idea whatsoever how to 
handle their newly-signed band of proto-metalheads would be 
quite the understatement: Rather than booking the lads into all the 
most hep rock halls of the day, the quintet's inaugural tour of the 
US. centered instead around appearances on television's Playboy 
After Dark (during which Ritchie Blackmore was seen giving 
Hugh Hefner a guitar lesson) and The Dating Game (wherein the 
late, extremely great Jon Lord came in third out of three 
contestants and didn’t get the girl. “I was pissed off | wasn't 
chosen; she was very beautiful,” the Purple patriarch could still be 
heard complaining a quarter century later). Despite all of the 
above and more, it is a testament then to the solid quality of Deep 
Purple's early music that they not only survived, but actually 
placed a trio of singles into the American charts during their two- 
year stint with Tetragrammaton. In the process, they also produced 
three more-than-accomplished albums which, to my ears at least, 
remain the best they have ever done. Those albums, Shades of 
Deep Purple, The Book of Taliesyn, and the eponymous, 
Hieronymus Bosch-wrapped Deep Purple have now been made 
available again, complete with studio out-takes and BBC Radio 
bonus tracks, from the fine folk over at Eagle Rock Entertainment. 
Included therein, of course, are the band's initial Top Forty hits 
(wholly machine-headed takes on Joe South's "Hush" and even 
Neil Diamond's "Kentucky Woman"), a ten-minute-plus roll over 
Phil Spector's "River Deep, Mountain High” — somehow via "Also 
Sprach Zarathustra" ~ which I bet even Ike Turner would've 
approved of, plus two Beatles and even a Donovan cover. You 
see, like all vintage-Sixties bands, British in particular, Purple 
learned early the value of a carefully crafted tune ...regardless of 
who wrote or even claimed the publishing royalties. Of course 
this was the same band who, with a Seventies shift in personnel or 
two, went on to produce some of that decade's heaviest slabs of 
Marshall-powered r-a-w-k (e.g: the utterly Ramone-tempo'd 
"Highway Star" not to mention that riff that launched countless 
pyromaniacs, "Smoke On The Water"). Evidence of such 
delightfully moronic brilliance can indeed be heard as early as 
Shades’ Jimi-fried "Mandrake Root," and especially the first five- 
minutes-thirty of the Deep Purple album. Conversely though, this 
was a band which also indulged its tender moments as well ~ I'd 
like to see the Mk. 2012 Purple tackle any Donovan songs! ~ and 
even spent an inordinate amount of Book of Taliesyn concocting 
fits of druid bombast even Spinal Tap couldn't, or wouldn't touch. 
Jon Lord, speaking at the time to Woman's Own magazine, 
attempted to explain this, um, approach by making allusions to 
astral association. Hmmm. It can perhaps be seen in retrospect 
that this very dichotomy between the fanciful and the Neanderthal 
doomed this early incarnation of the band; in fact, shortly after the 
release of Deep Purple in 1969 bassist Nick Simper, along with 
vocalist (and budding Lux Interior) Rod Evans were fired for flat- 
out refusing to head in heavier directions, man. At this same time 
Tetragrammaton itself went belly up, taking with it all Purple 
profits they could legally or otherwise lay their hands on. This 
freed Mr. Lord to indulge for the moment each and every Derek 
Smalls fantasy imaginable on stage at the Royal Albert Hall via 
his Concerto for Group and Orchestra, while Ritchie Blackmore 
set about retooling a leaner, meaner Deep Purple for the arena- 
rocking decade to come. Most of you know the story from there. 
But for the moment, let me direct you instead back to the glory 
daze when our heroes were still hangin’ with the Cos at Hef's 
mansion and wondering why Rosemary never took the Pill; in that 
halcyon period of The Flower Pot Men and Their Garden (one of 
Jon and Nick's pre-Purple combos, | kid you not) and other such 
musical madmen who were never afraid to say and play anything 
and everything that crossed what remained of their minds. 
Accordingly these original three, thankfully re-issued albums can 
now be heard again, in all of their deepest, purplest glory. But, 
when asked if he will still be grabbing a piece of the action, Bill 
Cosby's only reply was "....hush!" 

Exotic Beatles, Part 4: Plastic Soul (Exotica) While the very 
concept of the “Tribute” album has over the years become quite a 
scary one, the Beatle Tribute can strike downright terror into the 
hearts of any who still value their sensibilities, let alone that 
hitherto-durable 214-song catalog. Yes, as far back as Bill 
Shatner's 1968 stab at "Lucy In The Sky," John, Paul, George and 
even Ringo have had their melodic legacies sliced, diced, half- 
baked, botched and certainly butchered by those both well- 
meaning and, well, just plain mean. Truth to tell, these days I find 
it increasingly hard to sit through that Bee Gee/Frampton Sgt. 
Pepper movie even with tongue deep in-cheek. But then, there is 
London's own Jim Phelan who, far from fearing Captain Kirk's 
"Lucy" upon first encountering her, took matters firmly into his 
own brave hands by launching not only an actual record label 
(Exotica), but an entire series of Fab compilations under the regal 
Exotic Beatles banner. Its nineteen-year (so far) mission? To, yes, 
boldly go where no audio Tribute of any sort has dared before. As 
in Maurice Chevalier, Mae West, Professor Stanley Unwin and 
Evening Standard art critic Brian Sewell casting their Mersey- 
coated throats alongside those of various hillbilly squirrels, 
metropolitan police choirs, Balsara's Singing Sitars and even 
Shang Shang Typhoon with their utterly Spector-silencing "Let It 
Be.” "The sound of the world going mad!" cried Record Collector 














Magazine, while no less a moppin’ top authority than the Daily 
Mail On Sunday hailed Exotic Beatles 3 as, and | quote, "more 
exciting than the Beatles Anthology” (a sentiment which, by the 
way, I totally agree with), And now, a dozen-plus years and one 
hard-drive theft later comes Mr. Phelan's latest and possibly even 
greatest collection yet: Exotic Beatles 4 — Plastic Soul. It is, 1 most 
humbly proclaim, the greatest Beatle (-related) album since 
Something New and possibly even All You Need Is Cash. After 
being introduced in their very own words, from their very own 
mouths, by none other than Tony Randall, Ed Sullivan, and the 
Japanese Beatles themselves, we're immediately sent "Back In 
The USSR" via one Irishman, one Hungarian, and one exquisite 
collection of Russian throat singers, all together now as Baba 
Yaga with an a cappella blend perfectly suiting this number 
through its B.Wilsonesque splendor. Why, | shall never hear the 
first two-minutes-forty-three of that White Album in exactly the 
same way again, And, hopefully, neither shall you. Follow that 
with over an hour of additional Northern Songs out of Siberia 
(Bugotak’s coldly Kraftwerkian "Kon Togethy"), Singapore (a 
1964 "Can't Buy Me Love" from folk star Shan Kuan Liu Yun) 
(who obviously plugged in a year before Dylan ever unpacked his 
Strat at Newport), Germany (candlemaker Klaus Beyer, who 
could certainly teach Giles Martin a thing or three about Beatle 
mash-ups!) and a whole invasion of further tracks from Russia 
(special note given to the bands 7B and Boney Nem, who treat 
"And I Love Her" to both techno and death-thrash makeovers 
which would cause at least one half of the Lennon/McCartney 
songwriting team to cackle in solidarity). Let me just add that 
Exotic Beatles 4 also contains two "Hey Jude"s. One a Xhosa 
language Bantu bossa-nova rendition; the other rendered by a 
severely alt.-mariachi Mexican marching band. Both versions, 
needless to say, | now prefer far, far more than the original Apple 
recording. Garnish with a speed metal "Eleanor Rigby,” a 
Dixieland "Here, There and Everywhere," "Day Tripper” as 
interpreted by barking dogs from New Zealand, and then a sub- 
waltz "Yellow Submarine" which flawlessly incorporates snatches 
of the Blue Danube, tie together with intricately inserted spoken- 
link segues courtesy of not only J,P,G & R but even B. Dylan 
(reciting "Hello Goodbye"!) and Michael Mills (the Minister of 
Youth and Evangelism at the Family Alter — or is it Family 
Altered? — Chapel in Battle Creek, Michigan, warning us of the 
evils of Beatle backwards masking) and we have an album of 
wild, wicked wonder which so easily deserves a place right there 
between Magical Mystery Tour and Meet the Beatles, Needless to 
say then, Jim Phelan is much, much more than just another B- 
maniac with a great big pile of CD's strewn across the living room 
floor. This is obviously a man who not only collects the records, 
but absconds with, absorbs, then totally abstracts and recasts them 
in ways that make every ear within shot simply boggle. And this 
being written here and now by a man who has yet to outgrow his 
Dance and Sing Mother Goose with a Beatle Beat LP, I'll have 
you all know! Hear for yourselves immediately then, not only on 
Plastic Soul, but each of its three excellent companion volumes as 
well. Or, to put it even more exotically, "The Beatles Are Dead! 
Long Live the Exotic Beatles!" 
Jimi Hendrix: TEN REASONS TO NOW REVISIT “HENDRIX 
AT WINTERLAND"& “IN THE WEST" (legacyrecordings.com) 
1.These original live recordings — totaling 47 tracks over five 
hours plus — have previously been semi-available only on long. 
out-of-print releases (not counting quite _inferior-sounding 
bootlegs), and in the case of the Winterland performances now 
features three (!) full discs of additional material 

2. The Jimi Hendrix Experience, celebrating both its second 
anniversary together & the release of their landmark new Electric 
Ladyland, filled SF's Winterland Ballroom for 3 nights running in 
October of 1968. Understandably, after over a solid year on the 
road, the trio sound a bit frazzled at points, often struggling to 
keep both in time and in tune... not just with one another, either 
Still, the passages of sheer magic, power, & true resplendence 
(e.g.: a downright incendiary "Foxey Lady" on Dise 1) much more 
than outnumber the odd lyrical or even musical clam. 

3. Meanwhile over with Hendrix In The West, the five additional 
tracks never heard on its long-ago-killed-by-litigation vinyl 
edition include a ten-minute "Spanish Castle Magic” which not 
only interlopes "Sunshine Of Your Love" but even lets the late, 
extremely great Mitch Mitchell indulge in the kind of tasteful 
drum solo G. Baker only rarely seemed capable of. Plus, of 
course, original In The West favorites "Red House” (in what many 
believe to be its definitive reading), a semi-funk aftemoon 
soundcheck "Blue Suede Shoes," and even "God Save The 
Queen"/"Sgt. Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band" from the Isle of 
Wight remain intact and are still guaranteed to raise a smile. 

4. The vast majority of these Winterland and West remote 
recordings were made by the ingenious Wally Heider who, despite 
the obvious limitations inherent in late-Sixties technology, battled 
above and beyond the call of duty to completely capture a band as 
LOUD and, um, unpredictable as Jimi's Experience. 

5. Nevertheless, on-stage equipment gremlins abound throughout 
the Winterland gigs especially: "Like a Rolling Stone." for 
example, is prefaced with the warning "I hate to say it, but I just 
developed about six more broken speakers. So, we'll see what 
happens," while minutes later an increasingly frustrated Hendrix 
can be heard muttering "I think I got about four speakers left and 


about three more valve tubes. And Mitch, he's on his third pair of 
arms, but fuck ir. Hell, 1 don't give a damn. Let's play it!" 

6. Ever the showman though, Jimi duly instructs one technician 
“Hey man, give me some real groovy lights. Damn, I'm gonna 
look like Lena Home at least!" before tearing into a picture- 
perfect "Star Spangled Banner” (with the explanation, "You get 
tired of playing notes sometimes so you get close to playing 
exactly what you call a true feeling. It's really lost souls in 
frustration, it seems like to me. I don't know though — we're just 
messengers. We'll see if we can get this feeling across to you..." 
Cue a brief excerpt from the Bonanza theme at 2:47 in). 

7.Though Experience bottom end Redding's much-needed back- 
up vocals (on "Fire" especially) don't seem to have made it onto 
remote tape Ul the May “69 /n The West performances,he managed 
to more than pull off a ferociously fuzzed bass solo midway 
through night one at Winterland, A few minutes later however, 
Jefferson Airplane’s Jack Casady for some reason replaces him on 
the Fender JazzThen the next night, Virgil Gonsalves from Buddy 
Miles’ band steps up during "Are You Experienced?” with some 
utterly "6 Was 9° flute flourishes, I kid you not. 

8. But the indisputable star throughout was, is, and shall forever 
remain Hendrix himself, it should go without saying, who does 
things with and to his six strings which guitarists are still at a loss 
to explain, let alone emulate. Enough said, 

9. Bonus Points must here be awarded to the Winterland Bonus 
Disc, which includes a very revealing backstage interview from 
the Boston Garden prior to the Experience's November 16, '68 
appearance there. Jimi playfully disses Frank Zappa, Johnny 
"Guitar" Watson and even Dave Dee, Dozy, Beaky, Mick and 
Tich .,.but does make up for it by citing Muddy Waters, Eddie 
Cochran and Ritchie Valens (!) as formative influences. Listen 
very closely too and you'll hear Noel preparing his Fat Mattress 
somewhere in the background 

10, And if you just can't stop, Legacy also made available Jimi 
Hendrix: The Dick Cavett Show, a complete compendium of Jimi's 
1969 appearances on the thinking man's Tonight Show. Though 
Dick manages to get through both his interviews with Jimi without 
once mentioning Groucho, he seems only marginally more 
convinced than guest Robert "Marcus Welby" Young that 
Hendrix’ "Star Spangled Banner" is as "beautiful" as our hero 
insists it is. Your ears, of course, know better, 

Herman's Hermits “Hold On,” “Mr, Brown You've Got a 
Lovely Daughter” soundtracks (ABCKO) In the utterly go-go, 
tran: dia flurry which was mid-Sixties pop(ular culture), every 
television star worth their Nielsens was expected to not only chase 
spies and rope steers, but compete with those rock ‘n' rollers of the 
moment upon the Top Forty to boot. To cite but two examples, 
Lorne Bonanza Greene and his 1964 chart-topping "Ringo," not to 
mention Captain James T. Kirk's similarly Beatle-busting 
Transformed Man album, Which contained the possibly definitive 
version of "Lucy In The Sky With Diamonds,” I kid you not. 
Conversely, the real rock stars of the day were fully expected to 
make their own stabs upon the silver screen as well, all the better 
an opportunity to cross-promote their latest singles, albums, 
custom lunchboxes and/or coast-to-coast public appearance tours. 
The Beatles, as they usually were, being first and foremost with 
their cinematic debut A Hard Day's Night, which truly does 
remain the Citizen Kane of jukebox musicals as no less an 
authority as Andrew Sarris anointed it in 1964, Next up were 
Beatlepals Gerry and the Pacemakers on their own Ferry Cross 
The Mersey (complete with an original score by Gerry Marsden; 
his greatest musical moments ever), followed by the Dave Clark 
Five's darkly cynical Having a Wild Weekend (directed by a 
young John Boorman, it featured the longest hair and most 
abundant use of marijuana then displayed in a jukebox musical) 
Meanwhile over on the circa-1965 AM radio dial, it's not often 
recalled that a young band of upstarts from Manchester were 
actually out-selling those Beatles all over the North American 
charts, and they just happened to not only record for a label which 
conveniently owned its own movie studio, but were also fronted 
by a picture-perfect posterboy who (a) reminded their producer of 
a young John F. Kennedy, and (b) already possessed previous 
acting experience on British television. The band was Herman's 
Hermits, the label/studio MGM, the mop-topped JFK in question 
the one and only Peter Blair Denis Bernard ("Herman") Noone, 
and the movies? Why, none other than those full-color, action- 
and-music-packed, guitar-beating romp ‘n' rolling gems Hold On! 
and Mrs. Brown You've Got A Lovely Daughter. Now it's not 
quite known what, if anything, Andrew Sarris thought of these 
two spectacular quickies — I can find neither even mentioned 
within his landmark The American Cinema: Directors and 
Directions 1929-1968, for example — but both films more than 
achieved their goals in helping move still more seven-inch slices 
of monophonic vinyl while fitting perfectly alongside Harum 
Scarum and How To Stuff a Wild Bikini at the neighborhood 
drive-in slash make-out lot. Mission, then, Accomplished. What is 
quite pleasantly surprising, however, is that the Original Motion 
Picture Soundtracks for both films have been re-released courtesy 
of the good folk over at ABKCO. And they honestly do contain 
more than their fair share of fab, fanciful, and fully-Hermanly 
numbers which, thanks in no small part to producer Mickie Most 
not only hold on, but hold up quite well against such period rock 
scores as Help! and even the Monkees’ magnificent Head. 











The Hold On! soundtrack especially, featuring four great PF. 
Sloan/Steve Barri compositions, is shoulders above most of the 
4/4 fluff then filling teen exploitation fare. In fact three of its 
numbers, "A Must To Avoid,” "Leaning on the Lamp Post," and 
the "Hold On!" title number itself duly joined the slew of other 
multiple-million-selling Hermits records then dominating the 
North American airwaves. The Hold On! score also features, it 
should be noted, the debut appearance of Sloan/Barri's "Where 
Were You When I Needed You" (which was soon to launch the 
career of The Grass Roots) plus a cinematically ultra-cute cut by 
co-star Shelley Fabares called "Make Me Happy" (Ms. Fabares, 
by the way, was then married to record bizzer Lou Adler who, not 
at all coincidentally in the incestuous world of Sixties pop, also 
managed and published the aforementioned Sloan and Barri). You 
should also all make it a point to witness Shelley's big fantasy 
number with Herman, "The George And Dragon," which for three 
minutes launches Hold On! into flights of surrealism only hinted 
at during Magical Mystery Tour. Two years later, the late, 
extremely great Davy Jones had swiftly replaced Herman upon 
teenage American bedroom walls and television screens, and the 
Hermits were banished back to their homeland to eek out a few 
more hits — and one more movie under the auspices of their new 
manager (and major MGM stockholder) Allen Klein — before the 
bubbly inevitably burst. That movie, 1968's Mrs. Brown You've 
Got A Lovely Daughter, may not have been set in outer space like 
some of Hold On! but was, quite refreshingly, much more down- 
to-earth, Literally... as it concerned the plight of the Hermits and 
their missing racing greyhound known as, yes, Mrs. Brown. 
Nevertheless, the music (arranged by a just-pre Zep J, P, Jones) is 
as bouncy and colorful as the Hermits’ post-mod wardrobe ~ we're 
treated to a revival of the band's U.S. swansong "There's a Kind of 
Hush (All Over The World),” for example — and, as for the film 
itself, I'd just have to agree with Bruce Eder, writing in 
Hollywood Rock, when he calls it "much more fun than Jean-Luc 
Godard's Sympathy For The Devil," another 1968 A. Klein 
production by the way. So! Two vintage-Sixties original motion 
picture soundtracks, twenty songs in under fifty minutes (plus a 
surprise "Mrs. Brown's Daughter" session excerpt), great singing 
and playing by Peter Noone, Karl Green, Keith Hopwood, Barry 
Whitwam and the also late great Derek "Lek" Leckenby, and all 
newly available on dise and for download via ABKCO. PS; plus 
both the Hold On! and Mrs. Brown films themselves are back on 
DVD courtesy of the Warner Archive Collection, so you can once 
and for all find out precisely why NASA wanted to name its latest 
Gemini space capsule "Herman's Hermits," and how Stanley 
Holloway got Herman a job as a fruit peddler in a London grocery 
stall. Where in hell is Andrew Sarris when we really need him?!! 
IGGY & the Stooges “Raw Power Live, IN THE HANDS OF 
THE FANS” (MVD) As the opening credits of this grand MVD 
Visual DVD state, (and I quote), "On September 3, 2010, Iggy and 
the Stooges performed Raw Power live in Monticello, New York. 
Six fans filmed the concert and interviewed Iggy and the Stooges 
after the show." Really then! A concept so crystalline in both its 
simplicity and beauty - much like Iggy himself, one such as 
myself could argue. But the result is mountains above and beyond 
the ultimate DIY epic for Generation YouTube; What we have 
here is a real-time and, of course, real LOUD (thanks in no small 
part to the work of audio recordist Max Bisgrove) down ‘n’' dirty 
antidote to all those precious Jonathan Demme-style concert films 
regularly being awarded art-house praises and prizes, 

Raw Power Live: In The Hands Of The Fans is in fact, with all 
apologies to The TAMI Show, the best on-screen rendering of rock 
‘n’ roll I have ever seen. First off, we introduce the six esteemed 
camera(wo)men/filmmakers themselves: * Nick Esposito, 
surrounded by Stoogephelia galore inside his very own fun house 
showing off "rare, out-of-print French vinyl" (with picture sleeve!) 
* Edwin Samuelson, who has seen the Stooges six times in 
concert (and jumped on stage with them four of those six times) 

* Stephen Schmidt, who describes himself as "somewhere 
between a Stooges fan and a Stooges historian" (and wonders how 
the band ever got from John Coltrane and Harry Partch all the way 
over to "Search and Destroy") (simple, answers Iggy: "All the 
great black and hillbilly artists had been ripped off already") 

* Britt Clardy, a 23-year-old film student from Denton, Texas who 
looks all the world to be a long-lost refugee from Blue Cheer 

* Amy Verdon, pacing excitedly amongst her most impressive 
indeed floor-to-ceiling record collection * Matt Goldman, curious 
to know exactly what happened after each original Raw Power 
master was faded out on its initial vinyl release (again, Iggy 
explains "There was a point in time when to hear a good, 
memorable song was like" — expectant pause - “an alien 
visitation. It was ‘Oh my god, it came in! Where did it come from? 
Nobody knows!’ And it came, and it put that message in your 
brain and then" ~ even more dramatic pause ~ “it disappeared. 
And for me, that was the point of the fade out: To make the song 
disappear as the message is being repeated in your brain") (and, to 
demonstrate, Iggy sings a note-perfect chorus of "Be My Baby” 
straight into Matt's startled face). But enough of this yakkin'! It's 
time to cut straight to, in bassist Mike Watt's words, the small 
Borscht-belt town of Monticello and a pad called Kutsher’s for this 
70-minute concert rendition of Raw Power and then some which 
is both furious and fabulous in both its, well, power and rawness. 1 
mean, what else can one expect from a set list which kicks 








completely off with "Raw Power,” "Search and Destroy," "Gimme 
Danger” and then "Your Pretty Face Is Going To Hell,” I ask 
you?! Next though, things get even more raw as Iggy invites the 
audience — that is, as many as the startled security staff will allow 
— to join his Stooges on stage for "Shake Appeal" (I wonder if 
Edwin Samuelson made it this time?). The accompanying mosh- 
eye-view offers all the unmistakable cinematic aesthetics of your 
standard riot police surveillance footage ...that is, until Mr. Pop 
asks "the talented and personable New York State dancers" to exit 
at song's end (and, in true New York State fashion, few oblige). 

It should be noted however that Iggy doesn’t return the favor by 
leaping off stage, in his own time-tested inimitable way, until 
twenty seconds into "Death Trip.” But by then we've already been 
treated to a deliciously cheesy/sleazy rendition of "I Need 
Somebody” which would not sound one inch out of place in that 
peeler bar a block behind your local bus station, James 
Williamson's trademark teeth-pulling guitar work reaches all new 
depths of delight on both this and the Sun Ra-by-way-of Mothers 
of Invention "Night Theme” which follows Iggy's refreshing mid- 
"1970 (I Feel Alright)" Evian water bath. P.S.: Special mention 
must be made here to accompanying saxman-in-the-shadows 
Steve Mackay for helping keep the John Coltrane/Harry Partch 
portion of the equation alive and honking. "Beyond the Law,” “I 
Got A Right," "I Wanna Be Your Dog" (complete with completely 
crazed audience sing-along) and an encore "Fun House" wherein 
Iggy delivers “a message to Heaven; to James Brown: Hey James? 
Lemme in!" and quicker than it all started there's just "No Fun" left 
for the good citizens of Monticello. But we the viewer still have 
forty-four minutes of post-gig interviews with Iggy, James and 
Scott "Rock Action" Asheton to enjoy, during which we discover 
the "template" for "Death Trip" was none other than Frankie 
Ford's "Sea Cruise" ...not to mention Mr. Goldman learning all 
about those notorious fade-outs, of course, It must go without 
even saying that Raw Power, to say nothing of Iggy Pop himself, 
seems to have aged not one iota since those g(I)ory days of '73. 
But what is surprising is just how perfectly this film captures 
every grunt, howl and lambaste of the original's pointed purpose, 
doing both the landmark album and its creators more than proud, 
Director/editors Joey Carey and Luis Valdes should immediately 
be awarded a trunkful of Oscars for bravely adhering to Iggy's 
“Fuck the dramatic hocus-pocus" edict throughout their 
production, I do say. Because, as no less an authority as the head 
Stooge Himself proclaims, "This shit really sizzles and we are so 
obviously a crack band in a class of our own." Raw Power Live is 
the living proof. Watch it today, and often. 

The Monkees Season | and Season 2 DVD's (Eagle Rock) Can it 
really be true that Rolling Stone publisher/magnate Jann S. 
‘Wenner has personally conducted a decades-long campaign to bar 
The Monkees from induction into the Rock and Roll Hall of 
Fame? Far-from-dummy Monkee Peter Tork certainly thinks so. 
“He doesn't care what the rules are and just operates how he sees 
fit," Tork told the New York Post in 2007. "It is an abuse of power. 
I don't know whether The Monkees belong in the Hall of Fame, 
but it's pretty clear that we're not in there because of a personal 
whim.” Now sure, the Monkees (along with the Beach Boys, 
Byrds, even Beatles, most every Motown act, etc, etc, etc.) 
certainly didn't play every single note on every single record they 
ever made. Nevertheless, in 1967 Jann and his fledgling zine were 
riding extremely high on the Monkee-bashing bandwagon, using 
the television rockstars as the best/worst examples of all that was 
unhip, uncool, and truth be told un-San Francisco in the world. 
Fair enough. I remember it also took Rolling Stone over a decade 
to figure out the Ramones too. Regarding that great big late- 
Sixties Monkees-used-session-musicians brew-ha-ha though, as 
Peter most rightfully points out "Jann seems to have taken it 
harder than everyone else. And now, forty years later, everybody 
says, What's the big deal? Everybody else does it.’ Nobody cares 
now except him. He feels his moral judgment in 1967 and 1968 is 
supposed to serve in 2007." Of course, looking at the big picture, 
such Fame Hall squirmishes mean little if anything over here in 
what remains of the real world, But let me just remind Mr. 
Wenner and countless other Monkee doubters out there — and yes, 
there's probably just as many in 2013 as there were in 2007, to say 
nothing of 1967: Forget about who really played all those 
flamenco breaks on "Valleri." If you were born anywhere between 
the years 1955 and 1960, and consequently were just a tad too 
young to teethe your ears upon Per Sounds or Revolver, like me 
you tuned into your local NBC-TV affiliate on the evening of 
September 12, 1966, sat transfixed for the next thirty minutes, and 
then told yourself "Hey! So THAT'S what a rock and roll band 
really lives, looks, sounds and acts like!” Eating communal Rice 
Krispies at the break of noon, practicing in front of the patio 
window every day instead of going to school or work, yet always 
making sure to keep too busy singing to put anybody (under the 
age of twenty-five) down. This was vital, and in my case at least 
life-changing information which just couldn't be gleaned from 
spotting the occasional three-minute Dave Clark Five or Turtles 
performance on The Ed Sullivan Show. But even more importantly 
— and, as it turns out, much more slyly and cleverly — what Peter 
alongside his pals Davy Jones (RIP), Micky Dolenz and Mike 
“Wool Hat" Nesmith (who I just saw in concert just last night... 
fantastic, need I say any more?) really did during their fifty-eight 





half-hours on NBC was, for the very first time, bring the counter- 
culture boldly into the North American entertainment mainstream. 
Really. You must understand that prior to 1966, long-haired kids 
were only seen on television getting into no good whatsoever 
down some dark, garbage-strewn alley ...that is until Sergeant Joe 
Friday rounded them up while giving a stem lecture on morality 
into the nearest camera. Suddenly though, here were four 
seemingly happy-go-lucky kids with hair over their ears and 
guitars over their shoulders, without any apparent “adult 
supervision” such as parents or bosses in sight, living for all 
intents and purposes the same kind of wholesome apple-pie life as 
those over in Mayberry or My Three Sons. Indeed, at the end of 
each broadcast day Davy always got the girl, the villains always 
got what they deserved, and the small-screen sun inevitably set to 
the accompaniment of yet another ultra-groovy new Nilsson or 
Boyce and Hart-penned tune (...which reminds me: long before 
"Penny Lane” or even D.A. Pennebaker, The Monkees damn well 
invented MTV too) (please, try not to hold it against them). But 
for all their seemingly homespun zaniness, each week the Prefab 
Four were in actual fact getting up to the kind of (mis)adventures 
even A Hard Day's Night wouldn't, or couldn't show, Don't just 
take my words for it though. Even Timothy Leary, unlike his 
supposed contemporaries way over at Rolling Stone, immediately 
saw between the cathode lines. And I quote (from Dr. Leary's own 
The Politics of Ecstasy): “The Monkees’ television show. Oh, you 
thought that it was silly teenage entertainment? Don't be fooled. 
While it lasted, it was a classic Sufi put on. An early-Christian 
electronic satire. A mystic magic show. A jolly Buddha laugh at 
hypocrisy. "At early evening kiddie-time on Monday the Monkees 
would rush through a parody drama, burlesquing the very shows 
that glue Mom and Dad to the set during prime time. Spoofing the 
movies & the violence & the down-heavy-conflict-emotion 
themes that fascinate the middle-aged. & woven into the fast- 
moving psychedelic stream of action were the prophetic, holy, 
challenging words. Micky was rapping quickly, dropping literary 
names, making scholarly references: then the sudden psychedelic 
switch of the reality channel. He looked straight at the camera, 
right into your living room, & up-levelled the comedy by saying: 
‘Pretty good talking for a long-haired weirdo, huh, Mr. & Mrs. 
America?’ & then ZAP, flash. Back to the innocuous comedy.” 

& here I was as a wee tyke thinking I was just watching a live- 
action Rocky & Bullwinkle with amplifiers every week! & now, 
many thanks to our heroes at Eagle Rock Entertainment, you need 
no longer roam the nether regions of your satellite dish or settle 
for dicey VHS-generation YouTube uploads to hear & see what 
all the fuss was truly about. For once again, the entire series of 
Monkeeshows, along with their even-seeing-isn't-quite-believing 
33 1/3 Revolutions Per Monkee television spectacular — plus a 
slew of Kellogg's cereal commercials just to put everything in 
their proper hysterical perspective - have all been lovingly 
packaged anew into two (count 'em!) deluxe DVD box sets. Once 
again we can watch Mike trading places ~ & prosthetic noses — 
with Frank Zappa before running for Mayor (& issuing forth a 
most somber soliloquy which seems even more relevant to today's 
socio-political atmosphere). We can see Peter bargaining to regain 
his musical soul from a metaphorically-steeped record-biz 
Beelzebub, & Micky battling the evil Wizard Glick & his far from 
subliminal television-brainwash machine (in an episode the fuzzy- 
headed Monkee, by the way, also directed). & Davy? He gets the 
girl(s). & also taught Axl Rose how to dance, need I remind 
anyone. It's all wacky & definitely wild throughout, you bet. But 
it's particularly surprising how extremely fast-paced & 
ingeniously edited these half-hours are, & in Series Two 
especially each show began doing, saying ~ & showing — things 
on the family tube that were absolutely unseen & unheard of 
across the pre-Python/SNL \&scape. Plus the music throughout is 
top-notch, it should go without mentioning. Even the sequences 
where Liberace takes a sledge hammer to a gr& piano. Come 1968 
however, all that was left for The Monkees was to star in the 
greatest rock ‘n’ roll film ever made (it's called Head, by the way) 
before paving the TV way for various Partridges, Banana Splits, & 
even their old nemesis Don Kirshner's Rock Concert. Lest we 
never forget Michael Nesmith's |&mark Elephant & Television 
Parts series as well, full of the visionary & pioneering work he 
continues to this very date right there on his own Video Ranch 
Dot Com. But for now, you better get ready to take a giant step 
back; back to the very beginning, To 7:30 pm, September 12, ‘66. 
Disc 1, Episode 1 of Season 1 of The Monkees. Why, it really is 
more fun than a barrelful of, well, old Rolling Stone magazines. 

Billy Preston “The 16-Year-Old Soul Of Billy Preston” 
(ABKCO) Most of us first met this latest in a long line of Fifth 
Beatles on or soon after April 11, 1969 with the release of a self- 
described little “song to roller-coast by” called “Get Back.” Never 
before, you see, had the Fabs shared sacred label credit with 
anyone other than themselves, But there it was, printed right atop 
that bright green revolving Granny Smith: “The Beatles... with 
Billy Preston.” However, much prior to his musical roller- 
coasting, William Everett Preston already enjoyed a proud and 
prodigious career, launched from his mother’s lap where, at age 
three, he began playing the family piano. Soon he was performing 
with James Cleveland, Andraé Crouch and Mahalia Jackson, and 
in 1958 portrayed W.C. Handy (alongside Nat “King” Cole) in the 
film St, Louis Blues. Barely into his teens, Billy was on the road 


with Little Richard (first running into those Beatles in Hamburg) 
and Ray Charles when he was hired in 1963 to perform on Sam 
Cooke's Night Beat. His organ work throughout those sessions — 
‘on the version of “Little Red Rooster” therein especially — lead to 
his immediately being signed, on the spot, to Cooke's fledgling 
SAR label. Now, it is a seldom-recalled fact (so seldom it remains 
unlisted even on his official website’s discography!) that the first 
Billy Preston album was released on SAR’s Derby Records 
affiliate during June of 1963. And today, for the first time in a 
near half century, those remarkable sessions are available again. In 
a momentous year which had already witnessed the 12 Year Old 
Genius of Little Stevie Wonder, Billy's /6 Year Old Soul takes a 
mere two minutes ten — into the opening track “Greazee,” in fact — 
to reveal those characteristic keyboard calisthenics the world 
would soon leam to love behind various Beatles, Stones, Streisand 
even, and so many others. In fact, these debut sessions display a 
mastery and, somehow, maturity on his instrument which 
musicians twice Billy’s age still seem incapable of summoning. 
The rendition of “God Bless The Child” in particular is 
remarkably assured for a mere sixteen-year-old, daring even to 
border towards the funk on certain passages (thanks in no small 
part to the drumming of the one and only Earl Palmer), Similarly 
playful takes on mentor Sam's “Bring It On Home To Me” as well 
as the Ray Charles-ified “I Can't Stop Loving You" (speaking of 
Modern Sounds in Country and Western Music!) show Billy 
swirling atop his Hammond in ways that may be more “outasight” 
than “Outa-Space,” but outright miraculous nonetheless. Eighteen 
months later however, Sam Cooke was gone, so was SAR 
Records, and with it, most tragically as well, 16 Year Old Soul. 
Thankfully indeed, Billy quickly reappeared sharing keyboards 
with Leon Russell every week on Shindig! and in 1969 was fully 
signed to the Beatles’ Apple Corps where he released two equally 
impressive albums, That's The Way God Planned It and 
Encouraging Words — recently re-issued themselves, | must point 
out. Plus no doubt you've heard Billy quite often since then, be it 
‘on his own hits or as part of, for example, Sticky Fingers, The 
Concert for Bangla Desh, There's a Riot Goin’ On, “You Are So 
Beautiful” (which he co-wrote with BBoy Dennis Wilson, | do 
believe) and, well, even portraying none other than Sergeant 
Pepper in the 1978 Bee Gee/Frampton movie of the same defamed 
name. Right up to his passing six years ago in fact, Billy 
remained most sought-after and active on the stage and in the 
studio with both old pals (Little Richard, Eric Clapton and the 
Stones) and new (jumping from his sickbed to record a track with 
the Red Hot Chili Peppers in 2005). Why, even Miles Davis 
deigned to tip a musical hat his way with a track on his Get Up 
with It album entitled, yes, “Billy Preston.” Imagine! But for and 
‘on the record at least, this long winding story actually began back 
in that promise-filled June of 1963, with a most precocious soul of 
only sixteen applying his all to one dozen short and tart-sweet 
tracks of young fancy. You really do owe it to yourself to spend 
the nearest half-hour with each and every one of these raw gems 
as soon as possible. 





i 
Rockpile “LIVE AT MONTREUX 1980” (Eagle Rock) Just like 
most near-lifelong B’maniacs stuck in the summer of 1980, news 
that no less than John Lennon was about to reenter the recording 
studio after an unprecedented five year AWOL filled me and my 
ears with eager, excited anticipation. I mean, there could be no 
doubt the Chief Beatle would have identified with, not to mention 
greatly appreciated, the leather-jacketed back-to-raw-basics 
approach the late Seventies’ p-rockers had brought to an otherwise 
milquetoast music scene during his hiatus. So, naturally, these 
new Lennon recordings would undoubtedly reflect said fire and 
fury, righting all that was wrong upon my AM and maybe even 
FM radio dial. Right? "Imagine" then my utter disappointment 
when the resultant Double Fantasy — at least John's tracks — 
appeared coated with layer upon layer of innocuous goop that 
sounded far, far more Billy Joel than Joey Ramone, I can 
understand, I suppose, that Lennon was being delicately eased 
back into the early Eighties marketplace with the least offensive, 
most mainstream audio sheen possible. But just a minute: This 
was a man who had until then never once feared to recklessly 
puncture the sonic envelope, public opinion not to mention the 
Billboard Hot 100 be damned. So why was he now making music 
with a buncha too-high-paid, perfectly-pitched NYC studio cats as 
opposed to with, duh, a real band? Listen, forget Paul, George, 
and even Ringo — there already existed in 1980 a fab foursome 





that were more than up-to-the-task of injecting what turned out to 
be John's final recordings with all the fun and frantic force they so 
richly deserved. Why, these guys were even fellow Brits, one of 
whom had concocted a little retro-masterpiece called "| Hear You 
Knocking" which Lennon once remembered to be his favorite 
record of 1970! Not only that, said combo had, on the very heels 
of Double Fantasy, released a galloping gem of a record called 
Seconds of Pleasure which could stand the vinyl test against 
"Power To The People” and possibly even "Please Please Me" (to 
say nothing of "Cleanup Time") with one '59 Telecaster fried 
behind its back. Alas though, as John chose to exit his recording 
career via the dreaded middle of the road, Billy Bremner, Terry 
Williams, Dave Edmunds and Nick Lowe, dba Rockpile, were 
busy bashing out some of the most brilliantly base rock ‘n' bop 
you or I have ever heard. Even today, all these decades and D- 
chords later, songs such as "Teacher Teacher" and "Play That Fast 
Thing (One More Time)," to say nothing of albums like Labour of 
Lust, Repeat When Necessary, and the above-mentioned Seconds, 
flip and flop with all the majesty of your typical vintage Elvis or 
even, dare I say it, (With The) Beatles number. Yes, unless 
someone out there can prove to me otherwise, it appears Rockpile 
were just about the best band at work anyway, anyhow, and 
anywhere as those Seventies became the, gulp, Eighties. Proof 
extremely positive of this claim can now immediately be found 
upon Eagle Rock Entertainment's joyous Rockpile Live at 
Montreux 1980 CD, which in sixteen tracks and a mere, lightning 
49 minutes captures the quartet at their absolute, astonishing 
popabilly peak. Now remember that, due to myriad contractual 
(and other) snafu's at the time, Rockpile all too seldomly found 
themselves together on stage performing the dozens of songs 
they'd helped write, perform, and/or produce for slews of Mickey 
Jupp, Carlene Carter, Elvis Costello and of course Edmunds and 
Lowe records. In fact, only one Seconds of Pleasure track — the 
blackboard jangle classic "Teacher Teacher" ~ made its way onto 
Live at Montreux. Yet with numbers the caliber of Graham 
Parker's "Crawling From The Wreckage,” the aforementioned 
Costello's "Girls Talk," and even a "Let It Rock" which, with its 
note-perfect "Rock Around the Clock" break, sounds so much 
more nutty yet nuanced than the Rolling Stones’ previous reading, 
there's more than enough pleasures to go around and around. 

For example: a thoroughly pub rock-soaked "Sweet Little Lisa,” a 
"Queen of Hearts" precisely the way it's meant to be heard (so 
sorry, Ms, Newton), an undeniably adulterous "I Knew The Bride" 
not to mention possibly definitive versions of "So It Goes” and 
"Switchboard Susan." Why, even that oldie but still goodie "I 
Hear You Knocking" makes an appearance in typical R-pile 
reckless abandon. In other words, here is a band captured at its 
completely fully-stoked prime, ripping across their on-stage 
repertoire in a manner which, tempered and duly tamed, formed 
the basis upon which most every subsequent American “new 
wave" hit was built, from Greg Kihn on down to all the Tommy 
Tutones and Rick Springfields you'd ever care to recall. But then, 
what of our heroes themselves? Rockpile most unfortunately 
splintered soon after their Montreux grandstand, Dave Edmunds 
moving on to produce the reformed Everly Brothers, for example, 
and sustaining his solo career all the way through 1990's "King of 
Love" while his erstwhile partner Nick Lowe eased into life as the 
undoubtable Cary Grant of rock 'n' roll (buoyed by abundant 
"What's So Funny ‘Bout Peace, Love and Understanding" 
Bodyguard royalties for starters). Tragically, | must report no 
other band has appeared since to fill the smash-happy void 
Rockpile left in our world. But at least we finally have, with Live 
at Montreux, both aural evidence of what all the buzz was about 
and another sixteen reasons to mourn what could have only been 
if Billy, Terry, Dave and Nick had continued to call it rock for us 
all, But! There remains plenty of Double Fantasy out-takes still 
begging for them to overdub upon, of course... 

Neil Young Here We Are In The Years: Neil Young's Music Box 
DVD (Sexy Intellectual) Although it’s already spent well over two 
years here in the ol’ sty, I'm hardly surprised to find I'm still 
discovering, hearing, and even seeing fresh goodies galore buried 
within that great big Neil Young Archives box of mine. Yet it is 
something else entirely which has me writing today about The 
Greatest Living Canucklehead This Side of Dr. Stompin’ Tom 
Connors. Now, while some may take offense a mere three- 
minutes-twelve into the show at the comment Toronto, Canada is, 
and I quote, "a city not noted for its musical invention” (plus, if 
you look real close, note photos of Buddy Holly and Sonny & 
Cher appearing later are actually of impersonators, NOT the real 
deals), Sexy Intellectual's Here We Are In The Years: Neil Young's 
Music Box does present quite the journey through the past. And, 
as The Man himself would approve, this is one documentary 
which seldom finds itself in the middle of the cinematic road; it 
does indeed prefer a somewhat rougher ride, and we sure do see 
more interesting people there as a result. For example, young 
Neil's original drummist Ken Smyth of The Squires, who right off 
the bat drives clear home that all-important point of how Mr. 
Presley especially shook to its very foundation the hitherto genteel 
teenaged population of Winnipeg circa 1956 (and, putting our 
eyes where Ken's mouth is, we're treated to a vintage clip of Elvis, 
Scotty, DJ and Bill mauling Little Richard's "Tutti Frutti" all 
across the Dorsey Brothers’ televised Stage Show: One can't help 
but draw the obvious socio-musical connections with those 





Shocking Pinks to come ...to say nothing of Live Rust). Similarly, 
footage of a live "Birds," complete with its "over, it's over"s, draw 
undeniable parallels with and to another unmistakable early 
influence: That "fucking opera singer with a backbeat" (as Neil 
once called him) Roy Orbison. Next up, no less an authority as 
George Tomsco of The Fireballs explains precisely how such 
torchy instrumental combos as his provided the foundation upon 
which those early Squires were built along with, need anyone add, 
The Shadows from Britain and their brilliant guitarist Hank 
Marvin. Luckily, our hero soon found his very own homegrown, 
hometown tutor of the electrified six strings in Randy Bachman, 
whose own baby bands were at this point already filling the 
Winnipeg community clubs with sounds until then only heard 
deep within Neil's head. But as it did countless others across the 
universe in 1964, the "smart, interesting music" (as Anthony 
DeCurtis calls it in the Music Box) of those Beatles abruptly 
pointed Neil, the hitherto self-confessed guitar nerd, in a bold and 
new direction. Choosing the opening and closing numbers off 
Capitol Canada's brand new Beatlemania! album, "It Won't Be 
Long” and “Money,” to make his vocal debut in Squires 
performances — and stubbornly ignoring catcalls from the 
audience to "stick to the instrumentals" - Neil the 
singer/songwriter was duly born (and a years-later clip of "When 
You Dance I Can Really Love" draws that fab line clear back to 
"I'm Happy Just To Dance With You" by Neil's fave Beatle 
George). "Mr. Soul" for starters was soon to demonstrate as well 
Neil's admiration for those anti-Beatles, the R. Stones (and their 
"Satisfaction" in particular). Plus, of course, we can all hear just 
how much "Lady Jane” still inhabits that admittedly "Borrowed 
Tune" of his too. Funny, then, how Neil's career would later 
straddle similarly opposing camps while doing time in both his 
own Beatles alongside Messrs. Crosby, Stills and Nash whilst 
simultaneously taking rougher rides atop that wholly Stone- 
headed Crazy Horse (...one guess as to which affiliation Neil 
preferred). This musical duality is even more pronounced when in 
1965 Neil returns to his birthplace Toronto, enthralled and active 
within that city's hard-knocking Yonge Street Strip as well as the 
burgeoning, comparatively refined Yorkville Avenue coffeehouse 
scene. All of which prepares him perfectly for a subsequent escape 
to Los Angeles and his first major successes with the one and only 
Buffalo Springfield. Here, finally, was a band which allowed Neil 
to vent the entire gamut of his myriad musical upbringings clear 
back to Elvis and the Big O via Beatles, Stones and Yorkville's 
resident Dylan disciples. Many musicians, documentary makers 
and viewers alike would be happy to rest upon the many laurels 
and adventures 21-year-old Neil had already racked up so far. But 
as we all know, this story is far from over, and Here We Are In 
The Years enters the Seventies with Neil Young: Stories Behind 
the Songs author Nigel Williamson making quite the compelling 
case for Neil the pioneer, as opposed to mere practitioner of 
country-rock, Yet no sooner are we lulled into such Old Ways 
with a Willie Nelson duet than we're bolted into the midst of a 
much younger Pistol-poppin' "Pretty Vacant” clip as, oh dear, Neil 
the Punk rears its recently-shorn head. Warning: wonderful 
excerpts from the esteemed Bernard Shakey's 1982 epic Human 
Highway will only leave you hankering for more, so I hereby 
direct one and all immediately over to the nearest YouTube; 
keywords Devo + Hey Hey My My. None other than Kraftwerk 
enter the Music Box at this critical juncture as well: I never 
realized just how well Trans worked on stage until I was reminded 
with the vocoder-drenched performance footage appearing right 
about here. Then, come the Nineties, Neil Young — or at least his 
wardrobe — finds itself in perfect sync with what the Seattle 
Weekly's Ned Raggett calls "lumberjacks in flannel playing huge 
heavy riffs.” Or grunge, as Rolling Stone would too lately call it. 
But in case you forgot, Neil joined no less than Pearl Jam with a 
benedictorial "Rockin' In The Free World" at the 1993 MTV 
Video Music Awards. Enough said. At least until Neil's own 
Archives, Vol. 4 materializes, that is. While we all wait on that 
one though, Here We Are In The Years provides a splendid 
audio/visual overview — at least as much as can be crammed into 
117 minutes with a career as big and boxset(s)-worthy as Neil's. 
And, as its subtitle states, this is one production that clearly and 
completely focuses on the man's MUSIC ...even to the point that 
the Bonus featurette "A Brief History of the Squires" explains in 
heartbreaking detail just how Neil's first bandmates doomed 
themselves forever to the Where Are They Now drawer by not 
showing up for a planned week-long gig many summers ago on 
Falcon Lake, Manitoba. Such are the tall rock tales only good 
docs are made of. Here We Are In The Years: Neil Young's Music 
Box is one of them. 
GUEST REVIEWER: NOBLE 

Heeby Jeey Comix #4 (heebyjeebycomix.blogspot.com) 
Everything in the comic I like. I like monsters and robots and 
alive snowflakes and cowboys and frisbies and zombies and candy 
and sandwiches and balls and more! 

GUEST REVIEWER: JONATHAN POLETTI 
Jobriath A.D. (d. Kieran Turner) So I'd never been to a “film 
festival” & was eager to soak up the whole experience. Getting in 
line with a few arty-looking folks with a feeling of doing 
something arty together, we headed into a drab movie multiplex 
that ended up being a little more than half-full (or half-empty?), as 
the lights dimmed & the tale of an obscure deranged Glam singer 


played. "I would say he was borderline schizophrenic," his 
manager, Jerry Brandt, sighs onscreen, as the credits roll & 
everyone is fascinated & has a million questions since he's here! 
Not a Satanic Svengali, as some were prepared to believe, but an 
old man in nondescript clothes moving along slowly as the 
director, also on hand, leads the way. I was a strange attendee, 
perhaps, in having spent the last few years researching the same 
subject, and nearly three decades after his death, the first full- 
length treatments of the life of Jobriath, née Bruce 
Wayne Campbell, appeared within days of each other: this film, 
and my long Roctober #50 article on the late, great (?) Glam 
singer. Director Kieran Turner has amazing photos: the blond 
androgynous angel staring out with a pained intensity. A star of 
some kind? Even as he was falling. It was like meeting a long-lost 
twin who grew up in a wealthy family (Kieran self-financed the 
film) and is a bit spoiled, Much of the narrative is confused: 
chronology off, photos misidentified, chatter presented as 
fact, and the major find, a taped interview with Jobriath & Jerry, 
weirdly out of context. It's not all his fault. The memories of key 
players are shot, especially Eddie Kramer, the engineer with 
whom Jobriath recorded three albums. "Jobriath is morphing into 
this creature,” he says, describing the first Elektra album cover. 
I'm thinking he's referring to David Bowie's Diamond Dogs album 
cover, in which the British singer turns into a canine. When I 
interviewed him, Kramer had no recollection of the 1971-72 
period in which he recorded Jobriath's first Creatures of the Street 
album. But Kieran should have known better than to maintain that 
Brandt presided over the album, which remains unreleased. They 
met when it failed commercially & Jobriath, in late 1972, was 
fully an alcoholic & occasional junkie, with an air of tragedy over 
him. We see him bouncing around in Hair, then meeting Brandt, 
yet the period in between may be the most important of his life. 
Its when he gave up on himself & created the character of a 
demon queen, mind beset by terrors & Christlike dreams. And 
that's who, or what, the world met as Jobriath. As | watched I 
found myself picking apart everything, I'm afraid. A year in 
Hollywood in 1975, recovering from the Glam phase, in which he 
Jaunched into a study of yoga & Tantra & work as a TV writer, is 
omitted, instead creating the fiction that Jobriath spent the time 
living with his mother, though when he did visit later that year en 
route to New York, he screamed at her ("You never gave a fuck 
about my talent!") and she kicked him out, The early photos of 
Jobriath & his mother are fascinating, a glimpse into the mystery: 
each a version of each other, given to seizures of love & loathing. 
In 1971, he'd deny she was even his mother, as the period of 
gender oscillation which followed (the film has a photo of him in 
full drag) was the fallout. She was the female within him, however 
identifiable as Marlene Dietrich or other ‘movie queens’ he'd sing 
about. As her fourth son came on-screen talking about how pretty 
she was, I recalled a neighbor telling me, "She was a little 
masculine looking." But Bruce? "He was pretty." Unfortunately, 
for the narrative of his youth, the film relies on a single, highly 
unreliable source; the half-brother who saw him infrequently, 
didn't like him, and is fiercely protective of their shared mother, 
creating fiction after fiction to conceal her. His first public 
comments, while she was still living, were biting ("even animals 
have better maternal instincts"), but there's a Willie for every 
occasion. Watching him onscreen, all peaceable, playing his 
Piano, it all came back to me; amid rounds of disclosures from my 
research (some passed along in the film), that her second husband 
killed himself & she, a "nymphomaniac" with a violent side, went 
to work as a prostitute, Willie launched into a series of bitter 
attacks on me, attempting to poison relationships with all possible 
sources. The calmed down, sepia-toned version of history he tells 
now, of an emotionally restrained woman mostly beloved by her 
favored son, is cobbled together from dreaming & longing, and | 
suspect even he is bored by it. But many speakers are restrained 
from times I'd interviewed them, omitting the colorful details, the 
life. Though it was work getting them there. The first rule of 
Jobriath research, as one discovers, is nobody is supposed to talk 
about Jobriath. In the Q& amp;A following the film, Kieran noted 
that the sources’ stories we'd just seen were demure glosses over 
what they wouldn't say on camera. "Of course the minute the 
camera was turned off they would pull me to the side and say, ‘Let 
me tell you what happened," he said. His strategy? To ignore 
these disclosures. "It felt like gossip after that and I didn't want to 
hear it,” he says. There were stories of "suicide attempts" & 
“absolute mental breakdowns" never mentioned in the film, as 
they'd run counter, I suspect, to his overriding thesis that Jobriath 
was a victim of anti-homosexual discrimination. Thankfully, 
cartoons could pick up from where the evidence left off, and an 
animated Jobriath, in a series of fictional scenes interspersed 
throughout, becomes the sacred victim he appears to require. But 
he “didn't want to be who he really was," as director 
Sarah Kemochan, the film's most articulate commentator, notes, in 
a moment that sits awkwardly with the rest. As Dick Christian, 
Jobriath’s boyfriend in latter years, notes, "Everybody else was an 
audience." Kieran's stance requires him to ignore, as well, 
Jobriath's two major musicals of his post-Glam period, though 
each were thinly guised autobiographies, each love stories with 
women. He could be a ‘sissy’; he could be straight; he could be a 
man or woman, in dizzying succession. His career in music was a 
series of studies of genres & performers: analyzing, assimilating 














them, in a series of open imitations the motivation for which is 
puzzling. Even as he longed to be a crashing, messianic star, 
famous as he was passive to a controlling manager? Like Elvis & 
the Colonel, or Streisand to Walter Pidgeon in Funny Girl. It's 
then he met the star of the film about him: Jerry Brandt. 
It's useful to hear Jerry tell his story, as it is to keep in mind that 
he changes it as required. "I tried to break Jobriath in New York 
‘cause I was accepted there,” he says. “Jerry Brandt is New York.” 
The refutations streamed through my mind. In 1974, Brandt 
dismissed New York (his last major venture was in L.A.) & said 
the act would be launched in Paris, which reflects, he told Music 
Week (in their paraphrase), "the elegance and glamour that is 
Jobriath's basic image.” As he told Rolling Stone, "Paris is the best 
place to come from.” Jobriath was surely giving all the cues. In 
Blonde Venus, Marlene Dietrich re-invents herself as a glittering 
Parisian androgyne in a white tuxedo & ape suit, costumes he 
adopted as his own, as he had a profound identification with the 
Phantom of the Opera, hence the significance of the Paris Opera 
House where he was purportedly to debut. A theme song of his 
later Popstar musical is "Phantom of the Disco.” Inside, he too 
was a brilliant but disfigured musician in hiding, sending out a 
female singer to be his public self, Jobriath. The major find of 
Kieran's research team is a 1974 interview of Jerry & Jobriath on a 
couch being interviewed for the L.A. news in August 1974. 
"Asking me if I'm homosexual is like asking James Brown if he's 
black," Jobriath says. "There's a lot of people running around, 
putting make-up on and stuff, just because it's chic. I just want to 
say that I'm no pretender.” Kieran presents this as characteristic of 
Jobriath's run at stardom, which isn't true. In late 1973, a year 
before, when he first started giving interviews, he was coy about 
his sexuality, calling himself a “fairy” — like Tinkerbell! — but 
only on stage. He calls himself "schizophrenic" instead, making 
him the first openly schizophrenic pop star? Never calling himself 
‘gay’ or ‘homosexual’. And did, it seems, only as his act was 
crashing & burning, in a clip that may never have aired. The 
poignancy is that Brandt will dump him within hours of the taping 
as it becomes evident the act is a flop. Drugged on angel dust & 
cocaine, skin & body in revolt, Jobriath was in a totally detached 
state, giving interviews in airy, delusional abstractions. His 
mannerisms are ripped from the Warhol queens, whom he'd 
studied up close, as he did everyone he'd try to imitate, as 
imitation was for him, I suspect, a form of mockery, most of all of 
himself. "Jobriath is little more than a homosexual impersonator,” 
as the L.A. Times noted in a review of the L.A. show. There is 
nothing appealing about his corpse-like figure in eyeshadow, 
radiating death. The tension with Jerry is pronounced, as the love 
between the two had turned to hatred. "They definitely did not 
have a sexual or a romantic relationship," Kieran said in London 
in a QSA after the film's premiere. He'd asked and Jerry answered. 
"1 don't think he would lie about it." Standing next to him was 
Marc Almond, who added, "It was a strange, symbiotic love 
affair." In fact, Kieran had on hand a source, Jim Fouratt, who 
suggests with some acute insight that the two might've been 
involved physically, at least briefly, as Brandt certainly suggested 
they were. A few years ago, curiously, I noticed him advertising 
online for a roommate, Wanted: "young straight person..." But he 
remains, biographically, a sphinx, never to reveal his secrets, as 
whatever he says cannot be believed. I went up to him afterwards, 
hearing him say that after the Jobriath fiasco, "I had a nervous 
breakdown, I just couldn't handle it." Was that before or after 
Fanne Fox took him to court for ditching her in jail — in Orlando! 
I shook his hand (it was soft), and asked about the involvement in 
Jobriath's stage show of Donald Cammell, the director of 
Performance, who was living in Brandt's Malibu house when he 
brought Jobriath there in 1973, Brandt's face lit up with 
recognition of a name, it seemed, he hadn't heard in years. "Yeah, 
I supported him for awhile,” he says. He's being pulled away for a 
TV news segment. Was Cammell involved with the Jobriath act? I 
asked. "No, no,” Brandt says. "That was before Jobriath.” 
1 know it was the same time, and left the theater, entering the 
beautiful night. Dismayed Kieran chose not to rebut the myth that 
Jobriath died alone, rotting in his room, etc., though he'd 
communicated to me he disbelieved the story, and allowed a 
source to relay it even though she'd told me she last saw or heard 
of Jobriath in 1974. Gossip, | guess. I was thinking about the 
program distributed at Jobriath's memorial service in 1983, briefly 
flashed onscreen, but I noted the hymn listed: "O Sacred Head 
Now Wounded.” And remembered his girlfriend, Debbie, told me 
he'd done an arrangement of it in church as a teenager. In photo 
after photo, Jobriath the Glam singer is doing crucifixion poses, 
and other shots of Jesus-like imagery are not included. It was so 
often on his mind, as in the hymn, sung to a crucified Christ, 
which I sang to myself as walked away: 
Be Thou my consolation, my shield when I must die; 
Remind me of Thy passion when my last hour draws nigh. 
Mine eyes shall then behold Thee, upon Thy cross shall dwell, 
My heart by faith enfolds Thee. Who dieth thus dies well. 

by Colin A. Ross (Manitou ) Is there a weirder 
story than The Three Faces of Eve? — & not just because of the 
movie, which was fake. That no doubt helped it become a movie, 
from which lurid "multiple personality" sagas like Sibyl derive. &, 
too, powerful cinema about the merging & disintegration of 
personality, like Ingmar Bergman's Persona, & Donald 





Cammell’s Performance, & songs like Siouxie Sioux's 
"Christine." But none of it went near the real story. Christine or 
'Chris' Sizemore told her side a few times, notably in a 1977 book, 
I'm Eve. Another was hiding in plain sight, like in a 1989 New 
York Times story when she's suing to get the rights to her life 
back, & her old doctor is asked by the New York Times how much 
he made off it? "Dr. Thigpen said he did not know..." After his 
death it became clear he made a lot of her story up, & kept her 
suppressed while he picked up the checks & awards, Colin A. 
Ross, a psychiatrist, starts the clean-up with The Rape of Eve, 
which reads like a prosecutor's indictment. As a teenager Thigpen 
buys the book Joe Strong, The Boy Magician & his course is set. 
From supporting his family with a magic act, he graduates to 
psychiatry, then a free-for-all of experiments with everything from 
shock treatments to frontal lobotomies. But his showman instincts 
roar to life when a young woman diagnosed with schizophrenia is 
brought to him, having just tried to strangle her kid.She comes off 
as magical too, as dangerous to herself, therefore, as others. /’m 
Eve includes descriptions of her psychic abilities, premonitions 
that comes true, distance healing, etc. “They were simply another 
confusing facet of her already inexplicable existence...” Ross 
notes her father was known across town for energy medicine. “He 
could heal diseases & could cause wounds to stop bleeding with 
the pass of a h&.” One begins to imagine, at least, a competing 
narrative of a girl from a shamanistic clan scooped up by @ 
trickster who has no ability, or interest, in making her well.If she 
was even sick? In J’m Eve, the psychotherapist she credits with 
her 1974 ‘integration’ appears to think her a victim less of mental 
illness than cultural repression of feeling. “She escaped reality by 
utilizing a very complicated & distorted lifestyle, classified by 
society as an emotional disturbance,” he writes. In a later book, 
she comes to her own realization that her personalities “were 
entities, whole unto their own rights, who coexisted with my birth 
personality before | was bom.” She read Thigpen's book about 
her, & was dismayed. "The whole thing was wrong. None of them 
seemed like real people.” The indecency of Thigpen's use of her is 
laid out for inspection, with contracts & letters comprising a 
chunk of Ross’ book. The treatment with Chris was a little less 
than three years, less time (Ross thinks) than an "integration" 
could've taken, but Thigpen had little interest in therapy. If 
vaguely enamored, he also sniffed a product he could sell, & 
under the guise of writing a "medical monograph" gets her to sign 
away her life rights for $3. The movie earns her $5000 more, & 
that was it, with the studio trying to enforce its ownership of her 
for the rest of her life. Even in his book, Thigpen is creepy. Eve 
Black's legs were “attractive,” though Jane was his favorite: “her 
smile was fresh & lovely...perfectly feminine...naturally 
sensuous.” In a documentary he made of her, she's made to try on 
dresses, as he critiques, ic. "You look mighty cute.” In the letters, 
he seems to feed off control of her as he navigates media & film to 
promote his version of her life. He writes her marriage counsel in 
*55:“Perhaps by now you have learned that a wife cannot manifest 
any fierce independence. Whether she likes it or not a wife's first 
consideration should be her husb&’s welfare & desires.” Ross 
alleges Thigpen fondled her sexually, as well as facilitated an 
unwanted abortion & hysterectomy, while he watched. 
GUEST REVIEWER: JAMES PORTER 

Swamp Dogg “Total Destruction of Your Mind,” “Rat On!” “Gag 
a Maggott” (Alive) Swamp Dogg has released over a dozen 
albums since the 1970, 1971, and 1973 LPs that Alive is reissuing 
this year, but as outrageous and bizarre as many of them have 
been, nothing matches the mind-blowing power of these 
R&amp;B/rock/protesvprogressive masterpieces that musically 
kept pretty loyal to Southern soul but conceptually were like 
nothing else on the market (which is probably why they were 
relegated to bargain bins instead of Casey Kasem countdowns). In 
2000 Roctober published our Swamp Dogg listener guide, and the 
following excerpts hold true today: After bursting on the scene as 
Little Jerry Williams in the 50s, the Virginia native continued in 
that vein for years, with minor success as a producer, songwriter 
and soul singer, until 1970 when he retired the sharkskin suit and 
the love songs and finally gave the world a piece of his mind with 
these two albums that started the show. Looking back, "Total 
Destruction" is like a a total reaction to the plastic soul sound of 
the period. While other producers would assemble a vocal group, 
string and hom sections, and a wah wah guitarist (to get the white 
kids!) in one studio and let them battle it out, nothing is wasted to 
excess on Swamp Dogg's debut. Yes, there's the guitar obbligatos 
of Pete Carr, Swamp's own Gospel piano, and the usual horn 
section, but it's Robert Popwell's bass playing that defines the 
sound. You can hear his forbidding pulse to best effect on "The 
World Beyond,” holding down the bottom while Swamp recites a 
scarifying tale of life after wartime, one of the LP's several 
powerful, unique, political statements. "The Baby is Mine,” a 
child custody song not to be confused with "Mama's 
Baby...Daddy's Maybe" (a minor hit from the same LP, Swamp's 
only non-Jerry Williams chart appearance unless you count a Kid 
Rock SD sample) is almost too much for one sitting: "When I 
come by the house/I'm quiet as a mouse/but he always starts 
something every time...1 got my rights/she might be his wife/but 
the baby is mine!" While this album isn't as out there as similar 
soul experiments like Funkadelic or Gil Scott-Heron, songs like 
"Synthetic World," "Redneck," and the title track are more 
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authentic than (admittedly great) Motown trifles like "Ball of 
Confusion” or "Friendship Train.” Swamp Dogg was speaking his 
mind while the Motown songs were written to cash in on fads. 
"Rat On!" is slightly more normal --- the protest riffs, with the 
exception of "God Bless America,” are less bitter and more 
generalized, and there are a few more cheatin’ and infidelity songs 
("Creepin' Away,” "That Ain't My Wife") than previous, but the 
Dogg is still in top form. For years both of this LPs have been 
available on one CD on domestic reissues (the SDEG label is 
‘Swamp Dogg's own) and from Charly in the UK, but not enough 
can be said about the cover art that ALive reproduces in full 12" 
glory on the new vinyl reissues, "Total Destruction" has an 
outrageous sleeve (an out of focus Polaroid of SD in shorts and a 
mortarboard sitting in the back of a garbage truck) so raw and 
funny and strange and amateurish that the devastating soul rock it 
sheathes is all the more powerful, and "Rat On!" (Ratso's fave LP 
cover of all time) has him riding a giant rat. If only to get the 
cover art restored to full size (even on the CD resissues it's a full 
five inches instead of two mini-covers on the prior CDs) these 
loving reissues would be worth the price, but they also sound 
great, Rat on, indeed! "Gag A Maggott" from 1973 has also been 
reissued. As with "Rat On!" the protest overtones have been toned 
down in favor of his #2 specialty (cheating songs with a bizarre 
twist). Since Swamp's label Stone Dogg was distributed by TK 
(the famed Miami sou! label) he's got damn near the whole roster 
pitching in. George McCrae (soon to record "Rock Your Baby") 
and his wife Gwen (Rockin! Chair") and the underrated guitar of 
Little Beaver, who cut some fine jazz influenced blues discs of his 
own. Here he gets off some soulful strumming on “Please Let Me 
Kiss You Goodbye,” gets funky on "Choking to Death from the 
Ties that Bind,” and pretends he's Jerry reed on the countryish 
*Plastered to the Wall." There's also an early attempt at Calypso 
(which Swamp embraced wholeheartedly decades later) and the 
infamous "Wife Sitter.” You can't beat the bonus material here a 
stunning cover of "Honky Tonk Woman" and Swamp’s great 
"Mama's Baby, Daddy's Maybe." Rat on, indeed! 

GUEST REVIEW BY GABRIEL WALTER 
QUIRKY Verse Ability Reviews (Another kind of review- in the 
form of inventions) (www .quirky.com/verse-ability) Sure you can 
keep up with the latest reunions and demos, but to find out about 
ideas like a door that doubles as a smoothie dispenser, you'llhave 
to check get Quirky. I will only comment on the gadgets Im 
directly involved with to let you know how easy it is to get 
involved. Sign up. Post idea! That's it! From a "praying mantis" 
prayer box to a ladder that rotates pretty much any idea can be 
added. Now, this doesn't mean the idea will be chosen by the team 
of experts but you will get feedback on how to improve your ideas 
(For the $10.00 per post or 100$ yearly fee). Although my Rib 
Bibs idea (keep palms clean while fingers messy eating ribs) didn't 
get picked up, valuable comments were made on how it can have 
team logos or anything imprinted on it. Its the community that 
helps any site and you can see like minded quirky people. If an 
idea happens to be picked sure the company gets a profit but they 
say they'll send a share to the inventor too..and the product 
becomes a reality! That's the exciting part- due to 3d printing 
changing almost...everything there are things that were 
impossible to be done before. Now its easier to prototype a watch 
that dispenses vitamin pills at a certain hour... Once their 
prototype is tweaked and somewhat agreed upon by all parties 
involved it goes through a lot of steps (for instance getting 
electrical clearance for safety issues). Im still hazy on some of the 
process since no one has yet seen the benefit of a key that plays 
musical notes when you turn it on a lunchbox. But it just takes the 
right invention at the right time etc etc. So sketch up those napkins 
and post something online maybe you'll make the greatest 
invention since sliced bread. Hey, you can try to invent a bread 





1 FUNKY ALBUM 


AN ORAL HISTORY OF K-TEL’S GOOFY GREATS 


In the summer of 1975, the noted brain trust at K-Tel Records unleashed a monstrous 24-song compilation album upon an 
unsuspecting humanity. Titled Goofy Greats and advertised ceaselessly on radio and TV, the record was nominally a compilation 
of “novelty songs” from the late 50’s and 60’s, and gave a permanent wedgie to the neurons of an entire generation of 
elementary school weirdos, now in their forties. This, then, is the story of K-Tel’s Goofy Greats, as told by the intrepid souls on the 
front line of this unlikely assault on the tepid musical morass of those halcyon days of the Ford administration. 


BRIAN: Brian Foss, owner of the Funhouse tavern in Seattle, and My Fat 
Ass Records 

DAN: Dan “Vapid” Schafer of DAN 
VAPID & THE CHEATS, 
SCREECHING WEASEL, 
RIVERDALES, METHADONES, etc. 


DEKE: Deke Dickerson, acclaimed 
roots rock’n’roller, Guitar Player 
columnist, and Guitar Geek 
Festival organizer 


JACK: Jack Rice, veteran of 
numerous Wisconsin bands 
including the BLOW POPS, 
CAROLINAS, LACKLOVES and 
MIGHTY DEERLICK, 


JOHN: John “Jughead” Pierson, 
former member of SCREECHING 
WEASEL and host of the 
“Jughead’s Basement” podcast 
KARL: Karl “Milton” Kirschling, 
lead singer for early 80’s Green 
Bay punks MILTON & THE POP- 
TARTZ. 

KEPI: Kepi Ghoulie, long-time 
GROOVIE GHOULIES vision holder. 
Author of THE ART OF KEPI: THE 
RISE OF KEPILAND 2000-2012. 


MARK: Bassist for early Northeastern Wisconsin post-HC kings, NO, in 
the early 80’s. Inducted into the Minnesota Music Hall of Fame with his 
current bluegrass band, MONROE CROSSING, in 2007. 


NORB: Rev. Norb, author of THE ANNOTATED BORIS: DECONSTRUCTING 
THE LYRICAL MAJESTY OF BORIS THE SPRINKLER ((AND OTHER TALES AS 
THE NEED ARISES)). Host of the “Bubblegum Fuzz” podcast and current 
member of REV. NORB & THE ONIONS.. 

STACY: Stacy V., early Green Bay punk scene fixture. Banjoist and 
midwife. 

TIM: Tim “Napalm” Stegall, rock journalist, punk rock musician 
((HORMONES, NAPALM STARS)). Host of the “Radio Napalm” podcast. 


TIMM: Timm Buechler, bassist with the PAUL COLLINS BEAT, PETER 
CASE, REBEL WALTZ, and a few others... 








GOOFLECTIONS 


NORB: | was born in 1965, so | guess | was right at the perfect age to be 
infected by that whole Bubblegum Counterrevolution of 1968 and 1969 
— the Ohio Express, Monkees, Archies, etc. “Yummy Yummy Yummy” 
was the first song | ever remember liking on the radio. | guess | was 
maybe slightly younger than the optimal age, since, being not quite 
three years old at the time, | didn’t know that | was supposed to bug 
my parents to buy me the record. 


DAN: TV shows from the 70s like The 
Banana Splits, Partridge Family, Brady 
Bunch always had bands in them. There 
was always some segment of the show 
built around a song. | believe that always 
stuck with me as a child. 


TIMM: When “Little Green Bag” first came 
out as a single in 1969, | didn’t know the 
title of the song nor the artist — | just knew 
it when | heard it. | was five years old. | 
talked my mom and aunt into buying me a 
45 that | was convinced was “Little Green 
Bag,” although they tried to tell me it 
wasn’t. | got it home and it was the 
Sandpipers “Come Saturday Morning.” 


NORB: | remember “Yummy Yummy 
Yummy,” “Chewy Chewy” and “Bang 
Shang-A-Lang” by the Archies being on the 
radio all the time when | was really little. It 
never occurred to me that the songs being 
played on the radio would change over 
time, so | felt quite betrayed when | 
turned on the radio one day and it was like 
“Midnight at the Oasis” and “Brother 
Louie” and that shit. You know, “WHERE 
THE HELL ARE MY SONGS, MOM???” With the exception of Sweet, | 
pretty much hated 70s music. 


DEKE: As a completely out-of-place kid growing up in the mid 1970s, | 
already HATED the music of the day and was completely obsessed with 
all the 50's music that was happening at the time -- Happy Days, 
American Graffiti, Sha Na Na, etc. 


NORB: Bubblegum was completely buried by the mainstream music biz 
by the mid-70’s — they didn’t play the songs on the radio, and | don’t 
think most of the songs had been in print for years. 50’s nostalgia was 
really big at the time, though, so | figured by the time the 1980s rolled 
around, 60s nostalgia would take over, and I’d be able to buy a record 
with “Yummy Yummy Yummy” and “Chewy Chewy” on it. It was a 
pleasant shock when | saw that TV commercial and realized that the 











future came five years early. 


TIM: My relationship with Goofy Greats is probably the same as 
probably many children of the 70s: | saw it advertised on TV, thought it 
was really neat, and pestered the parents to get it for me. Then | played 
it smooth. 


TIMM: My mom was always great about purchasing the latest offerings 
from K-Tel and Ronco to keep me and my brother musically 
entertained. Goofy Greats was the first one we got that had the 
“musical comedy” theme to it so we dug into it a little deeper than 
most of the other K-Tel collections, where we'd already heard most of 
the hit songs a thousand times over on WKAU... 


DEKE: Yep, heard about it on TV. | was in elementary school -- probably 
9, 10 years old... 


TIM: Was this 1975? Then | was 10 years old, and in fifth grade. 


JOHN: I'm pretty sure that in Chicago during the Saturday afternoon 
cartoons they would play the commercial for the record in between 
episodes of Sigmund & the Sea Monsters and Dr. Shrinker, two shows 
that | would not miss because they were fucked up TV for soon to be 
displaced punks. 


NORB: I’m at my grandma’s house, ten years old, and this commercial 
comes on TV...at the time, it seemed like K-Tel or Ronco was advertising 
some new “20 ORIGINAL HITS!!! 20 ORIGINAL STARS!!!” type record 
every week, so a commercial for a new “AS SEEN ON TV!” album wasn’t 
a big deal...but then the first song they play is “Yummy Yummy Yummy” 
and | just about shit my pants! | was running in circles around my 
grandma’s living room, screaming “I’M BUYING THIS RECORD!!! I’M 
BUYING THIS RECORD!!” She probably thought | had one too many 
sugar cookies. 


TIMM: We got the album soon after the commercials started running 
during the TV shows after school. We were always aware that there 
was a new K-Tel collection out and we had to have it. | would have 
been 11, 


TIM: Yeah, that commercial definitely did it. And looking at it now, | 
have to wonder: Was it animated by the same people who did 
Schoolhouse Rock, which was another massive childhood influence on 
many of us? It certainly has that look. 


NORB: It was like the shittiest animation ever...a cartoon guy sitting on 
a chopper while a few bars of “Yummy Yummy Yummy” plays, then a 
Don Martin-ish blonde in an itsy-bitsy teenie-weenie yellow polka dot 
bikini bats her eyes and reacts in shock when her dog makes off with 
her bikini bottom. Then the world’s most crudely animated caveman 
bonks another caveman on the head with a club to “Alley Oop,” Simple 
Simon sits in a chair in a dunce cap for “Simon Says” and a Red Baron 
who looks like he’s drawn by someone’s 7” grade son for budgetary 
reasons throws a bomb in Snoopy’s doghouse. Events culminate in a 
scribbly Mr. Custer getting an arrow twanged thru his hat. You could 
get away with churlishly amateurish animation back then, because the 
residual low-budget hippie anarchy of the 60’s underground comix 
world had kind of seeped into the mainstream. The quality of the 
animation didn’t really matter though — it all seemed AWESOME! 


TIM: Like | said, it was that commercial. Unlike now, | was highly 
susceptible to advertising as a child, and was usually more fascinated 
with commercials than the shows the family watched on TV! 


KEPI: As with Beware the Misfits, | was sucked in by the cover! | bought 
it with my allowance money. 


TIMM: It was the fact that George Baker’s “Little Green Bag” was on 
there that hooked me. That was a song | always really loved as a kid. 
Catchy as hell! 


JACK: | was in about first grade, and | liked records. | had the single for 
“The Birds and the Bees” by Jewel Akens (the B-side of which | seem to 


recall liking even better, but | can't remember what that was). That 
might have been why I wanted Goofy Greats. 


JOHN: By the time the record had come out most kids of my age had 
been inundated by these songs appearing in TV sitcoms and 
cartoons. “Yummy Yummy Yummy,” my favorite song on the record, | 
saw first on Monty Python’s Flying Circus. 


DAN: | heard these songs when | was a little kid but was too consumed 
with KISS records to admit | liked them. Growing up, songs like these 
were very uncool and the K-Tel Goofy Greats record was something a 
corny relative or friend of the family would play at a birthday party or 
something. | would go about playing with my toys vaguely listening yet 
knowing there was a relationship to these songs in commercials, TV, 
oldies radio, etc. 


DEKE: If | recall correctly, my copy was purchased at T, G & Y. Do they 
still exist? | charmed the money out of my grandma. | also got my first 
copy of Elvis' Greatest Hits Vol. 1 there the day after Elvis died, it was 
the first album | bought with my own money. Goofy Greats, Funky 
Favorites, and Goofy Gold followed suit. 


TIM: Santa Claus brought it to me that Xmas, as he did with [[K-Tel 
follow-up compilation]] Looney Tunes the following year. 


JOHN: | got it when | was around 10 years old, about two years after it 
was released. Honestly, we had no money to buy records new when | 
was very little. I'm pretty sure that | bought it for a dime at a garage 
sale about two years after it came out. | used to play it on a portable 
record player with built in speakers that my teacher was throwing away 
at my elementary school. 


TIMM: We got this one at Kresge’s Dime Store in downtown Appleton. 
My grandma took my brother and | there almost every Saturday to give 
my recently divorced mom a break from the kids. She purchased this LP 
for us. 


NORB: | got it that summer it came out, 1975. | guess | would have 
been turning 10. | was at Sears with my mom and brother, and saw it 
there for $4.99. | didn’t have any money on me, so | fast-talked my kid 
brother into buying it because | knew he had a five-dollar bill on him. | 
told him !’d pay him back half when we got home. | probably eventually 
did. 

DAN: | got a dubbed cassette when | was about 20 years old. It was 
around that age | was seeing the evolution and influences of early Punk 
Rock music. Aside from the obvious New York Dolls, Stooges, etc., | was 
starting to see the influences of the bubblegum genre, Goofy Greats, 
Banana Splits, on bands like the Ramones, Angry Samoans, Dickies. 
That's when | really started delving into these songs again. 


DEKE: | was a goofy kid! And this hit me where | lived....nonsense 
songs! 


JOHN: There was something very appealing to a child then to hear 
these sixties songs, from an era we had just been in but hardly 
remembered. And the fact that the songs were so goofy worked well 
for children of the seventies who were experiencing a very serious 
world at the time. 


DEKE: | remember liking the more 50's sounding things on Goofy 
Greats, and disliking the "hippie" sounding stuff... 


DAN: These songs are ingrained from childhood as are bands from TV 
shows and the bubblegum genre. They wrote some very infectious and 
catchy songs. I've always admired a great hook and catchiness in music 
since | was very little. However, it took many years to stop trying to be 
cool and admit there were some great tracks on this record. It's a 
combination of songs from childhood along with the Ramones and 
Dickies. | wanted to know where they were coming from which was the 
real reason | picked this up (or dubbed a copy). 


JOHN: My friend down the street, John Braun, was the one that got ALL 
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the records that came out every year. His father was a well respected 
cop, was one of the main cops behind uncovering Gacy. Some guy who 
owned a record store would give him any record his son wanted, so | 
imagine | first heard it at John's house. 


TIM: “SURFIN' BIRD!!!” FUCK YEAH!!! WORLD'S FIRST PUNK ROCK 
SINGLE!!! A lotta the more raging rockers like that one or “Bony 
Moronie” stood out, as well as the large amount of bubblegum hits like 
“Yummy Yummy Yummy” and “Snoopy vs. The Red Baron,” all of which 
| remembered from AM radio when | was very young. The Bill Haley 
track and “Loop De Loop” were also favorites. 


DEKE: | do remember "Surfin' Bird" scared the pants off of me the first 
time | heard it. Then | played that song over and over, along with 
"Muleskinner Blues" until those two bands were completely worn out 
on my copy, from playing them with the dull needle on my GE portable 
record player. 


JACK: The songs that stood out 
were the ones | had heard 
before. “Itsy Bitsy, Teenie- 
Weenie, Yellow Polka-Dot Bikini,” 
“Rockin' Robin” (from going to 
Brewers games during the Robin 
Yount era), “Mah-Na-Mah-Na,” 
“Surfin' Bird,” of course “The 
Name Game,” and “The Birds and 
the Bees.” But | also immediately 
latched on to most of them, 
particularly the catchy 
bubblegum pop songs for which | 
was probably the target 
demographic — “Simon Says,” “1- 
2-3 Red Light” (if that was about 
a brothel, | was blissfully 
unaware at the time), “Chewy 
Chewy” and “Yummy Yummy 
Yummy.” 


NORB: To me, it was all about 
having “Yummy Yummy Yummy” 
and “Chewy Chewy” and 
everything after that was gravy. 
So, you know, I’m at home, 
playing the record for the first 
time, and it’s “Snoopy vs. the Red Baron” and “Rockin’ Robin” and 
“Yummy Yummy Yummy” and “The Lion Sleeps Tonight” — and these 


are all, you know, very nice songs and all...and THEN...”Surfin’ Bird” hits. 


It sounds like Herry Monster from Sesame Street yelling his throat 
hoarse while Oscar the Grouch and Cookie Monster trash a basement 
full of metal garbage cans. You’re sitting there, ten years old, like..."IS 
THIS REALLY HAPPENING???” 


DAN: "Surfin’ Bird" was even more raunchy than the Ramones version. 
I can totally see why John Waters used it in Pink Flamingos. 


NORB: That was the place a lot of people my age heard “Surfin’ Bird” 
for the first time. That’s how we knew the Ramones were cool, ‘cause 
they did that song. 


JOHN: “The Lion Sleeps Tonight” was one | would sing before going to 
bed. | think my mom would sing it with me. But the one that | still love 
the most to this day is “Yummy Yummy Yummy.” 


DAN: My favorites were "Surfin’ Bird," "The Lion Sleeps Tonight,” 
"Yummy Yummy Yummy" and "Chewy Chewy." 


KEPI: | liked “The Lion Sleeps Tonight,” because of the “ooo-wee"s. 
“Beep Beep” used to crack me up, as did “Mr. Custer.” 


TIMM: Along with “Little Green Bag,” | was sucked in immediately by 








the Ohio Express songs. | had heard them before had never owned 
them. | remember “Itsy-Bitsy, Teenie-Weenie, Yellow Polka-Dot Bikini” 
and “Green Tambourine” being early faves as well. 


STACY: | used to roller skate to it in my basement after school as a kid; 
our basement was painted with blue pool paint and | did circles and 
circles around the structural support poles to "Loop de Loop.” "Ahab 
the Arab" was my favorite. | also really liked "The Birds and the Bees", ; 
and "Green Tambourine" because it had a little different, ethereal 

sound than the others. All of them were good though! For a kid with ‘ 
roller skates and a basement and a turntable, it rocked! The subtle 
humor was what | enjoyed most. 


TIM: | remember most of the time just trying my damnedest to just 
play “Surfin’ Bird” and “Yummy Yummy Yummy” and NOTHING ELSE! 
Of course, K-Tel CRAMMED songs onto their albums, making the 
grooves really narrow and 
challenging to the DJ-ing 
skills of any 10-year-old! 
The record got kinda 
scuffed and scratched on 
side one in particular... 


NORB: According to the 
label, side one is 28:28 long, 
and side two is 28:52! If 
you're a ten year old kid, 
why would you buy some 
70's rock band album with 
nine or ten songs on it 
when you could buy a K-Tel 
album crammed with 24 
songs? 


KARL: After my dad’s Spike 
Jones records warped our 
view of reality, the next 
level of music 
independence was K-Tel. 
We had several, what a 
value -- all that great music 
on one long playing LP?! 


NORB: The one shitty thing 
about K-Tel records was 
that sometimes they would 
hack down the song lengths to be able to cram them all on there. The 
Goofy Greats version of “Chewy Chewy” omits the entire second 
verse...it’s like 45 seconds shorter than the normal version ((which is 
only 2:39 to begin with!)). 


JOHN: | was more picky and choosy with this record. | skipped around a 
bunch and mostly listened to “Snoopy vs. The Red Baron,” “Itsy-Bitsy, 
Teenie-Weenie, Yellow Polka-Dot Bikini,” “Alley-Oop,” “Yummy Yummy 
Yummy,” “The Lion Sleeps Tonight” and “Mah-Na-Mah-Na.” 


TIMM: “Yummy Yummy Yummy” through “Chewy Chewy” is quite an 
incredible run of songs and certainly the strongest run on the album. 


NORB: A lot of times I’d play the end of side one over and over again, 
starting with “Yummy Yummy Yummy” and ending with “Chewy 
Chewy.” That meant | also got to hear “The Lion Sleeps Tonight” and 
“Surfin’ Bird,” but | also had to sit through “Little Green Bag” which | 
never really liked. 


JACK: I'll tell you which ones were NOT my favorites because | liked 
most of them: “Little Green Bag” and “Mr. Custer.” They were weird 
and scary. However, some of the ones | liked less then are the ones | 
like more now: “Bread and Butter,” “The Lion Sleeps Tonight,” 
“Nashville Cats.” 
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TIMM: My faves now would still be “Little Green Bag,” “Yummy Yummy 
Yummy” “Muleskinner Blues” and “Surfin’ Bird.” My favorites haven’t 
changed a whole lot, but | really got annoyed with the Royal 
Guardsmen and Ray Stevens as | got older. Neither aged very well for 


me. 


NORB: | also really liked playing the first three songs on side two: “Ahab 
the Arab,” “The Name Game” and “Green Tambourine.” Ray Stevens 
seems like a genius when you're ten years old; now he just seems like 
some doofus crackpot. 


TIMM: | didn’t think Ray Stevens was really ever funny — even as a kid. 
Never much cared for “Beep Beep” either. 


BRIAN: The only song | didn’t like was “Rockin’ Robin’.” It reminded me 
of the Jacksons. 


JOHN: | don't like “Ahab the Arab” at all. | just don't like the melody. 


TIM: Later faves of mine like “Green Tambourine” and “Little Green 
Bag” didn’t register with me then. Guess | wasn’t feeling too 
psychedelic at age ten... 


DEKE: I'm still not sure where or why they dug up “Little Green Bag" 
and "Nashville Cats"...neither goofy nor great. 


DAN: “Green Tambourine” sucked. 


NORB: | taped “Yummy Yummy Yummy” and “Chewy Chewy” by 
holding my little portable cassette recorder up to the stereo speaker, 
and I'd play those two songs everywhere | went — in the car, in my 
room, wherever | could take a tape recorder. It drove my dad berserk. 
He was like “WHY DOES IT ALWAYS HAFTA BE THE SAME TWO 
GODDAMN SONGS???” Helpfully adding “Surfin’ Bird” or “Green 
Tambourine” to the rotation didn’t seem to substantially help his 
disposition. 

TIM: “Surfin’ Bird” drove my mom spare! | think that helped plant the 
seed that anything your parents hated was instantly cool! 


DEKE: My parents hated “Surfin' Bird!” That's why | played it over and 
over again. Which, | suppose, is the same reason that kids listen to 
Marilyn Manson or Creed or FUN or whatever... 


MARK: Many of these | still sing on a near daily basis. “Snoopy and the 
Red Baron” was a staple on my childhood turntable. “Yummy Yummy 
Yummy” is a used in a gag we do on stage sometimes and everyone 
laughs, “The Lion Sleeps Tonight” is [[fiddle player Lisa Fuglie]] Lisa's 
theme music when we introduce her, “Alley Oop” is sung on most load 
outs, “Nashville Cats” had a great cover by Del McCoury. | could go on... 


DEKE: | have sung “Surfin' Bird" with the Trashmen and | was on stage 
for the ONLY reunion show of the original Fendermen when they 
played "Muleskinner Blues" at the Green Bay Rockin’ 50's Fest in 2007. 
So | guess my career has been highly influenced by Goofy Greats.... 


TIMM: | believe the Tantrums took a crack at “Surfin’ Bird” and 
“Muleskinner Blues” at one point, but never played them during shows. 


JACK: My sister, my next door neighbor Jenny and | built microphones 
out of Legos and would stand on top of a toy box and sing a lot of those 
songs to friends and family. We'd just play the records and sing along 
into the Lego mics and dance like we were the Brady 6. One time, there 
was like 20 people in my bedroom watching, and we were ON. | assume 
that's what got me hooked on showbiz. 


JOHN: Ben Weasel and | bonded over this record, we tried to cover a 
few of the songs but none of them ever made it to a live 
performance. In one rehearsal when we hadn't yet decided who was 
going to be the singer for our band, | remember singing lead on a 
terrible rendition of “Snoopy vs. The Red Baron.” 


DAN: I'm pretty sure Screeching Weasel dabbled with "Chewy Chewy" 
and "Yummy Yummy Yummy" a few times but nothing came of it. 


NORB: | first realized that Goofy Greats might have been a shared 





cultural experience and not just some weird isolated facet of my 
childhood when | was at Mass Giorgini’s house with the Riverdales, 
when they were recording their first album. We were talking music, and 
Ben Weasel brought up Goofy Greats as a sort of dumb obscure 
influence with which he didn’t expect me to be familiar. | was like 
Goofy Greats, are you kidding??? We wound up fighting over what the 
cover art was supposed to be about. | said that the jungle guy playing 
guitar with the jungle girl singing and the monkey playing piano was 
supposed to represent “Guitarzan” — a song not on the album — whilst 
Weasel claimed that scene was supposed to represent “The Lion Sleeps 
Tonight.” It was clearly supposed to be “Guitarzan! 


DEKE: The fact that the cover was depicting “Guitarzan,” a song not on 
the album, did occur to me. But these sort of albums always left you 
with lots of questions: For instance, did anybody REALLY fold out the 
back of the Fonzie Favorites album to make the album cover into a 
framed photo suitable for your bedroom dresser? 


TIM: | thought that was supposed to be George of the Jungle rocking 
out on an electric guitar! 


JACK: | assumed that was Alley-Oop because of that comic, and the fact 
that Tarzan tended to dress like a caveman. And because apparently | 
paid about as much attention to lyrics then as | do now. 


KEPI: Not having “Guitarzan” on there even though it was on the cover 
was like the people who went to see Logan’s Run expecting to see 
Farrah Fawcett star, but she got crushed early on. It was one of my first 
life lessons in “accept and allow.” 


NORB: After some digging, | finally figured it out — there was a 28-song, 
two album Canadian version of Goofy Greats ((“2 Funky Albums!”)) that 
actually DID have “Guitarzan” on it ((as well as “Dirty Water” by the 
Standells, which would have been not unwelcome at the time)). | guess 
they didn’t have enough money left over after their awesome TV 
commercial to commission new cover art. They actually re-issued it as 
an 18-song album in 1979, minus “Guitarzan” AND “Ahab the Arab,” 
still with the cover art unchanged. 


DEKE: | suppose if somebody had given me a copy of "Stairway to 
Heaven" by Led Zeppelin my life might have turned out very different. 
As it is, | just released a brand new EP of songs recorded with the 
Trashmen...and my first exposure to them was on Goofy Greats. 


TIM: Goofy Greats is TREMENDOUSLY important! As regards that mix of 
raging rockers like “Surfin' Bird” and late 60’s bubblegum? That's 
practically a gateway drug to The Ramones, right there! Didn't this 
come out around the time that first Ramones album came out? | don't 
think that's a coincidence! 


TIMM: This album, along with Looney Tunes, were the punk rock of my 
collection before punk rock ruled my collection. Before | heard the 
Ramones, this was the only left of center music | had. | feel that, ina 
weird way, these two albums primed me for the Ramones and punk 
rock in general. 


KEPI: | owned Goofy Greats, and it was fun, but it wasn’t really a game- 
changer. It was more of a fluff piece. 


DAN: Goofy Greats made me realize that songs had the ability to be 
completely stupid and still be great. They were fun songs with the 
ability to uplift. They made you feel pretty good when done right. 
Music is often great when visceral and not cerebral. There are many 
music fans who simply don't hear it this way. It sounds "plastic" to their 
ears. But to me, the vibe feels great. And it can make you smile or 
laugh. | guess you either get this kind of music or you don't. 


JOHN: | imagine that when the punk music began to get very serious in 
the late 80's, with the politically correct hardcore movement, harkening 
back to the goofy songs inspired Screeching Weasel to add a bit more 
melody and humor into our songs. 


TIM: | think you are onto something, as far as Goofy Greats being a 





prime generational influence. Maybe K-Tel, in general, was. The 
commercials for all those K-Tel and Ronco records were omnipresent, back 
then, as well as those mail order greatest hits TV ads for things like that Elvis 
Presley treasury, or whatever that 50's and 60’s collection was that had 
Micky Dolenz shilling for it. 

DEKE: You're kind of freaking me out with this thing, because I'm realizing 
that these stupid budget compilation albums severely impacted my ability to 
grow up and become a commercially successful recording artist. 
Timberlake? Listened to Michael Jackson. Dickerson? Listened to "Please Mr. 
Custer" by Larry Verne. 

JOHN: Any kid watching TV in the seventies didn't even have a chance NOT 
to be influenced by these records, or at least the commercials. Even my 
older sister had FANTASTIC 22 ORIGINAL HITS ORIGINAL STARS, including 
The Sweet, Hocus Pocus by Focus (‘cause you can't just say the name of the 
band without also saying the name of their only hit), and Elton John. 

NORB: The thing is, punk rock as we have come to know it was primarily 
invented by people born in the 50’s, who were dissatisfied with the status 
quo, musical and otherwise. While they were off saving the world, however, 
there was a whole ‘nother generation of kids — pre-pubescents, elementary 
schoolers — who were just as dissatisfied with the crappy state of music in 
the 1970's as the twenty-year-olds. We were a bunch of ten-year-olds, we 
didn’t have their Stooges or Bowie or Roxy Music or whatever-the-hell as 
inspiration, we had Goofy Greats and stuff. Short songs, fun songs, catchy 
songs — Goofy Greats was our Nuggets. Ten year old kids listening to the 
Trashmen! It doesn’t get more culturally subversive than that. 

TIM: | have no idea where my copy is. | wish | still had it. | lost it and all my 
old records (and everything else | owned at the time) when | ended up 
homeless in NYC and couldn't keep up rent on my then-storage unit. 

KEPI: | don’t know where mine is, but | recently re-encountered my Around 
The World With The Chipmunks record, so it might be around there. The 
Chipmunks were a bigger influence on me than Goofy Greats, probably 
because of my voice. 

TIMM: I'm afraid that album is currently gone from the collection. | probably 
sold it during my poor college year in 1984. | do still have my original copy of 
Looney Tunes in my collection. 

DEKE: My copy is with all my other collection of "70's 50's" albums, which 
include not only these compilation albums of original 50's songs, but also 
the bizarre sub-genre of new 50's-style music produced in the 70's. Sha Na 
Na, of course, but also English bands like Matchbox and the Flying Saucers, 
and obscurities like Hub Kapp and the Wheels, and an album of re-recorded 
versions of 50's songs by a band called the "Rip-Offs," not to be confused 
with the 90's punk band of the same name. 

JACK: Mine’s in the basement. | will dig it up this weekend. 

NORB; | still have my original, mildewy copy, plus a backup copy | found in 
the “FREE” bin in a now-defunct area record store. | mean...FREE??? Geez. 
JOHN: Nothing lasted long in my family, with six brothers and sisters, | was 
lucky if a toy didn't last a year without going missing, probably sold for 
drugs. 

DAN: | never bought it and to this day do not own it. | probably should pick 
up the vinyl now, I'm a terrible person. | know, | know. 

DEKE: Thanks for bringing self-awareness to an issue that | had previously 
ignored. I'm not sure why these compilation albums ruined my life and 
career, but here | am. Gonna go play "Snoopy vs. The Red Baron" now and 
watch an episode of Rockford Files and go to bed. 





24 Original Hits * 1 Funky Album (NU 9030 (1) K-Tel International, Inc.USA, 1975) 
SIDE ONE: Snoopy vs, the Red Baron...ROYAL GUARDSMEN, Itsy-Bitsy, Teenie-Weenie, Yellow 
Polka-Dot Bikini...BRIAN HYLAND, Bread and Butter...NEWBEATS, Mule Skinner Blue..FENDERMEN, 
Rockin’ Robin...BOBBY DAY, Alley-Oop...HOLLYWOOD ARGYLES 

Loop De Loop...JOHNNY THUNDER, Yummy, Yummy, Yummy...OHIO EXPRESS, Little Green 
Bag...GEORGE BAKER SELECTION, The Lion Sleeps Tonight... TOKENS, Surfin’ Bird... TRASHMEN, 
Chewy, Chewy...OHIO EXPRESS 

SIDE TWO: Ahab the Arab...RAY STEVENS, The Name Game...SHIRLEY ELLIS, Green 
Tambourine...LEMON PIPERS, Simon Says...1910 FRUITGUM CO., Mah-Na-Mah-Na...PIERO 





UMILIANI, See You Later, Alligator...BILL HALEY, Beep, Beep...PLAYMATES, The Birds and the 
Bees... JEWEL AKENS, Nashville Cats...LOVIN’ SPOONFUL, Mr. Custer...LARRY VERNE, Bony 
Moronie...LARRY WILLIAMS, 1-2-3, Redlight...1910 FRUITGUM CO. 


28 Original Hits * 2 Funky Albums (NC 437 K-Tel International, Ltd. Canada, 1975) 
SIDE ONE: Rockin’ Robin’...BOBBY DAY, Alley-Oop... HOLLYWOOD ARGYLES, Mule Skinner 
Blues...FENDERMEN, The Lion Sleeps Tonight... TOKENS, Chewy, Chewy...OHIO EXPRESS, Beep, 
Beep...PLAYMATES, Wooly Bully..SAM THE SHAM & THE PHARAOHS 

SIDE TWO: Bony Moronie...LARRY WILLIAMS, Ahab the Arab... RAY STEVENS, Georgie 
Porgie...JEWEL AKENS, Surfin’ Bird...TRASHMEN, Little Green Bay...GEORGE BAKER SELECTION, 
Mony, Mony... TOMMY JAMES & THE SHONDELLS, Yummy, Yummy, Yummy..OHIO EXPRESS 

SIDE THREE: The Purple People Eater...SHEB WOOLEY, Loop De Loop...JOHNNY THUNDER, Bread 
and Butter...NEWBEATS, Ya, Ya...LEE DORSEY, Shimmy, Shimmy, Ko-Ko Bop...LITTLE ANTHONY & 
THE IMPERIALS, Snoopy vs. the Red Baron...ROYAL GUARDSMEN, The Name Game...SHIRLEY ELLIS 
SIDE FOUR: Walk Right In... MOMENTS, The Freeze... TONY & JOE, Itsy-Bitsy, Teenie-Weenie, Yellow 
Polka-Dot Bikini...BRIAN HYLAND, 1, 2, 3 Redlight...1910 FRUITGUM CO., See You Later, 
Alligator...BILL HALEY, Dirty Water... STANDELLS, Guitarzan...RAY STEVENS 











24 Original Hits * 1 Fun Album (NE 707 K-Tel International (UK) Ltd. UK, 1975) 

SIDE ONE: Yummy, Yummy, Yummy...OHIO EXPRESS, Alley-Oop... HOLLYWOOD ARGYLES, Loop Di 
Loop (sic)...JOHNNY THUNDER, Wild Thing,..TROGGS, The Birds and the Bees...JEWEL AKENS, Big 
Six..JUDGE DREAD, Pretty Little Angel Eyes...CURTIS LEE, You Talk Too Much...JOE JONES, Surfin’ 
Bird... TRASHMEN, Mr. Custer...LARRY VERNE, Funky Gibbon... THE GOODIES, Simon Says...1910 
FRUITGUM COMPANY 

SIDE TWO: Snoopy vs. the Red Baron... HOTSHOTS, Rockin’ Robin’... BOBBY DAY, Bony 
Maronie...LARRY WILLIAMS, Good Golly Miss Molly...LITTLE RICHARD, Beatnik Fly...JOHNNY AND. 
THE HURRICANES, Mule Skinner Blues...FENDERMEN, Nashville Cats...LOVIN’ SPOONFUL, Western 
Movies...OLYMPICS, Bread and Butter... THE NEWBEATS, Judy In Disguise...JOHN FRED AND HIS 
PLAYBOY BAND, Mony Mony... TOMMY JAMES & THE SHONDELLS, Nice One Cyril,,.COCKEREL 
CHORUS 

Note: “Snoopy vs. the Red Baron” is the version recorded by UK reggae act THE HOTSHOTS, not the 
original ROYAL GUARDSMEN version as was the norm. 





20 Original Hits * 1 Funky Album (NA 464 K-Tel International (NZ) Ltd. New Zealand, 
1975) 

SIDE ONE: Rockin’ Robin...BOBBY DAY, Alley-Oop... HOLLYWOOD ARGYLES, Mule Skinner 

Blues... FENDERMEN, Mah-Na-Mah-Na...PIERO UMILIANI, Chewy, Chewy...OHIO EXPRESS, Surfin’ 
Bird... TRASHMEN, Little Green Bay...GEORGE BAKER SELECTION, Yummy, Yummy, Yummy...OHIO 
EXPRESS, Loop De Loop...JOHNNY THUNDER, Bread And Butter... NEWBEATS 

SIDE TWO: Snoopy vs. the Red Baron...ROYAL GUARDSMEN, 1-2-3 Redlight...1910 FRUITGUM CO,, 
Simon Says...1910 FRUITGUM CO., Bony Moronie...LARRY WILLIAMS, Mr. Custer...LARRY VERNE, 
The Birds and the Bees...JEWEL AKENS, Nashville Cats...LOVIN’ SPOONFUL, A Little Bit of 
Soap...JARMELS, Leader of the Pack...SHANGRI-LAS, Western Movies... OLYMPICS 


20 Original Hits * 1 Funky Album (NU 9030 (2) K-Tel International, Inc. USA, 1979) 
DIFFERENCES FROM ORIGINAL 24-SONG NU 9030: Adds “Georgie Porgie” and “Does 
Your Chewing Gum Lose Its Flavour On The Bedpost Overnight?” by LONNIE DONEGAN 
Subtracts “Itsy-Bitsy, Teenie-Weenie, Yellow Polka-Dot Bikini,” “Bread and Butter,” 
“Ahab the Arab,” “The Name Game,” “Beep, Beep” and “Bony Moronie.” 

NOTE: With the elimination of “Ahab The Arab,” only one of the three songs depicted 
on the front cover is actually still on the record ((“Snoopy vs. the Red Baron”)). One 
wonders if Ray Stevens was looking over his shoulder at night. 


18 Greatest Hits * Quotes and all, the phrase “HILARIOUS HITS” replaces any mention 
of how many funky albums the package includes (NU 511 K-Tel International, Ltd. 
Canada, 1979) 

SIDE ONE: Ahab the Arab...RAY STEVENS, Alley-Oop...HOLLYWOOD ARGYLES, Mr. Bass 
Man...JOHNNY CYMBAL, Seven Little Girls (Sitting in The Back Seat)...PAUL EVANS, Bread and 
Butter... THE NEWBEATS, Tennessee Bird Walk...JACK & MISTY, Running Bear...JOHNNY PRESTON, 
1-2-3-Redlight...1910 FRUITGUM CO. , Yummy, Yummy, Yummy...OHIO EXPRESS 

SIDE TWO: The Purple People Eater...SHEB WOOLEY, The Birds And The Bees...JEWEL AKENS, Does 
Your Chewing Gum Lose Its Flavor On The Bedpost Overnight?...LONNIE DONEGAN, Mule Skinner 
Blues...THE FENDERMEN, May The Bird of Paradise Fly Up Your Nose...LITTLE JIMMY DICKENS, 
Surfin’ Bird... THE TRASHMEN, Little Arrows...LEAPY LEE, Wooly Bully...SAM THE SHAM & THE 
PHARAOKS, Gitarzan...RAY STEVENS 

NOTE: This version of Goofy Greats seems to be on heavily dependent on songs K-Tel 
had licensed for other compilations; many of the songs were found on earlier records 
like Wacky Westerns and Dumb Ditties. 





OTHER, LESSER, “GOOFY GREATS”-ES 


Goofy Greats, 1993 (K-Tel) Completely different artwork, 10-song CD. Only includes 
“Surfin’ Bird,” “Bread and Butter” and “Alley Oop” from original 24-song US version. 
Goofy Greats, 2001 (K-Tel) Completely different artwork again. 12-song CD. Only 
includes “Bread and Butter” & “Mule Skinner Blues” from original 24-song US version. 
K-Tel Presents: Goofy Greats, 2005 (BC!/Eclipse Music) Completely different artwork 
yet again. 12-song CD. Only includes “Bread and Butter” and “Mule Skinner Blues” 
from the original 24-song US version. 

Wolfman Jack’s Goofy Greats, 2001 (St. Clair Music) 10-song CD with no apparent 
connection to K-Tel’s Goofy Greats, though it does include “Alley Oop” and “The Birds 
and the Bees.” 

Goofy Greats: Best of Friends, 2004 (Disney) CD of Children’s songs sung by the 
Disney character Goofy. Check please! 


PONDEROSA 
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THE STANDELLS « SWAMP DOGG 
BABY WASHINGTON « BOBBY CROWN 
TY WAGNER « CHRIS I 
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11TH ANNUAL CONCERT © ROCK ‘n’ BOWL 
TICKETS AND TRAVEL PACKAGES NOW AVAILABLE 





